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      Get your free copy of “Stranger Magic”

      

      Unavailable anywhere else and exclusive only to sign ups for my email list. Once again, this is not available to buy on Amazon. I only give it away for free to sign up’s. To get it, click the Download Me Now button to get your exclusive copy >>>

      

      Download Me Now

      

      BLURB:

      

      “Meet Felix Freeman, London’s finest Wizard P.I. Apart from the other one.

      

      Turns out the everyday world is full of strange and magical things and London is full to the brim. The city infested with vampires, demons and ghosts…

      

      When Felix is called upon to find one, he stumbles across an ever bigger mystery…

      

      An eleven year old boy had been kidnapped by a highly guarded, mysterious laboratory underneath London.

      

      But why?

      

      His best friends seem to think it’s because he has powers. Magic powers.

      

      Now he’s promised the boy’s mother and friends he’ll save him.

      

      And this wizard doesn’t break promises.

      

      Look out London, there’s wizards about.”

      

      Click here to >>> Download Me Now!
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            The Bungled Banishment

          

        

      

    

    
      I was sitting reading the newspaper quite happily one Saturday morning a few months after the recent harrowing events. The radio was on, the sun streamed through the window and I had a large mug of coffee beside me. I was contented.

      But that was all about to change very quickly…

      In the doorway to the kitchen I saw the outline of someone standing quite still. This was not unusual, for in this house lived Ms McCall the landlady, Dave, a rather annoying housemate and… a real wizard by the name of Felix Freeman.

      However, none of them matched this silhouette. I noted, out of the corner of my eye, that this person had a sleek, slender figure. And they appeared to be looking at me. I looked up from the newspaper and my heart gave a jolt. The sleek, slender figure belonged to Zoey Dylan, Felix’s sister. The most brilliant woman I had ever set eyes on. Smart, beautiful and witty, she was everything I looked for in a woman. And she knew it.

      But now, she was looking at me with seductive eyes. “Zoey?” I said, putting the newspaper down. “I didn’t hear you come in?” It was true, the front door was next to the kitchen and had to be slammed to shut properly, owing to the police smashing it in.

      “I wonder what you… taste like…” she said, taking a few steps towards me, eyes sunken and seductive like she had just drank a litre of love potion. “Can I taste your skin Norton?”

      It was an odd request. I strained my ears to see if anyone was around. Perhaps this was a practical joke? Had Felix put her up to this? “Er…”

      “It’s okay,” she said soothingly, coming closer and putting a finger on my mouth. “I won’t bite.”

      I would wake up any moment. For I was sure I had to be dreaming. The girl of my dreams was coming on to me. Zoey elegantly climbed over me until she was on my lap.

      Christ. Christ. Christ. What was happening?

      I met her gaze. Her eyes sparkled, she knew she was being naughty. She moved her face closer to mine and then… sniffed. “Hmmm…” she went.

      I didn’t question the fact that something about this scenario might have been off.

      “Can I… taste you?” she said in the smuttiest way possible.

      I thought about it for a moment. “Sure?” I said uncertain what that could possibly mean.

      She opened her mouth, stretching a long tongue out across my wrist. “Hmm…” she licked softly along my vein.

      And that’s when it happened.

      Something about her face changed. That look wasn’t one of seduction, it was one of a predator just before it’s kill. My heart started to race, something was wrong. In an instant, her beautiful white teeth changed—they sharpened in a flash until she looked like Jaws! Her mouth enclosed around my wrist and started to bite down.

      “AHHH!” I went terrified. “You are biting!”

      Suddenly the door smashed open, flying off the hinges.

      “Get off him!” Felix screamed, running into the kitchen, holding his wand aloft.

      Before I knew it, Felix had grabbed Zoey and threw her across the room! She hit the wall with a crunch!

      Then she changed. Morphing into a black mass in the shape of a man in a tweed suit, nonchalantly checking his fingers. “What took you so long?” it said smiling devilishly at Felix. “I nearly ate your friend.”

      But Felix was staring at me. “You horny bugger. That was my sister!”

      I sat stunned. I felt embarrassed. And violated. “Yeah but… I didn't… and who’s he?”

      A fucking excuse or something would’ve been great but nothing came - thanks brain! As usual my jar of wit was depleted. “A fucking demon?”

      “Your powers of observation have finally come to good use? Now that the pretty lady has gone.” Felix mocked.

      I flashed the newspaper open as my cheeks went red. “It was your fault;  you should be sorting out that demon!”

      Zagakowski stood inspecting his fingers still in quiet amusement. “Until Felix settles the deal he made with me, we will have to continue these little games.”

      “Right,” said Felix, standing awkwardly in his dressing gown. “You’ve forced me into this,” he said drawing his wand. “I banish you.”

      Zagakowski looked at Felix like he had just told him the world was on fire. “Y-you can’t.”

      “I can and will.”

      Felix raised his wand at the demon in its tweed suit.

      “It’s old magic. You have no idea what you are doing,” said Zagakowski shaking his head and stumbling back against the wall.

      An orange flame lit at the end of Felix’s wand and for a moment he looked worried. “I banish you!” he cried. An orange flame danced towards Zagakowski and ran up his leg.

      “You IDIOT!” the demon screamed. “You haven’t even done it right!”

      Felix gulped and continued waving his wand as the demon climbed the walls in agony. It was like watching a spider trying to escape a flame. “I could have been useful to you, we could have had a good working relation-ship!” he screamed again. “STOP THIS!” he cried in a voice wholly dissimilar to the one he was using before, this one was deep and scary.

      I watched in horror as Felix bungled the banishment, clearly having no clue what he was doing and only managing to piss off an already irate demon, who was annoyed that Felix had reneged on a deal.

      Eventually the demon couldn’t take it anymore and jumped, screaming, right out of the kitchen window.

      I gave Felix a long look. “I have about as much magical knowledge as Ms McCall, but even I know that… was fucking awful.”

      “I had to do something!” he cried. But Felix looked sheepish. He knew he had buggered it up. And now he had to pay for a new window.

      I imagine this was the magical equivalent of brushing every single unopened bill you had under the carpet. For now Felix gulped and looked embarrassed.

      

      And this was  where our new story began…
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            “Real Wizard: Solving Your Occult Problem”

          

        

      

    

    
      I turned the car left at the roundabout, following the signs to Barking. The wizard, Felix Freeman, was in an annoyingly happy mood, tapping his feet and singing along (badly) to the radio. He was excited because he had another job. This time in East London, and of course I had to take him.

      “It will be good for the book,” he said all but pushing me out of the front door and handing me my car keys.

      “In case it had escaped your stubborn mind,” I started, following him down the stairwell. “I am currently writing the book. I’ve taken months off work trying to do so. Used up all my savings. And I’ve only managed three chapters.”

      “Well, I will pay you for coming with me then,” he said, clearly he was not going to take no for an answer.

      Now, as we drove to his newest clients premises, I was in a mood—the writers life didn’t suit me. I mean I enjoyed the perks; coffee, sitting at the computer, not having to commute. But the work side of it, you know, actually writing the book, did not come easily. In fact, it was downright painful. For the last three months since the most recent events, I had toiled away hard at work trying to write the book. But I had only managed three fucking chapters. Three!

      “Cheer up!” Felix commanded, pulling the rear-view mirror to face him and checking his sharp features. “Things are going well.”

      I could only mumble in reply.

      “I’ve got regular, honest work coming in, thanks to Sharon, and everything is going good.”

      “Good for you!” I barked sharply. “I have no blooming money, no love…”

      “You’ve got that new job,” he said. It was true. I did have a new job, working part time in a small publishing house. I thought it would be good to get some inspiration for writing my book. No such luck so far.

      “And in terms of love, well, the least you can do is tidy yourself up!” he said, pointing at my apparent lacklustre appearance. “Your shirt is untucked, you’ve worn that jumper the last five days in a row, and that unshaven look doesn’t suit you.”

      It’s true, I had rather let myself go. Taking this whole author life thing to heart, struggling over my prose like a true artist. My hair was unkempt, my face was blotchy from stress and I hadn’t showered in days.

      “We’re nearly there,” said Felix tapping his knees. If you don’t know the wizard by now, you will you should know that he is like a child most of the time. “I wonder what this one will be?” he said. “Maybe he has a poltergeist? Or… he’s being tracked by a killer demon or…” he reeled off a list of imaginative, highly unlikely things. Most of his jobs so far had been very simple, finding lost keys, lost pets that sort of thing.

      Felix craved adventure and before every job would wonder what magical, mystical surprise would be awaiting him.

      As we trundled along the Barking high street, the google maps lady told us our destination was only 2 minutes away, the wizard tried to copy her voice. Felix Freeman was an odd man, and if he wasn’t my best friend I would avoid him completely for we were almost totally opposite. Three days ago, he insisted I join him to meet a client in central London just so that I could ‘get out of the house’. But I knew better, he liked the company. He liked someone to talk to about all his ideas. I suppose I was the sane voice that told him why such and such an idea probably wasn’t the best.

      Once on the tube to central London, he loudly announced, seemingly to the entire carriage. “I could be the world's first Wizard Detective!”

      He did this occasionally when a wonderful thought struck him. He just had to share it loudly and proudly and all at once to avoid spontaneous combustion. He did this regularly and much to my dismay, with my emotionally repressed personality, this public announcement made me cringe and I would instinctively look around in apology to the other passengers, as if he was my over-excited son.

      “You could…” I whispered. “Except for the fact that… number one, you’re a thief.”

      “Ex-Thief,” he corrected. “Anyway, I prefer procurer.”

      I continued. “Number two, you would need to be employed by the police. That won’t happen, because they hate you.”

      “Karen likes me.”

      “Number three,” I said glossing over the fact that he would need more than his one friend in the police force. “You’re the worst detective ever.”

      “That may all be true, but I do have one advantage that trumps everything you said.”

      “What?” I said sceptically.

      “I am a wizard.”

      “How does that trump all my points?”

      

      I pulled the car up to a grotty looking council estate, a 1960’s brutalist, concrete building complex housing many flats. The complex ran to 6 floors tall. In the middle was a run-down park area. Grim.

      “Come on then,” said Felix jumping out of the car and marching away as he had a tendency to do, long black undertaker’s coat billowing in the wind. “It’s number 42.”

      “Can I just ask you why you got me to drive when we could have just took the tube?”

      Felix was looking around for the door number, ignoring me.

      The stairwell smelled like stale beer and urine. Number 42 was on the top floor. I trudged after Felix as he bounded up them three at a time and knocked on number 42. There was a moment when I thought no one was in. Ten minutes is too long to wait. But Felix did, patiently, eagerly.

      The man who eventually opened the door had the appearance of a teenage boy. He was slack jawed and had an unhealthy, pasty complexion, as if he hadn’t been outside in weeks. His face wrinkled up against the dull cloudy sky. He had bad posture and clearly sat at the computer all day everyday. Enthusiastic enough, he invited us in before bolting bolting the lock several times behind us.

      “Cup of tea would be great,” said Felix taking in the disarray  of the living room.

      “Oh, yes, it’s a bit of a… I’ve been very stressed,” the man offered, indicating the empty pizza boxes which lay about the floor among a collection of drink cans and crisp packets. Sat in the middle of it all, a large bong.

      “My name is Barrie,” he said shaking our hands. I didn’t want to, it was as I expected, sweaty.

      Barrie stood awkwardly while the kettle boiled, just watching us. He had zero social skills. I knew as soon as I saw him that he was either autistic, or was severely bullied at school, thus he retreated into his flat and by the look of it, rarely left. “It’s my mother’s house,” he offered eventually. “She died a few years ago.”

      That explained the squalor somewhat.

      “I looked after her in her final years.”

      I could hear the hum of of electrical equipment.

      Felix was nodding along with a glazed expression; he got bored quickly with small talk. And finally he burst out with: “So what’s the job?” he said it with such vigour that Barrie spilt the milk as he was pouring it into our cups.

      He put them on a tray and carried them all over. He sat on a stool next to an ancient gas stove and cradled his cup. “Someone has stolen my flash drives.” He said it with such graveness that you could have replaced it with someone murdered my mother, and it would have fit.

      Felix looked nonplussed for a second. “Someone stole your car?” he said.

      “No!” said Barrie. “Flash drives, you know, computer memory sticks.”

      “Right,” Felix shrugged—he had no idea what they were. He was more of a luddite than I expected.

      Barrie took a sip of tea, and I noticed that one of his eyes was slightly off. He also had some scars under his chin, big thick ones, they were covered up however by a patchy mass of straggly stubble. “So you want me to find your flash drives?” said Felix, he sounded dangerously disappointed.

      “Yes please.”

      I cleared my throat. “And what is on these flash drives?”

      Barrie looked sheepish. I wasn’t sure if I wanted the answer. “And you are definitely a wizard?” he said.

      “Yes,” said Felix, holding his wand above his head. All the rubbish on the floor spun around in a mini tornado and jumped into the bin.

      Barrie watched awed, eyes wide. “I came across some things online that I shouldn’t have. I am into conspiracy theories and things,” he said in an apologetic tone. “Well, I managed to get into some government files—”

      (I was right, definitely autistic)

      “At first I searched for, you know, who shot JFK and the 9/11 stuff…” he rubbed his greasy face. “But then, I got into… the occult. I wouldn’t have normally, but there was a file on the MI6 server all about it.”

      “And?” I said, urging him on.

      “—And I started researching about magic. And I realised that this stuff actually exists…”

      “What sort of stuff?” I said.

      “Demons, vampires, magic spells, curses. It’s all real.”

      Felix nodded. “So?”

      “Then, I found a file about… the NetherWorld.”

      At this Felix back went a little straighter, his eyes narrowing.

      “That there is another race of beings that want to wipe the human race out. They run our world at the moment. Some people think it’s ‘the Illuminati,’ but it's bigger than that. Much bigger. And involves beings from other worlds…”

      “So…” said Felix with a wry smile. “You want me to retrieve your flash drives, or at least find out who took them?” he said standing with a faint air of boredom. He was disheartened by the lack of an interesting job. But I was more intrigued.

      “You say this was all in a folder on the MI6 server?”

      Barrie nodded. “A really top secret folder… we’re talking about this only being viewed by one or two people in the entire secret service.”

      “Christ.”

      Felix was almost already out the door. “I will alert you when I’ve tracked it down. It’s £300 upon finding said items.” And with that he was out the door and gone.

      Barrie turned to me as I went to follow Felix. “If you need any top secret computer files or information, just come and find me. I can get into anything.” He grinned.

      

      When we got back to the house, Felix slammed the front door shut. Now it was all but hanging off the door frame. Felix was in a mood because the job was not as exciting as he wanted it to be. When we went up to his room we found Sharon, the lovely, beautiful, wonderful woman busying herself with tidying Felix’s room. Not that he was appreciative, he slumped onto his bed with a grim repose. Felix’s room looked liveable at last.

      “Nice job,” I said sitting down in the chair.

      “Thanks,” she said in her pleasant American accent. “Did the job not go very well?” she added with a nod towards Felix.

      “No!” he called. “He wants me to find his drive flashes.”

      “Flash drives,” I corrected.

      “Some bloody computer geek who found some magic files on a government database. Boring!”

      I sighed. “You could show some appreciation Felix, I mean, without Sharon making those adverts, you would have no work at all!”

      He sniffed and brushed his hair back. “I am grateful,” he said. “I just wish it wasn’t… searching for missing cats or rings, and was something exciting.”

      Thanks to Sharon's expertise, from her former life as an advertising executive, she was able to create a series of adverts on Facebook. They were seriously clever too. The tagline read: “Real Wizard… Will Help Find Anything, Solve Your Occult Problem” when you clicked on the link it took you to FelixFinds.com and had a big picture of Felix looking all moody. He looks moody because he was in a mood when Sharon took the picture and uploaded it. His words at the time were: “I don’t like being on the internet. And I don’t like looking like some small-time magician who does children’s parties!”

      It was quite hilarious.

      But thanks to this enterprising  strategy  from Sharon, Felix got three jobs in the first week. Admittedly, they were to find ordinary, everyday things. The first was a Mrs Maslow who had lost Percy, her Persian cat. It had managed to get itself locked in a neighbours shed. For this, Felix received his set rate of £300 plus a tip from Mrs Maslow who was ecstatic to have her beloved Percy back. He told me this story with apparent disdain, for his talents were being used to find missing cats and not defeat evil black magic overlords, or that’s the impression I got.

      “I mean,” he barked. “Isn’t this what firemen are for!?”

      But there were upsides, the first was the fact that Felix now had regular money coming in, £900 in his first week to be exact. This allowed him to pay off his debts and be allowed back to Sid’s Caf and his other regular, magical haunts. He had also paid Ms McCall for the broken window, plus two months rent upfront as an apology as she was all but ready to throw him out there and then.

      “Well,” said Sharon with a big puff. “I’ve done the cleaning, now I had better take Harry out for his walkies.” On the word walkies, Harry appeared from the hole in the wall and sat at Sharon’s feet, tail wagging. Harry was a Jack Russel we had unexpectedly took ownership of when his owner was brutally murdered by Edward Rappaport.

      “WALK!” Harry barked.

      Ah yes. And I should also mention the fact that Harry now barked words. It’s a good thing Sharon hung around and took poor Harry out, it’s the only time he got any attention being stuck up in Felix’s room all the time. He had to stay up there because Ms McCall thought Harry had been re-homed. But Felix couldn’t re-home Harry, owing to the fact that the magical ring had left an indelible mark on him; we thought that the barking out of random words such as FOOD! WALK! PLAY! Would cease once the ring was out of him, but this was not the case. So we had no choice but to keep hold of him, or risk a very curious new owner parading Harry as some miracle dog and taking him on Britain’s Got Talent.

      Sharon had to put a muzzle on him when they went out just to stop him from doing it while in public. Ms McCall and Dave Parry, the other housemate, wondered who was shouting words like TOILET! in the middle of the night, but Felix reassured them plainly, that it was he who sometimes shouted in his sleep. I think they believed him.

      Sharon put the muzzle on Harry, then his lead before waving goodbye. I looked around the spotless bedroom. “She’s way too good to you.”

      “What can I say?” said Felix scrolling through his phone. “I have animal magnetism.”

      Everything in his room now had a place, and was sparkling, there was not a spot of dust anywhere.

      “DELETE…” said the wizard before looking across at me. He was trying to show off about something but I wasn’t responding, holding up the newspaper a bit higher instead. “Guess what I just deleted?”

      I waited a few seconds. “What?”

      “An offer of work.”

      I put the paper down. “Why?” I started. “You know how—”

      He held up a hand. “An offer of illegal work,” he grinned. “From an old client. But I deleted it because I’ve gone straight.” He nodded to himself, as if he expected a round of applause or something. “My third eye is going to be knackered out by the end of all this. These searching spells really take it out of me.” He said collapsing back into his pillows.

      I didn’t understand his attitude if I am honest with you. He had regular paid work and was helping people. He had money in his pocket, allowing him to get some magical equipment he needed for his studies and he had a beautiful girl who thought the world of him. But this still wasn’t good enough for him.

      “Ahhh!” Felix threw his books on the floor. “Christ life is shit. It’s the same crap over and over again! SHARON!” he called.

      “Sharon’s gone…”

      “Where?”

      “She went out, remember?”

      “Why?”

      “For a walk.”

      I could see his face turn even grumpier over the top of the newspaper. “Where’s Harry?”

      I sighed for he was doing this just to wind me up and get a reaction. “She’s taken him out.”

      Felix sighed again, before chucking the books he’d just picked up on the floor, again, and storming out of the room.

      Trust me. There is nothing worse than a bored Wizard.
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      When I first moved to that odd house in Canning Town, I was oblivious to the danger, adventure and magic that I would be pulled into. How could I ever have known that a wizard lived in the attic? That he would pull me, kicking and screaming into his magical world. Growing up, I had of course read stories about other worlds, magical lands, special rings of power and killer demons. But now I had come face to face with them in real life, I realised what these authors had forgotten to include. Our adventure fighting Edward Rappaport was not glamorous, or exciting, or even fun. It was terrifying, nauseating and tragic. What I realised is that people crave adventure, until they get it and realise they didn’t mean adventure with all the horrible bits.

      Well, another adventure, with all the horrible bits was about to happen to us…

      

      The last few months, we had fallen into somewhat of a familiar routine. I would spend most of the day struggling to write a few sentences and had developed an unhealthy coffee addiction. I also took up vaping in an attempt to help me think. It didn’t work. Most nights Felix and I would stay up in his room with a few beers talking and discussing things. Sharon would join us a few days a week and became a regular part of the household. She loved Felix, but he showed little in return. He was either emotionally dead, or she wasn’t his type. Either confused me. Yet, she still hung around and he often referred to her as his girlfriend to people, adding to the conundrum. But what she added was invaluable—she grounded him. She kept him level. Usually, Felix was bouncing around his room in a blind panic over some such experiment, like a mad professor, mixing vials and potions, and writing down the results. But when Sharon was with him, he seemed calm and poised.

      Sharon was still working for Jonnie Reed at Vitalies Casino, with her regular singing spot each night. Jonnie didn’t know that she was seeing Felix and she planned to keep it that way. She would report what he was up to, feeding Felix any relevant information like Jonnie tried to hire some so called wizards, but who turned out to have about as much magical ability as me. They didn’t last long.

      Felix had put a spell on Sharon’s jacket, so that she was all but invisible when she came round to the house. “Not even a wizard with the sight could spot you coming here. Let alone a gangster,” he said.

      Mind you, not everyone was happy about it. Initially, Ms McCall liked Sharon very much, but when she realised Sharon was staying over, in the house, in Felix’s room some nights of the week, she soured. Owing to a fondness for old-fashioned ways she would pace the kitchen muttering how she didn’t agree with “all that carrying on,” and “under my roof too.”

      I got the impression that she would rather they married.

      And do not get me started on the other housemate we had to tolerate. Dave Parry was even more annoying than Felix, and as you  know, this is a pretty bold statement. He insisted that he could hear a dog in the house, and would tip-toe past each room with his ear to the door. When I caught him outside mine, with his ear to the keyhole I gave him a severe tongue lashing.

      “Well,” he said straightening and speaking in his severely nasal voice. “You know the rules, pets or animals are not to be kept in the house. This is a violation of the contract and would result in instant expulsion.”

      “Yes, but it’s not your house, it’s Ms McCall. Go take it up with her.”

      “I just might,” he said like a petulant child before storming off. Idiot.

      

      In terms of love, the months of silence from my ex-girlfriend had done me well. I had blocked her on social media and couldn’t see anything she posted. The thoughts of her had reduced steadily, day by day until I hardly thought of her at all. Obviously, once in a while the jealousy snake would writhe inside me and wonder what she was doing. I knew I had to get out there and try to meet new people. But, being slightly shorter than most guys, and slightly uglier, I had zero results. I made the mistake of going out with Felix to a few bars in town. He urged me to go and speak to a very pretty lady, whose massive boyfriend happened to return from the bathroom at the precise moment I said hello to her. He didn’t need to hurt me, he knew he could have broken me in two. So I scuttled away. This experience put me off. Felix was a natural, it all just came so easy to him as a large crowd of girls gathered around him as he did card tricks. I had to stand nearby and watch them all swoon over him.

      I even tried Tinder, something I always said I would never do. And I found it to be even more of a let down than I thought. After three weeks on it, do you know how many matches I had? One. And that was from a woman in her late 50’s who proudly stated that she had recently had a hip replacement.

      A few weeks ago, I went on a blind date arranged by my friend. I turned up with all good intentions to All Bar One near the South Bank. The girl I met with was incredibly boring. She looked fine, nice in fact, but she couldn’t hold a conversation. It was like talking to a brick wall. It was terrible.

      So, I made my excuses and left.

      It’s safe to say that on the girlfriend front, I was severely lacking.

      Felix tried to tell me the virtues of being solo, after I confided in him that I felt I would be eternally single. “Don’t worry,” he said as he was reading one of his new books and eating an applevery noisily. “There’s a virtue to being celibate. It concentrates the forces of the mind. Trust me.”

      “But I don’t want to be celibate, and the forces of the mind haven’t worked out so great trying to write the damn book.”

      It was true. Of the three chapters I had written, I wasn’t happy with any of them. And I couldn’t decide on a title. Three months, and all I could come up with was: “The Adventures of Felix Freeman: the Wizard of East London.”

      And in that time, I had pissed away all my savings.

      Mind you, I did manage to get a new job, this time doing something I actually cared about. And it could help me in my writing predicament. It was with a small publishing house in Covent Garden, not two minutes away from the bank that started the whole adventure off last time.

      It was only part-time, but it paid just enough to cover my expenses. That is if I didn’t have a bored bipolar wizard treating me like his sidekick. He knew I was at work but would still try and call, if I didn’t answer he would just turn up and ask why I wasn’t answering. It was so embarrassing when you’re trying to make a good impression.

      It was my job to read incoming manuscripts. Yes, I got paid to read. That wasn’t it though, I had to give a full report on each manuscript, and do general admin work too to help out, making cups of tea, things like that. When I told Felix this, he burst out with “You’re a fucking tea boy!”

      “Better to be a tea-boy at the bottom of the ladder you want to climb. Than in the middle of one you don’t.” I snapped back.

      I knew he was impressed with this, because he went silent. He didn’t press the issue any further, because he knew the reason I was doing it—to write his book.

      Working at the publishing house meant a few days a week I had to take manuscripts home and read them. Some were good, some were okay and some were downright terrible. One stuck out in my mind; it was about a man who had been bitten by a vampire and became one himself. He then had to figure out how to get blood without hurting people. I quit reading it halfway through and reported back that it was the worst book I’d ever read. Mr Banner, my boss, promptly plopped script into the open fire.

      In other news, Felix was constantly complaining of a stomach ache. This came about owing to the fact that he took the decision to swallow the ring of power. Why, I am not sure. He came to the conclusion that it was somehow safer inside him. He swallowed it with a spoonful of potion that would apparently make it undetectable and make it stay in his stomach until he drank the antidote.

      “Ah, ow,” Felix exclaimed, jolting in his chair.

      “What’s up?” I said, as he began rubbing his stomach and wincing.

      “Stomach ache.”

      “Again?” I said.

      He put his book down on the table with a frown. “Yes, again. It’s because I swallowed the ring of power with a shot of special potion that will keep it inside me until I drink the antidote.” He said like a scorned schoolboy.

      “And er… is that safe?”

      He didn’t answer. However, this was our only worry, apart from daily life worries. Big, bad, black magic wizards were no threat to us anymore, owing to the fact that the Creep, Edward Rappaport, was safely locked up in a magical prison called Broadspan Bay. Felix shivered when he told me about that place, obviously it had to be a well-thought-out place, magically secure, and remote.

      I thought about everything that happened quite a lot, not just for the book, but my own curiosity and would pose questions to Felix, who, depending on what mood he was in, would answer them. The following conversation happened just yesterday, on a very hot May Day.

      “I was thinking…” I said, as we sat in the garden under the shade of the tree.

      “Oht oh, everyone be careful, Norton’s been thinking,” said Felix sarcastically, he looked hilarious with his trousers rolled up and his white pasty legs on show.

      It struck me as odd, that Felix was using his magical abilities to find other people’s lost possessions, but not something he actually needed. He had also told me, one drunken night in the Sanctuary pub, about his research. His research into the three rings of power. Legend had it that the three rings worked in tandem, one was silver and allowed the user to teleport. One was iron and allowed control over demons. The other was gold and allowed the wearer to control death, but you must have all three to make the last one work. That’s what Edward Rappaport was after… the three rings of power.

      “Why can’t you just use your finding abilities to just… find out where the other two rings of power are?”

      “It’s that easy to you isn't it?”

      I felt my defensive shield go up, seeing as he had told me earlier how easy it was to just write a fucking book. “No, I’m just saying… I don’t know how magic works—”

      “Clearly.” He said, snatching up some books from the floor.

      “—But can’t you do something to find out their location?”

      “They are some of the most protected magical items in the known magical lands. You can’t just make a potion and find them. It doesn’t work like that. Otherwise everyone would know where they are! Then they wouldn’t be secret or coveted would they?”

      “Also, are you sure you still want to find them? I mean, look at the trouble caused last time.”

      “Yes, I want the other two rings. And by trouble, do you mean… adventure?”

      I winced. “I wouldn’t call nearly dying and 800 people being blown up, an adventure.”

      A few minutes later, Felix was scrolling through this phone, when he suddenly made a small yelping noise a bit like a dog when you tread on its tail by accident.

      “What is it?” I said expecting him to say something ridiculous like Justin Bieber is coming to London, followed by fake excitement. But he kept quiet, and continued reading.

      Eventually, he put the phone down and looked at me. His face withdrawn with worry.

      “What?” I said again, slightly bemused.

      “It’s probably nothing…” he said waving it away.

      “Just tell me…”

      He huffed. “There’s been some… bitings… around the city.”

      “Bitings?”

      “Yes, you know, people being bitten!” he went to bite me, giving me a first hand definition of the word.

      “Get off!” I cried. “So? What does that mean?”

      He sat up straight and played the video. A ladies voice from a news report played: “in the last two days, London has seen more bitings than at any other time. Police believe that some gang members are biting people instead of using knives and think its possible they may be infected and are trying to spread infection to rival gang members…”

      “So?” I said. “It’s just gangs.”

      “I know,” Felix said in an unconvincing voice as he put his phone away. “Bad, isn’t it.”

      “First we’re plagued by acid attacks and now this,” I said tutting.

      But I got the impression that Felix knew more than he was letting on. But what could he possibly have to do with bitings around the capital?

      I was about to find out, for the very next second, Felix’s phone rang.
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      Felix listened with unusual quietness to the voice the other end of the call. Then, he looked up with the same expression he had when he realised he had been framed for the murder of the security guard at the bank.

      “We need to go. Straight away!” he said grabbing his coat and setting off down the stairs.

      I followed gallantly after him. “Where to?” I called, checking my watch and noting that I had work in three hours. Whatever was happening it could not take long. But Felix’s worried expression made me curious. Who on earth was on the phone?

      “Clapham,” he called. “I have an appointment with a prostitute.”

      “WHAT!?” cried Ms McCall from the kitchen doorway.

      Felix forcibly pushed her back into the kitchen. “Not now Ms McCall.”

      I echoed her sentiments as Felix ran out the front door and down the stairwell ahead of me, jumping into my car which unlocked as he approached. “Hurry up!” he called.

      He would not tell me what he meant. He simply sat in the passenger seat rubbing his face, trying to massage the worry out of it. I kept asking what he meant, but he wouldn’t answer. Like a good little side-kick, I followed his directions to Clapham, which was a git of a drive.

      Eventually we arrived outside a pleasant terraced house opposite Clapham Common park, which on this nice sunny day was packed with people. Felix was out of the car before I had even parked. I quickly threw it into a space, killed the engine and ran after him. He was at the top of the stairs and already knocking on a big black front door. “Hurry up!” he called at me.

      I couldn’t be any quicker for goodness sake.

      Just as I got to the top of the stairs, the door opened. A very beautiful woman, dressed in a long, sleek satin dressing gown invited us in with haste. She looked very pale and withdrawn, a  layer of sweat covered her head like she had the fever. We went along a wide hallway, upstairs into a large Georgian drawing room, overlooking the Common. The house was extremely minimalist, there were no  ornaments anywhere, just functional vintage furniture. It was as if the occupants expected to leave at any moment. The walls were plain magnolia, as well as the curtains, the only colour in fact was a vase of orange flowers on the mantelpiece.

      She guided us to sit down on her long, magnolia sofa. “Can I get you a drink?” she said.

      “Sit down Clarice,” said Felix helping her onto the sofa. “And tell us what happened.”

      Clarice looked nervous, and was shivering slightly as Felix lay a comforting hand on her shoulder. She felt her head and began hyperventilating, like she would have a breakdown at any moment. “Tell us,” said Felix as soothingly as he could.

      “Who is he?” she said pointing a shaky finger at me, eyes full of terror.

      “That’s my friend Will Norton, he’s a good man.”

      She nodded, trusting Felix’s judgement. Then swallowed, as Felix sat and put an arm around her. “It all started yesterday… everything was normal. Ruby and I spent the afternoon working with a regular client. Then, I got a phone call from a new client, who said I came highly recommended. We arranged a time the usual way. I thought nothing of it. When he arrived, he was this chubby sort of man, very nervous, so I put him at ease the usual way, but…”

      “But what?” said Felix.

      “He wasn’t… interested in it. Or me.”

      “He was gay?” I offered.

      She shook her head. “No, no, but he was interested in something else, non-sexual.” She said, eyes glazed over. “Anyway look, I need you to find him and get the money he owes me. It’s a full night, so it’s a lot. Can you do that?”

      Felix fixed her with a stare. “Let me see what he did to you first.”

      She sniffed and unwillingly, pulled her nightdress away from her left shoulder. Where there was a clear, thick, oozing bite mark. She gagged as she looked at it, her eyes rolling back into her head. Felix caught her.

      “Christ,” he said, looking closer at it. “We haven’t got long! Why didn’t you call me sooner!”

      But Clarice had already fallen into semiconscious. “I didn’t know… I thought he was just… kinky…”

      I whipped my phone out and called 999. Felix was pulling things out of his pockets, and lay Clarice on her back.

      “Hello,” said the emergency switch board. “Police, fire, or ambulance?”

      “Ambulance please.”

      Felix stopped what he was doing, leaped across the room and hung up the phone. “What are you doing?” he shouted. “You think a human doctor can help her?” he said incredulously. “She needs a healer and a herbalist. We need to get her to one ASAP!”

      Of course, it being Felix we couldn’t find a simple way of doing things. He whipped some vials out of his jacket pocket and delicately dropped some potion on the bite. Some of Clarice’s scantily-clad friends, or colleagues came to watch as we carried her out of the house and into my car. Laying her on the back seat as she began shivering violently. “Floor it Norton!”

      “Where to?!”

      “Belgravia, there’s a herbalist there. I’ll direct you.”

      I drove like a maniac through the midday London traffic. Felix shouting at me to drive faster as I jumped a red light.

      “I am gonna get done by the police!”

      “Not as done as you will be with me if we’re not there on time!” he screamed.

      Eventually we made it to Belgravia, Felix directing me down a small, dank alley way splattered in graffiti. “Stay here!” he cried, lifting Clarice bodily out of the car and carrying her through a graffiti-covered door.

      

      We sat in silence all the way home. Felix resting his head on his hand, grimly watching the traffic, occasionally sighing. I’d have loved to know what he was thinking.

      Felix shut his bedroom door; I sat in the chair, feeling spaced out. It occured sometimes after stressful things—my mind just wandered off. Hours would go by, when I would realise that I’d just been staring at the wall. What I had just seen chilled me to the core. But it raised more questions than I could cope with right now. Instead, I sipped my tea, passing Felix his cup. He winced and rejected it, opting to pace the floor instead.

      Then he stopped pacing. “We need to find this biter.”

      My head took longer than usual to look up. I couldn’t help feeling that this was the call to adventure that Felix had been craving. He thrived on the chase, and now he had a case, something with a dastardly monster going around London biting people. “Why?”

      He looked disappointed, as was usual. “Why? Why?” he said pacing again. “Because dear Norton, a lady has just been bitten by a vampire on the streets of London, we must find and capture said vampire before said vampire hurts anyone else and turns everyone into… vampires.”

      “Will Clayrice become one?”

      Felix rolled his head. “Not sure, depends.”

      “Why do you want to investigate this? It sounds dangerous.”

      “Feel the fear and do it anyway. That’s my motto,” he called to an invisible audience.

      I sighed. “It’s not your motto. I’ve heard it elsewhere.”

      “Look Norton,” said the wizard, bending down until he was staring me right in the face. I could see his long beaky nose, the freckles on his forehead, the constellation of orion’s belt in moles along his cheek. “If we don’t find this vampire… I will be in the shit.”

      “Why are you going to be in the shit?” I said, wondering what motivation he had, other than helping the prostitute, for searching out this mystery biting vampire.

      “She’s not a prostitute!” Felix called when I voiced this. “She’s a high level escort.”

      “But you called her a prostitute earlier!” I said.

      “Didn’t,” he muttered.

      “So?” I said, “you going to tell me why you are going to be in the shit because of these bites? Don’t tell me, you’re a secret vampire?” I chuckled. He gave me a long stare. “You’re not are you?”

      “No! Christ.” He said flouncing down on his bed. “Me a vampire? Everyone in London would be one by now, if I was…” he fluffed his pillow.

      “Why are you so worried then?”

      Felix had a deep frown on his child-like face, fist resting under his chin so he looked like the statue of Socrates. For a long while he didn’t reply. Which was fucking infuriating. He just sat thinking, with a awful look on his face.

      Eventually the glazed look subsided. “They’re going to think it’s me.”

      “How?”

      “The bites are not a new phenomenon of gangs like the news said. That’s bollocks. It’s worse than that… there is a new, inexperienced vampire on the loose.”

      “Okay,” I said computing this as quickly as possible. “But why will they think it’s you?”

      “Because,” he said standing, “of the demon, Zagakowski, that I let free… that is a punishable offence in it’s own right, once it’s goes rogue you can’t track it. So for all they know my demon, who I’ve refused to give daily blood to, has sought his fix out elsewhere and is biting innocent civilians, like Clarice.”

      “Shit.”

      “Yes, shit indeed.”

      “But surely they can tell? I mean how do you know it’s a young vampire and not the demon?”

      He gave me the you’re so stupid look again. “Clarice just gave me the description of the person who bit her. It’s a vampire, not a demon. I do know the fudging difference.”

      Note: he had taken to saying fudging instead of fucking, Sharon didn’t like swearing.

      “It’s still a bit of a stretch to pin it all on you.”

      “Ohh,” he chuckled. “They will, trust me. Anything they can find. So, in the mean time, I’ve got to find the fudging vampire before he fudging hurts another fudging person.”

      I still felt like it was a bit of a long shot to assume that these bitings would be blamed on him. I mean, there was no evidence for a start.

      He passed me his iPhone. On the screen was an article on Facebook, posted by the Daily Express that read: “more bitings around city reported, three more people bitten last night.”

      “And this is all the work of one vampire?”

      He nodded. “Most likely, if he’s a new vampire, he’s running purely on instinct. He likely doesn’t even know what he’s doing. At the moment he’s like a kid in a sweet shop where all the sweets are free.”

      “Clarice said he was chubby and nervous.”

      Felix nodded. “That’s all we have to run on at the moment.”

      I checked my watch, suddenly remembering I had work this afternoon. I was late. Shit. I jumped up and grabbed my coat. “I’m late, I’m late!” I cried in a horrid panic.

      “Alright, little white rabbit, don’t fret, it's just a job,” he said without a care about my predicament. “I’ll meet you outside your work later, we can go from there.”

      I didn’t have time to agree or disagree, I just ran downstairs.

      But I was to be much later for work. In fact, I wouldn’t make it in at all…

      As two human shapes came into view behind the frosted glass of the front door, and knocked. I snatched it open. “Yes?!”

      I stopped dead. It was Karen and Bob from the police. They stood with grave looks on their faces.

      “There’s been a murder by magic.”
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      “Felix!” I called, a second later he came trudging down the stairs with a mixture of surprise and scowl. “There’s been a…” I started in a grave voice, but he cut me off.

      “Murder by magic, yes I heard.” He came to stand in the doorway. “And you want me to come to the police station.”

      Karen gave a quick look to the floor, demonstrating her remorse, which meant that this order came from above.

      Bob didn’t try and hide his distaste for Felix. “You must join us or be in an even greater spot of bother.” He said in his thick Yorkshire accent.

      Felix leaned nonchalantly against the door frame which gave a small crack. It was not stable. “Then Norton shall come too, we come as a pair.”

      “You’re not Penn and Teller.” Bob barked, before receiving a swift warning glance from Karen. “But as you are an… exceptional case and we need your help, an accompanying adult will be permitted.”

      I sighed, I didn’t want to be permitted, I wanted to go to work. However, I was curious about this grave new murder. Felix had turned into the hall, grabbed his coat and shouted “Ms McCall! Tell Sharon where I’ve gone when you see her.”

      Ms McCall appeared from the kitchen and sullenly said she would.

      “I have got things to do you know Karen,” said Felix as we made our way towards the car. “Apart from being dragged to the police station every 5 minutes!” Then he remembered. “How is the station now, you rebuilt it yet?”

      Felix had given me instructions a few months ago to break him out of their custody. I raised a demon, which went and blew up a massive hole in the side of the police station, causing no end of damage. So when Felix said this, I felt my cheeks go bright red.

      Bob drove their posh Mercedes (I wanted it) to Paddington Green police station, which was being held up with scaffolding. We were guided through the busy station with it’s brown scratchy carpets, strip lighting and smell of disinfectant, to a small office. It was a plain room with peeling turquoise walls, with one cheap table, a few chairs and a beanbag.

      “Sit,” said Karen bolting the door shut.

      “Well this is cosy,” Felix grinned heading for the beanbag in the corner.

      Bob took a piece of paper out of his inside pocket and laid it on the table. “First things first,” he said forcibly, stabbing a sausage like finger at the paper. “Read and sign.”

      I went over and started reading it. At the top of the paper it read: Official Secrets Act. It was a contract, explicitly stating that we would not talk about anything that we were told, with anyone or face prosecution. I flashed the paper at Felix who nodded once, as if he already knew. “Don’t trust us with state secrets?” he said.

      “Definitely not,” said Karen with a small chuckle.

      “Sign.” Bob slid the pen at me.

      

      “Anyway,” said Felix excitedly. “You said there’s been a murder by magic?”

      “We will get to that,” said Karen. “It can wait for now.”

      Felix slumped back in the beanbag in apparent annoyance. “Can’t you tell me now, I’ve been dying of boredom waiting for something exciting to happen!”

      “Three people are dead.” Bob commanded. “Have some respect!”

      “Oh piss off Bob! People die all the time. Some die too early, some die too late. It’s something that will happen to all of us. The Celts celebrated death, we mourn it. Don’t think you have some moral superiority because you mourn the death of strangers. You just happened to pick up this file of these murders. How many other files landed on your desk this morning that you ignored? So don’t give me that moral fudging crap.”

      Silence.

      Karen let it slide. For now.

      I sat sullen, wondering what excuse I could use to tell work why I didn’t make it in? An ill relative? An emergency? Or the truth: that my best friend, a wizard had to go to the police station to discuss a murder. Hmm.

      “First things first,” said Karen when everything was signed and we were all sitting fairly comfortably with a polystyrene cup of tea. “My deepest apologies to you both, and especially to you Felix for accusing you of the magical crimes for which Edward Rappaport, the Creep, has now been convicted.”

      Felix gave a curt nod.

      I got the impression that Karen and Bob had received a visitor after the events of a few months ago, from the Magical Council, who must have explained everything to them and the correct protocol to now take. Last time we spoke to them, they could barely utter the word magic.

      “Before we start,” said Felix. “I am now a self-employed wizard with bills to pay and I charge £300 a day.”

      Bob gave a snort. “Bit steep isn't it?”

      It felt like Felix was gearing up to give Bob a tongue lashing, before Karen interjected. “We can offer you subcontractor pay, while you help us with this matter, it doesn’t quite amount to that much, but it’s fair.”

      Felix gave a curt nod in agreement.

      Blimey, he’d only gone and got himself a job with the police. Just what I told him he couldn’t do.

      “You chose well,” said Felix with all the pomp he could muster.

      “Not quite,” said Bob, gladly bursting Felix’s bubble. “You’re just the only wizard we could think of.”

      “What about Alister?” I said.

      “Well,” said Karen with a long face. “He proved himself quite… unreliable.”

      “Ahh,” said Felix with glee, I almost expected him to rub his hands together. “So you don’t trust our mutual friend Alister anymore then?”

      They kept silent, a bigger admission than any.

      I suddenly realised something; Felix was getting paid, Karen and Bob were getting answers, what was I getting? I was actually supposed to be at work, earning money. “Err-r,” I stammered. “What am I getting out of this exactly?”

      “You get to watch me at work and write a bestseller about it…” said Felix with his arms out wide, as if this was ample compensation. “When you get round to it!”

      Bob gave Karen a nudge. “But don’t write about this,” she said. “If you do, it’s jail time…” she said flashing the signed contract.

      “Brilliant.” I said sarcastically, with a look at a sheepish Felix. I was adding this to the bill of things he owed me.

      “Jumping straight into it,” said Karen. “Can you tell us what the obelisk is?”

      Felix’s eyes lit up and he licked his lips. “The obelisk is a piece of complicated black magic intended to concentrate the magical forces. They’re like an electricity pylon, but instead of electricity, it channels magic.”

      Bob wrinkled his face in scepticism. “But why does he need that?”

      “Whatever he’s doing requires a lot of magical energy.”

      “For what?” Karen said.

      Felix paused for a second and looked contrite. “He’s trying to get into the magical world.”

      “Not anymore he’s not.” Bob guffawed. “Why can’t we take it down?”

      “Don’t tell me you’ve been trying to take it down with chisels and hammers?”

      Karen and Bob glanced at each other, it was enough to give away that they had.

      “Not even wizards from the Magic Council will be able to take that down yet, not until they discover what’s powering it, which they might do if Edward cracks while he is in Broadspan Bay. But I doubt it.”

      “Why do you doubt it?”

      Felix sighed. “If he has enough power to make that obelisk, he has enough not to crack under their pressure.”

      Karen leaned forwards. “What can we tell people who are curious about what the obelisk is? I’ve got government ministers panicking.”

      Felix thought for a moment, finger on chin. “Tell them its an art installation, temporary, anything can be art these days - people will buy it.”

      Karen nodded with appeasement, this seemed a viable explanation. “I will pass that on.”

      “Can we talk about the murders now?” Felix said as if he were a kid asking if he could go to the park  yet.

      “Yes,” Karen said withdrawing a file from her bag. Suddenly, her face darkened slightly, and her previous affection morphed into a frosty, raw persona.

      “Last night,” said Karen formally. “Between 0200 hours and 0400 hours—”

      “The witching hours,” Felix added in a small voice.”

      “What?” said Karen.

      He chuckled. “It’s the time when the walls between this world and the magical world are thinnest.”

      I think he half expected a round of applause at the end, but he was simply met with Bob’s steely gaze.

      Karen continued. “All three murders were of people that you know. They were all your clients.”

      Felix’s previous smile fell. Now he sat dumbstruck, his face had seemingly frozen in time. “W-who?” he stammered.

      Karen looked at the names in her file. “Marjory Maslow, Steve Singh and Barrie Parker.”

      “They’re… dead?” he said, head shaking from side to side.

      “Yes.”

      Bob slid the pictures across the table. Felix didn’t pick them up straight away. But the shock had got to him. It had got to me too, my chest felt tight and constricted, the air in the room felt hotter than a sauna. Felix picked up the first picture, I caught sight of Mrs Maslow’s limp body lying next to her car. Bile rose in my stomach fast causing me to gag.

      Three of Felix’s clients had been murdered in the night. Felix put the photos down with a trembling hand and looked at me. Fear and worry echoed inside his eyes, and for the first time in a long time, I was worried about him.

      “What’s wrong Felix?” said Bob in a dark undertone. “People die all the time.”
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      Three weeks earlier…

      

      Felix was in one of his manic phases. He was arranging all his books in the order that he had read them. This took much deliberation and caused him to bash his head against the side of the bookcase in the hope this would dislodge the memory of when he first read said book and whether it was before or after a certain other book. It was too painful to watch, so I went downstairs and sat with Sharon who, very kindly, had decided to make us dinner. Harry sat at her heels, hoping for scraps.

      “I’ve made homemade burgers,” she said slicing some gherkins. “I hope you’ll like em’. Just like my mother used to do them.”

      “Excellent.” I said smacking my lips together for they smelt wonderful. I hadn’t eaten all day and my stomach rumbled, anticipating the juicy, cheesy, meaty mass that was heading for it soon.

      Felix came charging down the stairs and flashed his phone at me. “Just had a call, it’s urgent. Come on!” He said struggling to get his coat on he was in such a rush.

      “But Sharon’s made us dinner?” I said.

      “So?” he barked. “This is work. Money.”

      “It’s fine,” said Sharon. “I’ll keep them in the stove for when you get back. It’s no problem.”

      A ripple of displeasure etched itself on my face. I was starving. And he did not appreciate a good woman when he saw one. She smiled meekly at me as I raced after Felix.

      Felix’s new client Steve Singh, was a pleasant man in his mid-forties who took us into his expensive five-storey Georgian house in Chelsea, just off Sloane Square. He plied us with tea and expensive biscuits, whilst talking about his job as a lawyer in the city. I still had no idea what we were here to do, but Felix sat still and proper for once, his earlier mania had subsided into stillness.

      “I am half-Indian as you can tell,” said Steve who pointed out pictures on his mantelpiece of his parents in Indian attire. “But I am mainly British. Born and bred here.” He sighed deeply and turned. “I tell you this because I have enemies, or people that don’t like me for certain decisions I’ve made. My family don’t talk to me because I married a girl I loved, not the one they had arranged for me. But… we’re not here to talk about me, however I thought a bit of context could help.”

      “Help what Mr. Singh?” I said.

      He marched out of the room urging us to follow. Guiding us up the wide, plush staircase, he pushed a nearby door open. It was a small girls bedroom, for there was an ample amount of pink. It also looked like the room had not been occupied for a while. “My wife, she couldn’t handle the strain and has gone to her mothers for a while.”

      I saw a deep impending weight on Steve’s shoulders, a horrible impending sadness about him that dragged him down like an anchor.

      “Sarah, our daughter…” he started, as his eye caught a hand drawn picture on the wall above Sarah’s bed. It was a drawing of three figures, underneath was written Mummy, Daddy, Me. Steve’s voice cracked as he spoke again. “She went missing three weeks ago—” he turned away from us, and silently cried into his hands. It was horrible seeing a man so broken.

      Felix lay a hand on Steve’s shoulder. “We will do everything we can.”

      Steve let out a sceptical chuckle. “You know, that’s exactly what they said.”

      “Who?”

      “The police… and the private investigators I hired.”

      “Well, I can do things they can’t,” said Felix quietly. This made Steve sniff and turn to face him.

      “I will do anything to get her back.”

      Felix collected his things from the boot of my car, and set up his magic on Steve’s living room floor. Felix asked for peace, so Steve and I withdrew to the kitchen where he made another cup of tea. I was a bit annoyed at Felix for this, for now I had to talk to the unhappy man and I would only say something stupid and upset him.

      We spoke about his work, he was a lawyer involved in a highly hush-hush court case, that he was certain could have something to do with his daughter going missing. I said I would be sure to pass this on to Felix.

      When we returned to the living room, we saw a cauldron bubbling with potion, three books laid out, and a bowl of water. Felix took a glug of the potion from a goblet and dropped it on the floor, as his head flew back. He made an awful screeching noise, the like of which I’d never heard him make before. His eyes seemed to bulge with apparent discomfort.

      And then he opened them. He looked worried, sad and a little bit frightened, unless I was very much mistaken.

      He looked incredibly uncomfortable. “Well, I…” Felix inspected the potion and then the books with a curious, perplexed expression. He was rattled about something.

      “What is it?” I said.

      “I er… it didn’t work. I saw… nothing.” The way he said nothing, made me doubt that he saw nothing. He saw something, he just couldn’t say what that something was in front of Steve.

      Then Felix regained some of his composure and stood, slightly wobbly on his feet before saying that he needed to do some slightly complicated research at home. Steve’s face fell, he had likely had his fill of people coming and going and delivering no real news. “I’m sorry,” said Felix in a small voice.

      He waved his wand, the kit packed itself away; a lid capping the cauldrons contents, followed by the books and tools which rolled themselves up and fell into his bag. Steve watched on with awe, but too blighted with disappointment to say anything. We bid an apologetic, guilty goodbye to Steve and left.

      Felix felt terrible, it didn’t take a genius to see that. I knew better than to ask him what he saw.

      However, I wouldn’t need to. That night, I went up to see Felix and check on him. His bedroom door was open and he was asleep in bed, moonlight streaming in across his messy room. I left the mug of cocoa on his side table. He stirred, turning over and muttering. “No, no, leave her!” he cried. He was having a nightmare. He still had potion in his system which couldn’t have helped. But then he started saying something strange, the like of which I’d never heard before. “Leave her alone. No, go away Fae, Fae go away!”

      Then he bolted upright, dripping with sweat, grabbing his wand and pointing it at me.

      “Jesus Christ Felix!” I cried. “It’s me Norton.”

      He was breathing heavily, then lay back down and back to sleep.

      Here’s a little tip; try not to wake up a mentally unstable wizard high on third-eye potion.
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        * * *

      

      Present day

      

      The room in the police station felt stuffy and airless. We sat for a long while contemplating what we had just been told. My eyes had glazed as I recalled each client in turn. The fact that they had all been murdered made little sense. Mrs Maslow was Felix’s first ever client from his Felix Finds website, a pleasant elderly lady who had plied us with homemade cake, before Felix set about finding her cat by sniffing some of it’s fur that Mrs Maslow had in a brush. To see the photo of her lying in her own blood next to the body of her cat was hard to stomach.

      And Barrie too, we had only seen him a few days ago, tasking us with finding his flash drives which Felix had not yet got around to.

      “That’s not all,” said Karen, “each of their bodies have identical markings. You can’t make them out clearly from the photographs because of all the blood. So we will need to take you down to the crime scenes.”

      Felix blinked out of his stare. “Now?” he said.

      “In a moment, yes.” Karen leaned forwards on her chair. “Admit to me how this looks Felix?”

      Felix gave a curt nod. It looked bad.

      Karen tapped Bob. “Get the car ready.” She waited for Bob to leave before turning back to Felix. “You don’t understand the pressure I am under here Felix. I’ve got people from all sides telling me to take you down. Throw the book at you. You’re clearly guilty, cut and dry. The strings I had to pull for the secret service not to get involved, fortunately I still have a few favours,” she sighed. “Who is doing this Felix?”

      Felix instinctively shook his head. “It has to be Edward.”

      “But he’s locked up in that magical pris—”

      “I know, but he must be orchestrating it somehow. He must have people that work for him.”

      “Unless we get some evidence to the contrary, you don’t have much time Felix.”

      Felix was right, Karen was on his side. Perhaps the only person who was. “Thank you,” he muttered.

      Bob rapped on the door. “Car’s ready!”

      We went the same route to Barking as Felix and I had, stopping outside the large complex of brutalist flats and parking up. “Keep an eye on the car Bob,” said Karen as she got out.

      “Yes Ma’am, I didn’t realise I was a security guard too.”

      “You’re not, but I am your superior, so you will do as I say and not quibble.”

      Bob gave a stony faced reply; that shut him up.

      We followed Karen through the ticker tape and police line that surrounded the sixth storey flat. As I stepped over the threshold, the metallic smell hit me again. I was experienced enough by now and recognised it as a lot of blood, but it took an awful lot of getting used to. I looked over Felix’s shoulder into the living room at poor Barrie, lying face down in his own filth, blood and guts. A hole the size of a football blasted through his chest and out his back. I closed my eyes and turned away, but even when I did so, I could still see it.

      A wave of empathy shot through me for poor Barrie, he was a nice boy. I doubt there was a bad bone in his body. And look what had happened to him.

      “What did you do for him?” I heard Karen ask.

      Felix kicked a crisp packet. “He asked us to find his flash drives. They had gone missing. How, I am not sure, he never left this flat.”

      “Well,” said Karen walking through the hallway and pushing open another door. “He was certainly into computers. There’s enough technical gadgety in here to run the entire online government systems.”

      The hum from the room was loud and potent. Inside, several computers filled every available space, as well as servers and huge tangles of wires. “He must have been using more electricity than this entire complex.”

      “What was he doing in here?” said Felix squinting at all the technology.

      “Goodness only knows, our experts have tried to find out, but they’ve been locked out. He set booby-traps for them.”

      “Where?” said Felix spinning around expecting to see a giant mousetrap.

      “No,” I said. “Computer booby-traps, put in the wrong password and bang! It erases the entire hard drive.”

      “Exactly,” said Karen. “We’re sending it all off to experts at Mi6, to see if there’s anything interesting on it.”

      “No,” said Felix. “Don’t do that, not just yet.”

      Karen fixed him a long stare. “I don’t suppose you’ll want to tell me why.” She sighed and led the way back to the living room bending down beside Barrie’s body. Then forcibly rolling him over onto his back. As she did, I felt a jolt of shock.

      “Yes, that was my initial reaction too,” said Karen. “Did he have tattoos when you met him?”

      Felix shook his head, aghast at the sight of Barrie’s new features. He was covered, head to toe, in dark black tattoos, or what looked like tattoos. All down his arms and legs were thick black stripes like a zebra. But most notably of all, in the middle of his forehead was a ram’s eye—the horizontal retina, in the middle of a triangle.

      “Who did them?” I said, holding my breath as I moved closer to his body.

      Felix bent down, he looked to be in shock. “I feel like I’ve just crawled into a spiders nest,” he whispered. Karen and I looked at each other, this was unusual of Felix to admit fear. “He has the mark of the Bounty upon him. These markings, they demonstrate ownership of the soul.”

      “What does that mean?” I said.

      “It means he was cursed and then killed. So that the killer can capture the soul.”

      Karen looked quizzically at Felix. “The soul?” she said with gentle scepticism.

      “Yes,” said Felix eyes ablaze. “He’s gone to a place you would describe as… hell.”
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      I had never seen Felix so white. He was usually pale, but this most recent series of events had caused him to go a pale shade of snow.

      “The media will have a field day with this,” said Karen standing and feeling her forehead. “All three victims have the same markings on them. They love a good serial killer. And here I am at the scene of one of the murders, with the prime suspect.”

      Maybe she was riling him, but whatever she was doing worked. Felix looked back at Barrie’s body. “I can’t touch the body, because it’s been cursed.” He said. “But, if you have one of his possessions I can try and analyse that.”

      Karen looked around the room, picking up a nearby hairbrush. I doubt that had been used much. Felix placed it on the floor at his feet and waved his wand over it. Small twinkling orange stars rose from it, and then went straight up Felix’s nose. His head shot back again, his eyes widened and his body convulsed once, like he was coughing up a bit of food. Then, he sat back against the sofa, shaking his head. “I… I can’t see… anything.” He panted.

      Karen turned away in disgust, clearly she wasn’t sure if she believed Felix. We all knew his tricks of deceit, so there was always an element of doubt about trusting what he said. However, I think he was telling the truth. “To be clear,” said Karen looking out of the window, “you have no idea who did this? Nor any clue as to who or what it could have been?”

      “Well it was someone of huge magical talents,” said Felix standing now, an imploring look towards his new employer who he so desperately wanted to impress, but just couldn’t.

      “Who did this Felix?” Karen said taking a few steps through the mucky floor towards him. “If you can’t tell me, we’re all in the shit.”

      Felix thought for a long moment. “It was Edward, it has to be, I just don’t know how.”

      “Demons?” I offered.

      Felix shook his head with disdain. “No way.”

      “It can’t be Edward,” said Karen, “because he is locked up. And I have that on very good authority.”

      We all went quiet for a moment, she was staring out of the window, deep in contemplation. She was a hard, stern woman, reminding me of Judi Dench. Then she muttered under her breath. “Perhaps this was a bad idea.”

      “You know it wasn’t me.”

      “I don’t know what to think anymore, to be frank,” she said rubbing her forehead. “Oh look, here’s Bob.”

      Felix looked furious with himself, holding his wand out as if it might come up with something to help in this predicament. “I can’t see anything, it’s all… blank. Every murder leaves traces behind however minute, but it’s as if… it never happened.”

      “But it did,” said Karen with a steely impassive gaze at the body. Then, her face changed, she had obviously come to a decision on something. “I am going to put my neck on the line here Felix,” she said coming closer towards him until she was no more than a few inches. She clocked Bob conversing with forensics in the hallway. I turned away too, out of politeness for she clearly wanted a private conversation with Felix. I could still just about hear her whisper. “I want you to work for me, undercover. Very good money. But nothing can be traced  back to me. You understand?”

      Felix didn’t reply. That was strange, this was right up his street. “I…” he stammered eventually.

      It seemed he needed more convincing. “I will give you three weeks payment at your rate upfront, but I need answers. If I solve this murder, with your help, I will be due for promotion which means it could lead to a permanent position within the police as an Occult Advisor. My seniors have already okay’d the position. It’s all very hush hush, but this would be perfect for you Felix.”

      Wow, she really trusted him. More than I did, and he was my best friend.

      “I can’t,” said Felix in a small voice. “I can’t do this job, I can’t solve it. I’m sorry.”

      With that Felix was off, pushing past me to the front door. “Felix!” Karen cried furious.

      He turned in the doorway, head bowed. “Give it to Alister.”

      I was shocked. This was all Felix had ever wanted and he had proved me wrong—a position within the police, a real job.

      “Now what makes me suspicious,” said Bob looming into the doorway and blocking Felix’s path. “Is the fact that the man accused of these murders, is locked up safe and sound in one of your special places and we received assurances that no one had even broken out of your…” he gave a short cough. “Magical prisons.”

      Felix was in a daze. “No, that’s quite right.” He said in a small voice. “It would be impossible.”

      “What’s more. We have a witness next door who says she saw you coming in and leaving the exact time we have down for Barrie’s point of death. Isn’t that strange?” said Bob with apparent glee. I saw Karen put her head in her hands in apparent defeat. “You haven’t given us any evidence whatsoever. And we have witnesses saying they saw you enter each flat right before each murder took place. Explain that.”

      Felix’s scowl had grown “I can’t.”

      Bob smirked. “Felix Freeman, you are under arrest for—”

      “You know it wasn’t me you fat prick!” Felix blasted, before whipping out his wand and sending Bob flying backwards, smashing into the wall with a sickening crunch of cracking plasterwork and bone.

      “RUN!” Felix screamed at me.

      I heard Bob rise quickly shouting “After them!”

      “Why are we running?!” I cried. “We didn’t do anything!”

      I followed Felix, sprinting out of the flat, down the stairwell and out into the courtyard. But fast approaching behind us with heavy stomping boots were three quick policemen chasing us. One of them shouting “BACKUP!” into her radio mic.

      Shit. Shit. Shit.

      Felix was quicker than me, but I just about managed to keep up as we ran across the courtyard and into the high street. But the policemen were gaining on us! How was this possible? I panted hard as a thick stitch burned hard in my side owing to the extreme lack of recent physical exercise. The high street was busy, Felix and I dodged our way through prams and children, darting into the road and narrowly missing being squashed by a double decker bus!

      “In here!” Felix cried, darting hard right into a bakery. He sprinted inside, jumped the counter to screams, as I ran around the side of it apologising. Past the machines and cookers, he pushed open the fire door which led out to a back alley behind the high street. He was panting so hard he could barely stand. I jumped out of the way of the door, as his wand pointed towards it. Screams from inside the bakery again told us the police were inside and coming for us. But we were too puffed out to run anymore.

      Felix’s had a trick up his sleeve however; the door shut with a snap as if slammed by a strong wind. Then, a brick wall started to quickly  build itself over the door, until it was sealed shut. I heard a few bangs as the police tried to force their way through, but they would never be able to.

      I hoisted Felix up, who was more out of breath than I and started walking away fast.

      “I’m fudged Norton,” he said, holding onto the walls for support. “Someone’s setting me up. Again. This time on purpose. They’re going after all my clients. Add to that the bloody vampire bitings, and I am royally fudged.”

      “Are they connected, the vampire bites and the murders?”

      He shook his head. “No, but I’ll get the blame for both. Which do I sort out first?”

      I shrugged. “I don’t know.”

      He took a few deep breaths and looked to the sky. “Go find the vampire that’s biting people, or the git that’s framing me?”

      “It has to be Edward doesn’t it?” I said, no other possible conclusion could be drawn.

      Felix shook his head. “It can’t be, it’s impossible. Broadspan Bay is the most secure magical prison in the world. There’s just no chance in hell.”

      The sun beat down from above, drawing light into the filthy back alley, full of bins and rotting black bags. I was sure I just saw a rat run past us too. The din of noise from the high street shoppers like a backing track to our thoughts. “We’ve got to be quick,” I said at Felix who was bent double with stomach pains again. “The police will have found a way round here soon enough.”

      “Give me a minute,” he just about managed to say. Then his phone rang. He stood, regaining his composure but still wincing. “I bet it’s Karen,” he said pulling his phone out and checking the screen, before giving a surprised look. “I was wrong, it’s Mrs Pemberton, you won’t remember her, you were at work when I went and saw her.”

      Reluctantly, Felix answered the call. “Hello, Mrs Pemberton how are you my sweet? Oh… oh dear… something awful?” Felix looked up to the sky again. “How awful?” he grimaced. “I can’t anymore. I’m not in the business anymore… it’s not about the money… well that’s very generous… you won’t take no for an answer? Okay, we’ll come.”

      Felix hung up.

      “She’s says it’s an emergency, we’ve got to go and see her.”

      “Are you sure that’s wise?” I said. “All your clients are being murdered.”

      “I don’t want to go,” he said. “But she sounded very upset.”

      Felix got a sheet of paper out of his back pocket, along with his wand and proceeded to wave it over himself and chant in the strangest voice ever. After a few minutes of this, in the middle of the alleyway, a strange sparkle seemed to surround him. Until he looked like a Twilight vampire standing in the sun. “If she insists that it really is urgent, then we must take every precaution. Come here, I must do the same to you…”

      An ominous scream suddenly echoed through the alleyway “POLICE! FREEZE!”
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      Why Felix had decided to answer a clients call right in the middle of police chase, due to his recently having been accused of being a serial killer, I don’t know. But off we went, under the guise of his twinkling magic that seemed to make us mostly invisible, which was a problem as people kept bumping into me. Felix glided between people without a problem. It was handy though, as soon as the spell went down on me in the alleyway, the police stopped dead in their tracks as I seemingly disappeared from sight. It would be enough to turn someone slightly crazy.

      Felix didn’t seem too worried now he had a new fixation. He had seemingly pushed his most recent and pressing issues aside in favour of helping a client. His decision making seemed to be a little erratic of late. Perhaps all the magical potion had gone to his brain and caused problems like the magic ring in his stomach had?

      “Sharon will meet us there, she’s great with the oldies,” he said putting his phone away as we jumped on the tube.

      We arrived in Walthamstow, at a pretty cottage in a quiet cul-de-sac, far away from the madness we had just come from. The front garden was picturesque, with pretty pink and orange flowers growing neatly in rows, big bushes and well placed conifers giving this London home a countryside feel.

      “Mrs Pemba!” Felix cried as she opened the door. “How are you?” he said giving her a big hug.

      I couldn’t face the fact that maybe, just maybe, Felix was scared. That all his boasting about wanting adventure was actually just an act of bravado and that really, he was much happier with regular, easy going work like that of Mrs Pemberton.

      “This is my colleague Will Norton, is Sharon already in?”

      “Yes she’s been very kind to me.” She said greeting us on the doorstep and rushing us inside. “Oh thank goodness you came.”

      “What is it Mrs Pemberton?” said Felix eyes darting about the house for some nasty poltergeist, demon or home invader.

      But she didn’t look panicked in that way. She held up her hand. “My wedding ring. It’s lost!”

      “Your ring?” said Felix, face falling.

      “Yes!” she cried in a tizzy. “My late husband, he got it for me. And now it’s lost. I just don't know what to do. I’ve looked everywhere.”

      “Oh Mrs Pemberton, when you said it was an emergency, I thought…”

      “It is an emergency!” she screeched. She looked to be a person who ordinarily did not get in a flap about things. She was smart and well dressed, with a flowery apron on with a small mark of flour on the front from home baking.

      Sharon appeared in the hallway with Harry. “I’ve looked but can’t find it anywhere,” she said. “But rest assured Mrs Pemberton, if anyone can find it, Felix can.”

      “Oh I know, he’s excellent,” Mrs Pemberton crooned.

      Felix’s eyes glazed over for a second, staring ahead, before snapping out of it asking for the kettle to be boiled and taking a seat in the front room.

      

      “Now you’ve probably heard of a spell, am I right Mrs Pemberton?”

      “Well yes.”

      “A spell is so called because it is said. We spell words don’t we. Thus, a magic spell is just a magical word. But what makes some words magic and others not? If any of you said a magic word, would it work? No of course not. If I said it, it would.”

      “Oh, how interesting,” Mrs Pemberton crooned excitedly pleased to have the company no doubt.

      “Now I could use a spell to try and find your ring. If it is not lodged somewhere. For instance…” Felix held out his hand vertically, right palm facing upwards. “Jupendium.”

      Nothing happened.

      “So… it’s not in this room.”

      “But nothing happened,” said Sharon, playing devil’s advocate. “You could just be a trickster.”

      “Ah, that hurts me. Like a dagger to the heart.”

      “Listen,” said Mrs Pemberton wagging a finger. “I don’t care if he’s a children's clown, if he can find my ring I’ll be happy.”

      Felix took a meaningful few steps. He was acting around and loving it, putting on a show. “As a wizard, one has to be careful, to conserve ones most precious resources. Doing spells is all fair and well, but it’s tiring. Draining the vital Chi energy from oneself. The more you do, the more you’ll be knackered out and get ill.” He bent down and pulled his potions bowl out his bag. “So I propose you give me 20 minutes alone to make this potion.”

      “Why don’t we cut the cake Mrs Pemberton?” said Sharon. “And leave the mad wizard to it.”

      Sharon, Mrs Pemberton and I sat around the kitchen eating lovely carrot cake and making idle chit-chat while listening to Felix mess around with his potions.

      “Have you been bathing in glitter?” said Mrs Pemberton. “You’re all sparkly.”

      I gave a small titter and laughed it off. “Not quite.”

      Half an hour later he came into the kitchen. He looked pale, withdrawn and troubled. “What is it?” I said.

      “I know where it is.”

      He went to the sink, pulled up a newly potted plant on the window sill and pulled out a golden ring.

      “Ohhhh!” Mrs Pemberton exclaimed with joy. “You found it! Of course, of course, I was potting my plants… it must have come off when I did that one. Well, it’s not as tight on my finger anymore, I’ve lost weight you know.”

      “Well, we better have another slice of cake then Mrs Pemberton,” said Sharon. “In celebration.”

      Felix sat and drank his tea in silence. His mouth joining in occasionally, but his eyes were far away. Perhaps it was the potion. Perhaps it was something else.

      “I am so glad you found it. I am always losing things. I thought I was cursed.”

      Felix’s face fell slightly on the word cursed.
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      We left Mrs Pemberton’s in subdued spirits, filling in Sharon about what had happened as we walked to the train station. The adrenaline had drained out of my system completely and now I felt like I had just run a marathon. Not even two slices of carrot cake had helped. Running away from police dented my self image, for it was something which did not come naturally to me. I was a stickler for doing anything that someone in authority asked me to do. Mind you, what choice did I have? Felix was clearly innocent… wasn’t he?

      I looked at him marching down the road next to me. I mean, let’s just say he did kill those people, his clients. He could have done some magic to make me not see him murdering them. Maybe. But… why on God's earth would he kill them? It made no sense at all. He had no motive at all.

      “FOOD!” Harry barked, causing an elderly lady walking past us to stop and stare.

      “Yes when we get home,” said Sharon pleasantly as we stopped outside the station to decide where we were meeting next. “I’ve got to go to the club tonight, so I will take Harry home and feed him, then come back to the house tonight and you can tell me everything that happened in detail.” She said pecking Felix on the cheek. He barely noticed, his eyes fixed on something in the distance. I waved goodbye to her and Harry and turned to the wizard.

      “You could show a bit more gratitude to her,” I said. “She didn’t have to come and meet you at Mrs Pemberton’s, nor does she have to look after Harry.”

      “Huh?” he said distracted.

      “What are you looking at?” I said, following his gaze along the road but I couldn’t see what he could.

      “Oh, nothing, thought I saw… someone I used to know.” With that he shrugged, and turned into the station. Just as he did so, I gave a quick cursory glance up the street to see if I recognised what he was looking at. But I couldn’t see anything, just a mass of wandering people going about their business. Then, just as I was about to turn back, I caught the reflection of something in a car window. My heart almost stopped. Not for the horrifying image that I was seeing, but more for the feeling that enveloped me as I saw it. It paralysed me. The world I was standing in faded. For a second I wondered if I was hallucinating owing to Felix’s earlier spell. It was as if I was being pulled into another world, completely different to our own. A quiet darkness and falling ash that looked like snow fell to the ground around me. I was quite alone. But however much I wanted to, I could not pull my gaze away from the apparent reflection of a face that rose in the car window. But it couldn’t have been a reflection. It somehow existed inside the reflection. The face was glaring monstrously straight at me. Beady black eyes felt like a snake, felt like they were staring straight into my soul. The face, while human, was somehow very un-human, almost lizardy with spiky pointed teeth, preying eyes and wild hair like a lion's mane.

      I felt a hand on my shoulder, and all at once I snapped out of it. The face, the falling ash, all disappeared in a moment.

      “You coming?” said Felix. “Or you just going to stare at that car all day, like an absolute knob?”

      I suddenly realised the people in the car were looking at me wondering why I saw starting at their children in the back seat.

      Christ. I turned quickly, heart beating and chased after Felix into Walthamstow station, trying to chalk the experience down as a hallucination from the spell. That was the most positive possible way of looking at it.

      

      Felix and I tapped out of the Underground with our Oyster cards… well, Felix didn’t have an Oyster card, he of course, had some magic piece of card that allowed him unlimited fare dodging. The thieving git. He even offered me one. I declined, I was tempted, but the moral guilt would have been too much. I would also panic far too much if I got caught.

      He led the way through the Saturday evening tourists, darkness was falling now and the lovely smell of spring brought on by twilight fell across London streets. “Atlantic Occult?” I offered.

      “Indeed.”

      “What for?”

      “Books,” said the wizard. I made a face that asked him to expand on his answer. “I need to research, find out what is going on. Try and find answers, or very soon I am going to be sharing a cell with Edward Rappaport.”

      “And books will help you solve it will they?” I said somewhat more skeptical than I intended.

      “YES!” he barked causing a poor teenage boy to jump out of Felix’s way. “There’s a certain few I need that will be able to explain all of this.” He seemed pretty sure.

      “What sort of books are they?”

      He didn’t answer, I left it, he was tired and I could see his left eye twitching like it did when he felt stressed. To proceed would have been like prodding a wasps' nest, sooner or later you were going to get stung. A second later, just as we turned into the street that housed Atlantis Occult, Felix’s spidery-senses pricked up again.

      “What is it?” I said.

      He had stopped walking, eyes focused a way off ahead, but he didn’t seem too concerned. Opening the door to Atlantis Occult, the magical book and supplies shop and again, completely ignored me.

      “Evening Kathy!” Felix called.

      Kathy, a rather plump, fierce lady looked up over her book. “You’re earlier than I thought you’d be. I’m closing soon.”

      “Don’t need long, I’ve got a list,” he grinned pulling out a piece of paper and handing it to her.

      Kathy put her book down and checked through the list. “I’m going to really disappoint you,” she said shamefacedly as she was about to ruin Felix’s mood. “I don’t have any of these, not anymore.”

      Felix looked at her like she just told him he had a face like a foot. Complete incomprehension.

      “But I thought you liked me?” he said, it was like he was a child again, being rejected by a new group of friends.

      “You don’t understand—” she started.

      “No I fudging don’t!” he cried—straight to anger.

      “—they’ve run out. They’ve ALL been bought. Every last copy. It’s like someone’s stockpiling.” Kathy offered red faced.

      “So you couldn’t get any copies?”

      “Not one, I’ve asked around, believe me I have. But they’re just unavailable.”

      “Christ,” said Felix slamming his first on a pile of, to him anyway, worthless books. “You realise what they’re doing?”

      “Buying all the book so you can’t read them?” I said.

      “Exactly,” he cried waving his arms in the air and pacing the floor.

      I apologised to Kathy for Felix, before adding. “It might not all be about you.” He borrowed the look he used earlier on Kathy. “I’m just saying, there could be a reasonable explanation.”

      “The Universe is rarely so lazy as to create coincidences. Coincidences are like nylon… man-made!”

      Kathy plonked herself down and said with finality. “He’s right. For some odd reason, someone doesn’t want Felix reading any more magic books. And now I have to take the hit, I haven’t sold anything in a week.”

      “But who is doing this to me?” said Felix.

      I was out of explanations. It couldn’t have been Edward, the Creep, the one person with the motivation for revenge, because he was safely jailed in Broadspan Bay.

      “Alister?” I offered.

      Felix snorted and shook his head. “He hates me yes, but he’s not that petty.” Felix spun round in a mad flap, causing some nearby books to fall off the shelves.

      “Careful!” I called.

      “Oh shut up Norton!” he cried. The wasp nest had been well and truly poked, prodded and had now fallen to the ground. He was swarming with anger. “This is…” he bristled. “Fucking ridiculous!”

      For better or worse I aimed at calming him. “Just breathe…” I said. This didn’t go down well. But, he turned on Kathy instead.

      “Why the fuck did you sell them all?!” he screamed into Kathy’s face. She reeled back with shock, pulling a large wooden stick in front of her. A wand.

      “I cannot turn my nose up at a cash paying buyer who offers to buy my books.”

      Felix closed his eyes and stumbled backwards. “You don’t understand, that was my last chance!” he said collapsing against the bookcase. I thought he was about to start crying. “How am I going to figure it out now?”

      Kathy took a breath, looked at me and I sensed from her expression this had happened once or twice before, but not on this scale. She came around the desk and put her arm around him. “It’ll be okay…”

      A horrible feeling crept over me as I saw the wizard curled up in a bundle on the floor. The feeling that the trust I had put in this man was rather misplaced. And that my life was in a rather more perilous position than it had ever been.

      This feeling was to be proven correct.
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      Felix had his little breakdown, was comforted by Kathy and was back to normal within a few minutes. She reassured him that she would do her utmost to ensure she got some of the books. As soon as we left, he said he was starving, so we headed towards Sid’s Cafe in Westminster, a walk away. I didn’t mind, the fresh night air felt reassuring somehow. Even among the mass of late night revellers and drunk people stumbling around seemingly without a care in the world.

      It felt far too late to get food at Sid’s, but the only food we’d had all day were a few slices of Mrs Pemberton’s carrot cake.

      I wondered when Sid actually shut his cafe? For it always seemed to be open. He must be contravening some sort of opening time laws. Mind you, it always seemed to have a steady flow of customers from all walks of life. Which was surprising seeing as it was a rather old-fashioned, greasy, plastic tabled, run down cafe. Felix led the way to his favourite table by the window and gave a wave of greeting to Sid who called over to him. I sat, and rested my head on the wall. That felt lovely. Just to rest. I could have gone straight to sleep, if it were not for the fact that, by now, we were some of London’s most wanted criminals.

      Felix soon returned with two mugs and an annoyed expression. “You know when you put that spell on me earlier to hide us at Mrs Pembertons?” I said.

      “Yeah,” he said slurping his tea, I think he was glad of the distraction from his own thoughts.

      “Well,” I started, trying to find the right words without him calling me a bell-end or something. “Is it normal to… hallucinate because of it?”

      “Because of a spell?” he said with an eyebrow raised.

      I cleared my throat and tried to look nonchalant. “Yeah.”

      “Not at all,” he said stirring in about five spoonfuls of sugar and stirring it fast until it became a sugary brown whirlpool. “If spells caused side-effects like hallucinations every wizard in the country would be mad as a box of frogs…” he stopped speaking knowing what I was going to say next.

      “So that explains it!” I said. “Why you’re so mental.”

      “No!” he said. “You CANNOT hallucinate because of a spell. A potion maybe.” He said, getting slightly insistent over his beloved magic.

      I laughed, but I was crying inside. This was not the answer I wanted, or needed. Because now, the fact was I had seen something insanely horrible, and it was not a magical hallucination. A shiver ran down my spine as I recalled the face that had glared at me. It was almost as if it was goading me, letting me know it was there, watching me… waiting for me.

      “THE USUAL SID!” Felix cried across the cafe, giving me a right fright. “I’m not sorry, you shouldn’t have been daydreaming,” he said defensively after I gave him a barely repeatable tirade of words, showing me lack of appreciation for his miss-timed shout.

      It’s fair to say I was feeling the pressure. The police were after us again, but this time, they had orders from above to have us arrested. I was also hugely implicated, more-so than last time—I had gone with Felix to his clients houses when the alleged murders took place. That made me an accessory to murder, I could go down for 25 years. I gulped. It wouldn’t come to that surely, I tried to reassure myself, we were innocent. Well, I was.

      Sid came over and topped up our mugs with very well stewed tea. The pot he poured it out of was a huge, industrial sized metal teapot, and probably housed 100 old teabags. I tried not to grimace as a layer of stuff floated at the top of my mug.

      “How’s business?” said Sid, with a cigarette hanging deftly from the corner of his mouth.

      “Business was good,” Felix said, before muttering “until I was accused of murdering them all.”

      Sid wiped the table with a manky old brown cloth. “Good to hear,” he replied, clearly he wasn’t listening.

      When he left, I felt Felix’s gaze landed on me, the familiar gaze of a wizard who wanted something. “You got any cash?” he said.

      I looked up from my phone. “Why?” I said slowly.

      “Can you pay for this food? It’s just…”

      “You’ve just been paid!”

      “I know but, I’m running out. Seriously, I can’t take on anymore clients can I? Not unless they have a death wish. And I’ve spent all my money on books and magical items.”

      “So? Not my problem.”

      “And the money I had just given to Sid as a deposit incase I break anything else here, that was £100!”

      “Again, not my problem. That is not something that had ever happened to me, having to pay a deposit before entering a cafe.”

      The wizard huffed loudly. “You just don't understand the running costs of being a wizard. And being a wizard on the outside.”

      I looked up, one word peaking my interest. “Outside?”

      “Yeah, on the outside of the wizarding world.”

      I never thought of it like that before. He was an outsider. Until I remembered. “Hang on, you’ve always lived in London.”

      “I know.”

      “So how can you be an outsider here?”

      “No,” he backtracked. “I just meant it in terms of that I am a wizard, and I am not allowed in the magical world, that sort of outsider. Anyway, you have no idea how much Urdo bark, specially treated magical herbs, and base potions costs.”

      “Try me.”

      “Well, they cost double if not triple what they would in the magical world for a start. Because,” he said anticipating my next point. “It’s illegal to sell magical items outside the walls of the Magic world. So, there’s a black market levy.”

      “So…” I said uncertainly, “is Kathy selling that stuff illegally?”

      “Yeah.” He chuckled amused by my unamused expression.

      “What is the magic world called?” I said interested. I didn’t expect this most easy of questions to catch him out.

      “Err…”

      “You don’t know?”

      “No, I do.” He said in earnest. “It’s just that when your banned from it, you can’t recall the name.”

      I gave him a highly skeptical eye. That sounded like horse shit to me.

      “Listen,” I said. “I pay for my breakfast, you pay for yours. Even though you owe me.”

      He glared incredulous. “How do I owe you?”

      I put my phone down on the table, and turned to face him. “I missed work yesterday because we were pulled in by the police. You got paid for that and offered a substantial amount of money by Karen which you turned down!” I added. “I’ve also been coming along with you to all your clients—”

      “—not all of them.”

      “Most of all them! And what do I get for that? Nothing, just inspiration for the book I can’t seem to write, which probably won’t sell anyway.”

      “Yeah well, I had to turn down her offer didn’t I.”

      I was about to retort that he was an idiot and ask why on earth he did turn it down, but at that moment Sid brought over the food. I was starving. Soon as he left, I tucked in gratefully. Chips, beans, bacon, toast, everything unhealthy you can think of. Felix did his usual trick of piling half of everything on his plate including beans, egg, sausage, bacon, hash brown, and black pudding into a slice of bread and folding it so it resembled some kind of very English burrito.

      “Why did you have to turn it down? Seems like the best offer you’ve had since I’ve known you.”

      Felix shook his head with a mouthful of English burrito. “You wouldn’t understand Norton.”

      No, he was right. I bloody didn’t. If he had  accepted that very generous job from Karen, he could have paid for the fucking dinner for once.

      

      We ate in relative silence, only looking up to inspect some new entrants to the cafe, some a little worse for wear coming in for their late night grease-fix. Felix seemed on edge, I didn’t blame him, I did too. But he kept scanning the cafe and shooting quick glances at the door every-time someone entered, followed by quick pats of his jacket to make sure he still had his wand.

      “We need to talk about this whole… situation,” I said finally, breaking the silence. “You need to tell me what’s going on.”

      His nose wrinkled slightly, that was his poker tell that I was annoying him and he didn’t want to talk. So I upped the ante. “Because if you die, what on earth am I going to write in your book? Without an explanation from you, the suspicions about you murdering those people will stay.”

      He sighed. It worked. His beaky nose and big eyes narrowed on me. “Fine,” he said.

      “Right well…” I said running through the facts in my head as they stood. “We have two things to look into, the vampire bites and the murders. However, I think the murders are more important to look into right now.”

      “Agreed.”

      “So, we need to find out who is doing it. It can’t be Edward Rappaport because he is locked up, so it must be… some new dark foe?” I offered.

      “New dark foe?” he said with disdain. “These dark foes are not all exclusively my enemy. I’m ain’t some superhero Norton.”

      I shrugged, saying that if he didn’t tell me anything, how could I possibly help, my previous attempt being the evidence.

      “You don’t understand Norton. This person has cursed them… you don’t know what that means.”

      “Tell me then.”

      He looked back at me with the face of a wizened old man carrying the world on his shoulders. “It means they don’t die. They go to… a place… called the NetherWorld.”

      “What’s the NetherWorld?” I said, instinctively sounding sceptical. It sounded like the place in Peter Pan stories where no one grew old.

      “That’s Neverland you idiot!” Felix cried when I voiced this. “The NetherWorld is…” he seemed to brace himself, “the home of the Fae.”

      I took a moment to try and compute what he just said, for I didn’t understand the word. “Fae?” I said again. “And what’s a… Fae?” I literally had no idea.

      “The Faeries.”

      My lips contorted into a smile. “You are joking?” I chuckled.

      But he wasn’t. Not at all. His face turned stoney. “Oh, so you think they are little cute, buzzy flying things do you? Like on Peter Pan? Yeah right!” He was getting aggressive. He jumped up and came nose to nose with me. I pretended it didn’t bother me. “The Fae were the race that was here before we were, they think we stole their lands, and they’ve held this… vendetta against humanity ever since. They think humans are inferior to them. The Fae are highly intelligent, cunning beyond belief, and driven completely by hatred. They are magical too. And a wizard’s deadly enemies.”

      Words escaped me, for a moment I expected Felix to burst out with laughter and say gotcha! But he didn’t. He sat back down though, thankfully.

      “Their true form is terrifying. It can kill a man just by you looking at it. They run this world too.”

      “This world?” I said.

      “Yes, this world but not the magical world. That’s one of the last places which hasn’t been turned. When they turn the wizards, which they will, the whole world will be theirs again.”

      I sniffed, I was still sceptical, it sounded like a fantasy.

      “I saw one once,” he said, gazing out the window. “It was horrible, they can’t enter our world so they show up in mirrors and reflections.”

      My heart quickened to a race. “In reflections?” I repeated.

      “Yeah, scary as hell to look at. Once you see it, you’re done for, especially if it looks at you, its more than likely the last thing you ever will see.”

      I gulped, trying to suppress the feeling of horror that was spreading through me. “What did it look like?” I said.

      Felix shivered. “Almost human… scaly, like a lizard.”

      I gulped again, but I felt unable to tell him what I had seen. It was like that part of my brain which wanted to tell Felix what I saw was paralysed. I physically couldn’t bring myself to say the words.

      “They can be astoundingly beautiful too when they need to be. But it’s not the real them. That’s just an overlay, a magical projection so the viewer sees what they want them to.”

      I moved my mouth, trying to voice the words I saw one, but it simply would not come out of my mouth.

      “So this Netherland—” I said, giving up for the effort was too much.

      “NetherWorld.” He corrected.

      “Sorry, NetherWorld… that is where the Faeries live.”

      “Correct.”

      “And how would the books from Atlantis Occult help you?”

      He gave a short sigh. “The books I was after were books about Faerie magic.” Felix checked the time on his phone, and showed me it. Almost midnight. Blimey, where had the time gone?

      “If you ever come face to face with a Faerie, and realise what it is, you will already be dead.” He said, packing his things away. “And there was Faerie magic written all over those murders. I didn’t want to believe it at first, but when I couldn’t see anything about the culprit, that’s what made me first think. For no wizard could do that.” He blinked. “But this is the problem Norton,” he said leaning in even closer to me. “My clients have been cursed. Which means they have gone to the NetherWorld where they are being kept as slaves. You know that black obelisk in Paternoster Square that Edward raised? It’s a vampiric energy column, it will be drawing off the energy from the souls that they capture.”

      “But how did Edward do that? He’s in prison.”

      “It’s obvious… it wasn’t Edward. He’s being helped by a Faerie. He made a deal with a Faerie!”

      “Is that bad?” I said.

      Felix thought for a moment. “You know the expression making a deal with the devil?” I said I did. “It’s like that.”

      At that moment, Felix’s phone rang. “It’s Mrs Pemberton,” he said equal measure of surprise and confusion. “Bit late for her isn’t it?”

      He answered.

      “Felix?” came Mrs Pemberton’s panicked voice. She sounded frightened and upset. For a moment I thought she had gone and lost her ring again. “I think there is someone outside my house.” She said. Felix’s face dropped.

      “Can you tell us who?”

      “I am not sure who. But… I thought for a moment it was my husband. He’s in my front garden and well… I thought you might know him because he looks all sparkly like you did earlier, I thought he might be your friend.”

      For a moment there I thought that Mrs Pemberton had lost her marbles, but we were not so fortunate. Felix’s face had turned white as a sheet. This person that Mrs Pemberton could see, was the same person that was killing all Felix’s clients. Somehow, all the protective spellwork Felix had done to hide us going there had not worked. This person had still found a way through it.

      “On our way!” Felix cried, hanging up and shouting at me. “God damn it! Come on Norton, let’s go.”

      And with that, we sprinted like cheetahs, we had to save Mrs Pemberton.
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      We took the tube, Westminster to Walthamstow on the Victoria line. Taking the tube was the quickest way of getting to Mrs Pemberton’s. But it wasn’t quick enough. We both knew that. Each second that passed we knew was a second too long.

      “Isn’t there anything you can do to get us there quicker?” I said.

      He glared at me. “If there was. Don’t you think I would’ve done it by now!”

      As soon as the tube doors opened Felix sprinted off into the night, with me after him. Even as we approached the well kept bungalow at the end of the cul-de-sac, we knew what we were going to find. It was still shocking. We crept up the garden path. Her front garden quiet and beautiful even at night. Felix kept his senses sharp for any sign of a person waiting for us. The front door was slightly ajar. Felix pushed it open gently.

      Straight ahead of us, lying in the middle of the kitchen floor, in a puddle of her own blood was Mrs Pemberton. She lay face down in it, with a football sized hole in her back. Felix and I stood motionless, staring at her with no idea what to do. The shock of seeing her in that state rendering me completely useless. Felix took a few tentative steps inside the house, withdrawing his wand and pointing it out in front of him. “Anyone here?” he called. He made a motion in mid air with the wand. I had no idea what this did, but Felix wrinkled his face in surprise by what it told him. He seemed to relax, which told me this spell had checked to see if there was anyone in the house.

      We checked the rest of the dark, quiet house anyway. Creeping from room to room, I all but attached myself to Felix, he had a wand and magic. I had nothing. But when we passed through the comfortable, cottage style living room, something happened. The room was dark, the only light from the orange street lamp outside that came in through the window. This cast the room in an orange glow. Felix, a little more relaxed that the house was unoccupied, slipped his wand away. Then, as I turned with him to leave, my eye caught a small mirror on the wall. My gaze suddenly became transfixed by it, as a shot of horror flooded through my veins. Inside the mirror, was the face. The terrible, horrifying face. And it was glaring straight at me.

      I wanted to turn to Felix, to call out, to tell him what was happening. But he had left the room. And words wouldn’t form themselves in my brain.

      The face grinned malevolently. Around me, falling ash seemed to fall once again. The house I was standing in faded away like it itself had never existed. And I was left shivering, in the cold, standing outside in a large muddy field surrounded by a belt of trees. The mirror was the only thing to remain from the house, which hung in mid air.

      I could do nothing. I was paralysed.

      And then I heard a far away voice calling me, like a whisper on the wind. The face looked annoyed.

      “Norton… Norton…” called the voice. Before suddenly and all at once the world fell away and I blinked hard as my field of vision was now replaced entirely with Felix’s face. Staring into my eyes like a doctor. “You in there?”

      “I’m here.” I said.

      “Where’d ya go?!” he called, concerned. “You just spaced out. I was calling you for like a minute!”

      “I was…” again, I tried to tell him what happened but the words got stuck. He looked at me quizzically, unamused. Clearly, he thought I was messing around.

      “Come on, we need to get out of here, alert the relevant authorities.”

      “Sure,” I said, as he left the room I took a final glance at the mirror. There was nothing inside it.

      “NORTON!” Felix suddenly cried from the kitchen.

      Sensing the urgency in his voice I ran towards him. “What is it?” I cried. He was looking at the wall, where the kettle had turned itself on and was promptly boiling. Then, the toaster popped itself down, the oven turned on, the food mixers whizzed to life and the cupboard doors began slamming! “What’s happening?” I said backing away.

      “I’m not su—” but Felix couldn’t finish the sentence, for all at once, every light in the house came on. It was blinding. Not only that, but every device in the house turned on and at full power. The TV turned on full blast, the radios, the alarms, everything! It was an assault on the senses going from pitch darkness and silence to full on brightness and maximum volume. Felix, with hands over his ears, shot for the kitchen door, which slammed itself shut!

      He gazed around perplexed and withdrew his wand.

      Lights from across the street popped on, people in windows started to look across at the house and through the windows.

      “Felix, do something!” I cried, something that was fast becoming my catch phrase.

      I heard a scream from across the street as someone had come to investigate—they had seen Mrs Pemberton lying in her own blood and two strange men (us) scrambling to escape.

      “Ahh shit!” Felix screamed, he was panicking now. He stepped back a few paces, aimed his wand at the door and with a colossal BANG that trumped everything else, the door flew off the hinges. “Come on!” he screamed hands still on his ears. The woman, in her dressing gown who had come to investigate and screamed was now on the phone. But not for long, it flew into the air and joined the front door in little bits thanks to Felix and his outstretched wand.

      “RUN!” Felix screamed at me. I chased after him, out of the garden, over the fence and pounded the pavement hard to get away. But this didn’t last long. Before we had even reached the end of the road  another piece of shit luck hit us.

      It came in the form of a tall cloudy white column and its name was Alister.

      Felix skidded to a halt, his rubber-soled  boots smoking like a car wheel. “Fudge sake,” he called into the sky. “What do you want fudge breath?”

      “Charming,” said Alister, the tall, good looking wizard and private investigator. “My tip-off was correct. You are here.”

      “Tip-off?” said Felix wincing his face. “Why would someone tip you off about my whereabouts, unless you’re working for Edward again?”

      Alister smiled, his teeth so white and dazzling they sparkled in the darkness. “No I’m not, although it may be of interest to you, I suppose.” He said toying with Felix, he clearly had something on him. “I’ve been asked by Karen to lead a secretive task force inside the police. I am now an Occult Advisor.”

      “What,” said Felix acid tongued. “That was my position, Karen offered it to me first.”

      “And you turned it down,” said Alister with a grin. “Anyway, it’s not confirmed yet. We have to catch the occult serial killer who keeps going around killing people. Still…” he said as nonchalantly as he could muster. “I don’t think it will take long. I think I’ve found him already.”

      “Such a shame about your teeth,” said Felix who I could feel bristling with anger but spoke so gently.

      Alister’s eyes narrowed. “Why?”

      “Because they’re about to be smashed all over this road!” Felix screamed, a shot of purple electric escaped from his wand and scorched the road. But not before he ran at Alister, wand out. Alister jumped out of the way of a dagger made of fire which screeched over his head. He flicked his wand, causing a net to burst out of the end of his wand. I jumped back out of the way as the net was plucked out of the air by a concrete fist that formed itself from the ground. It then began to slam into the ground at Alister, who rolled nimbly out of it’s way. A metallic shield surrounded him, but when the fist hit it, it clanged loudly causing Alister to wince.

      Felix raised his wand again, this time, I acted. Alister was already preoccupied with the giant fist, that was enough. I ran forwards, grabbing Felix by the coat and dragging him away. He struggled at first, but then deciding I was right, followed, and we sprinted away. Out of danger. For now.

      

      We were almost home but I was knackered. Felix refused to take public transport, saying it was too unsafe. All I wanted was my bed. The safety of my own room and own company. Away from mad wizards.. We took shelter on a nearby bench a mile from home. Felix took his phone out. “Nearly forgot!” he said, using his wand to remove the battery and sim card, pocketing them both before asking for mine. I suppose it was necessary. “I can’t fudging believe it,” Felix cried. “That slimy mother-fudger. He’s gone and nicked my job Norton! Can you believe it?”

      “Poor Mrs Pemberton,” I said shaking my head.

      Felix nodded, handing my phone back to me in three bits. “Yeah, she was nice.” He took a deep breath. “I’m going to have to do something aren’t I?”

      “You are.”

      “Otherwise I’ll never get another client again.”

      “Someone is out for you, they want you locked up.”

      Felix sighed again. And we didn’t even notice the two shadows creeping across the grass behind us. Not before it was too late anyway. I heard a muffled Ow! Turning just in time to see Felix’s head disappear inside a black muslin bag.

      “Come on Freeman, off to the M.C. You have a meeting,” said a voice from one of two large men. I spun around as Felix struggled against a man twice his size. The two men were Harper and Bland, they were wizards from the Magic Council. I jumped up and off the bench. “Don’t worry William,” said the man who I presumed was Harper. “He has a meeting at the Magic Council, he’ll be back soon.”

      And with that Felix, Harper and Bland disappeared with a SNAP! Leaving me alone and afraid in the middle of a park in the middle of the night.

      

      I ran home as quick as I could, but I was ridiculously tired. Today had been the longest, more arduous day since I had been on planet Earth. And I could say that with certainty. But I managed to find the strength inside me from somewhere to keep pounding the pavement and make it back to the house. Breathless and with a burning stitch, I raced into Felix’s bedroom, shut the bedroom door and walked over to his ornate, golden lined mirror. I put my nose to the surface and my whole face was sucked in.

      I was looking through another mirror, high up in a very large, grand marble-floored hallway, as tall as a cathedral, with white stone beams lining the hallway and was as busy as Kings Cross Station at rush hour. Upon the walls, from where I was looking, were hundreds upon hundreds of paintings, mirrors and other assorted magical regalia.

      The first thing to hit me was the sound and commotion going on inside the humongous hallways of the Magic Council. As my eyes adjusted, I saw hundreds of wizards running and organising themselves. I could smell the flowery fire in their hearths which were spread out along the hallway inside the columns that seemingly held the colossal building up.

      And then I spotted him, well I spotted Harper and Bland first. They had their wands on his back, guiding him at walking pace through the crowds of mobilising wizards, who were strapping on brown leather helmets and putting long dark navy cloaks over themselves.

      Felix watched on as curious as I was. Clearly, he didn’t know what this was about. He was then guided up a nearby staircase and out of sight, there was a short flash of white light. A second later, grey clouds began to cover the surface of the mirror. Until I was looking out of another mirror entirely. A familiar room was revealed. It was broad and well fashioned. Two enormous windows let in a healthy bulk of light across an ornate desk. A firm looking woman, whom I knew from last time as Andreas Gunn, the Chief of Defence. She was standing by the window tapping her wand on her side.

      I felt exposed looking out of a mirror in the middle of the room—but she couldn’t see me. A fire blazed, crackling softly, warming the cold stone floors, walls and ceiling. The room was full of comfy maroon drapes, rugs, chairs and furniture.

      The double doors opened. Harper and Bland, pushed Felix inside and stood to attention. “Thank you boys,” said Andreas.

      Felix rolled his eyes and looked around. “Where’s the usual mob?”

      “On their way,” said Andreas softly, still not turning. Felix puffed out his cheeks and sighed. He was terrible at waiting. Not a second later, the doors opened again and in walked the very tall, very skinny strangely dressed man who I knew to be Rothkuss. His features so sharp and pointed, he would be rubbish anywhere near a bouncy castle. He wore long, purple flowing robes like a Saudi prince, and a funny round, gold laced hat. He also seemed to have a permanent sly grin, and a wave of cold spread over me. His servant Pithkinn trotted in behind him all hunched over, carrying several heavy bags. He looked so much like a rat, that if he had poked his head out of the sewer I would not have been surprised.

      “Andreas,” smarmed Rothkuss with a short bow. He always gave the impression that he was being sarcastic. Pithkinn set up three typewriters around him.

      “That won’t be necessary,” said Andreas. “We don’t want to keep the minutes from this meeting.”

      Felix's curiosity grew.

      Last was a man I hadn’t seen before. He stormed in like a train, nearly blowing the doors off their hinges! “Who we waiting for!?” he cried. This was the most blustery man I had ever seen, and seemed to be surrounded by a thin layer of orange fire.

      “Colonel Salamander,” said Andreas. “Nice to have you with us.”

      This Colonel Salamander was a short, portly fellow with a big grey moustache that covered his entire  mouth. His robes, which looked military in origin, were all orange. “What are we doing today?” he blustered. “Punishment!?” he grinned. “Who we punishing today lads?”

      He spun around the room looking for someone, before turning on Pithkinn. “Now, who’s this vermin looking oik?! This the little bugger we’re taking down?”

      It seemed to be that Colonel Salamander was rather a few matches short of a fire. Either that or he was suffering with some sort of wizarding dementia.

      Pithkinn squeaked as Salamander descended upon him with his wand. Rothkuss stepped in front. “If you would kindly leave my servant alone.”

      “Your servant? You should keep more of an eye on him if he’s been going round causing trouble!”

      “Here,” said Andreas. “Have a drink Colonel.” She passed him a decanter of what looked like whisky. He took it gladly, and downed it.

      A second later he mellowed out, blinked around the room. “Did I go again?” he asked in a apologetic voice.

      “Afraid so,” said Rothkuss with barely concealed annoyance.

      “Where’s Arthur?” said Felix gazing out the door.

      Arthur Orion was just about the only wizard I liked. He was someone who you felt you could trust with your life. And he was also the most wizardry looking wizard you ever could see, with a long white beard and cloudy white hair, as well as the full on moon and star robes.

      Andreas didn’t say anything. The silence made Felix suspicious.

      “Perhaps,” said Rothkuss. “He is tied up with something else.” He grinned as Pithkinn snickered like Mutley the dog from the Wacky Races cartoon.

      “Well,” said Andreas fixing her eyes on Felix. “It is my duty to bring you in today and inform you of the situation.”

      “Situation?” said Felix looking decidedly unnerved.

      “Yes,” said Andreas slowly. “Well… the thing is… we had to inform you seeing as you were instrumental in locking him up.”

      “You mean Edward Rappaport?” said Felix. “What about him?”

      Andreas looked sheepish, and unable to admit in a timely manner what was going on. “Well, he er…”

      Rothkuss signed. “For goodness sake, I’ll tell him,” he said turning with more glee than he should have. “Edward escaped from Broadspan Bay.”

      Felix stood, swaying slightly on the spot. He was in shock. His eyes had gone all glazed over. “When?”

      “Few hours ago.”

      “And er,” said Andreas. “We think he’s coming for you.” She pulled out some photos and slid them across her desk for Felix to look at. “That was his cell.”

      Felix took a few steps forward, looked down at the photos. “It’s just my name, written in… blood. It’s everywhere.” They all went quiet. “But no one’s ever escaped before? How did he?”

      Salamander’s moustache bristled. “No idea yet!”

      Felix sat down in a nearby chair, running his hands through his hair.

      “However,” Rothkuss began, “this is not the only reason we’ve called you in. There is the unexplained matter of this demon Zagakowski, which you raised, made a deal with, reneged upon, and now it seems that something is going around London, biting people for their blood.”

      Felix didn’t say anything, he was rubbing his eyes, which had big black bags under them.

      “It’s gone rogue?” blustered Salamander. “Can’t be having that!”

      “Exactly,” said Rothkuss. “I suppose you’ve heard about this spate of ‘bitings’ around the city?”

      “It did cross my news feed yes.”

      “What are we to think? You release a demon and refuse to pay it. Now it’s running all over London biting innocents to get its fix. That was bad enough, but now it’s taken to cursing people to death. You are now responsible for the death of four people.”

      “With all due respect, they’re not strictly dead.”

      “QUIET!” Rothkuss screamed. “I am sick to the back  teeth of you thinking you can do whatever the hell you like! Your demon has been biting and cursing people!”

      Felix was so tired that all he could do was laugh. “Not quite. It’s been biting, it wouldn’t curse anyone. What would be the point?”

      Rothkuss grew increasingly angry, and marched across the room until he was face to face with Felix. “Your demon has been biting and cursing people.”

      “Got any evidence?”

      “Plenty!”

      Felix stood quite still with a steely glaze. “With all due respect,” said Felix with no respect whatsoever. “The two incidents are separate. The bitings are being done by a young vampire. The cursing however is  something far more sinister and for some reason, whoever is doing it is trying to frame me. And I suspect is the same person who helped Edwards escape from Broadspan.”

      Andreas sighed. “You expect us to believe this?”

      Felix shrugged.

      “But you can make… amends,” Rothkuss said in a slow and steady voice.

      A small sigh emanated from Felix as if he knew this was coming. He smiled to himself and shook his head. “You do this every time… accuse me of something I obviously haven't done, threaten me with magical prison and then say tell you what, we’ll let you off if you just help us out, just risk your life for us…”

      Salamander frowned. “How did you know that?” he blustered causing Andreas and Rothkuss to roll their eyes.

      “Listen,” said Andreas. “We just want you to lure Edward the Creep to us. He wants revenge. Use it. You’re the only one that can lure him out of his hiding place.”

      “So that’s why you didn’t want Arthur in the room. Because he would never agree to this! You want me to be bait.”

      “Well,” Andreas said, “You won’t give us the ring. So, the only alternative is to use you. Edward will come for you, be ready, and then we will swoop in and catch him.”

      Felix snorted loudly and shook his head. “And if I don’t want to be bait?”

      “Then this matter of the demon…” said Rothkuss, “is punishable by magical law. You will be sent to Broadspan Bay for at least 6 months I’d have thought. And goodness only knows the characters you will meet on the inside.”

      Felix visibly shivered with fright.

      Andreas grinned. “People who perhaps, you don’t want to meet again?”

      Rothkuss and Andreas grinned at each other slyly as Felix sat in thought. They were working him and it was horrible to see, giving him no choice whatsoever. Suddenly the big double door blew open. “Thank you Rothkuss for forgetting to alert me of this meeting time change.” It was Arthur. Standing regally with a face like thunder. Rothkuss and Andreas stepped back from Felix, bowing their heads in shame. “Colonel,” Arthur said nodding at the man in orange who tipped his drink at Arthur happily. “Felix, come with me,” Arthur said beckoning Felix to him with a finger.

      “But Arthur!” said Andreas.

      Arthur held up a stern finger for quiet. “No more tricks.”

      He closed the door behind him and Felix leaving Andreas, Rothkuss and Colonel Salamander to look around at each other with scorned expressions. A second later the mirror went cloudy and my face popped back out of it.

      Woah.
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      I didn’t get to see where Arthur had taken Felix. I pushed my face to the mirror again, in the hope that this would allow me to see. But I just met a smooth, cold reflection.

      That was until… I jumped back in an awful fright. At first, visions of the terrible face I had seen in a reflection previously flashed through my head. My heart jumped into my throat and I fell back against Felix’s wardrobe which juddered as my full weight went into it. In the mirror now floated a face. It was of an older gentleman, with a short black pencil moustache and crescent shaped spectacles, slicked back black hair completed the look of 1950’s insurance salesman. I stood shocked in the middle of the room, but grateful that it was not the disgusting otherworldly creature, still I was wary.

      “Don’t just stand there like a little frightened mouse.” Barked the man. “Grab a cloth and wipe the mirror face. It’s especially grubby where you’ve had your face plastered to it!”

      I did as it asked. He spoke with the same commanding sort of tone that Felix did.

      “That’s better isn’t it? I can see you clearly now.”

      “W-what… are you?” I stammered.

      The man rolled his eyes in apparent boredom at the question. “I am a face in a mirror. Unfortunately, these days, that’s all I am.”

      That didn’t satisfy, I stood waiting for an appropriate response. He rolled his eyes again and continued. “People today are so needy. Fine, my name is Sir Cyril Andrew Freeman. Knight of the British Realm. Commander in chief to her Majesty the Queen. Wizard. And grandfather to Frederick Freeman.”

      “Christ.” I blinked.

      “Not quite, but very nearly.”

      “So you’re his Grandfather?” I said in a slow voice before shaking myself from the daze that Cyril clearly found annoying. “Excuse my informal line of questioning Sir, but… what are you doing in the mirror?”

      He gave a soft huff. “I’m dead.”

      “Oh.”

      “Don’t worry chap, I died fifteen years ago. So…” he said changing the subject. “You’re Felix’s right honourable best friend.” He looked me up and down. “William Norton, hmm. Good strong British name. Seem like an intelligent chap, if not a little… wispy.”

      “Wispy?” I repeated.

      “I’m glad someone is keeping him on planet earth, he needs normal people around him or he will tend to float off it.”

      I wasn’t sure whether to take this as a compliment or not.

      “So,” I started, but the floating ghostly head of Felix’s grandfather beat me to it.

      “You want to know how I got in a mirror,” he said plainly. “Well, I am a memory of my former self, even if it feels real to me. I contain all my memories, facts, knowledge etc. But I am still dead. It’s a copy and paste of my consciousness, if you like. My real consciousness is inside another body by now in another life somewhere. While this one, a clone, if you will, is inside the MirrorWays.”

      I had to repeat the last word, for it was unfamiliar. “MirrorWays?”

      He sighed again, giving me an unamused look at all the questions I was firing at him. “All the mirrors in the world are connected. I can go to any mirror in the world at will. Felix has me spy on people and relay messages. I imagine it’s quite useful, especially when someone of my stature turns up! I spoke to one of the the Queen’s butlers the other week, told him her majesty only likes three cubes of ice in her Gin, not four. He nearly dropped the whole lot! Mind you, I think that was because he had just been told off by a ghost in a mirror.” Then, Cyril fixed me with a firm glance. “But that is not why I am here. I am here, to tell you that Felix is in trouble. More trouble than he would care to realise…”

      “I know, I’ve just seen the news, Edward Rappaport has broken out of Broadspan Bay.” I said.

      “Yes, but more so even than that.”

      “Why don’t you tell him that?” I said.

      “He won’t listen to me,” Cyril said with a disappointed downward glance. “He doesn’t, entirely trust me.”

      I couldn’t help the skeptical look cross my face. “What sort of trouble?”

      “Lots. Tell him, that if he wants to live then he must give up the chase for the rings of power. You must make him understand this. Otherwise, you and he will suffer a fate worse than death. Get him to make a deal for your eternal freedoms. It’s the only way.”

      I sighed. He was right, I knew he was, but the tricky part was getting Felix to understand. “Okay I will,” I said.

      Cyril smiled gratefully. “You’re a good man William Norton and a true friend of Felix.”

      I nodded, as Cyril, Felix’s dead grandfather faded slowly from the mirror surface, leaving behind just the reflection of a messy room and a confused man in his late twenties.

      

      Felix didn’t come home that night. I slept in his armchair. What should have been the most deserved sleep of my entire life was uncomfortable and disturbed as I awaited his arrival back at the house, but he never did come back. I woke around lunch time, with the sun streaming in through his bedroom window. I put my phone back together and checked the time. 12:20pm. Shit.

      I showered, shaved and dressed. Feeling a whole lot better for doing so. I made coffee, sat down at the table and stared out of the window blinking away the tiredness that seemed to engulf me like a cloak. Yesterday had to have been the craziest day of my entire life.

      I waited around all day, but there was no sign of Felix whatsoever. He wasn’t answering his phone or replying to text messages.

      Where was he? What was he doing? And what did Arthur say to him? Perhaps he was still at the Magic Council. But they wouldn’t have kept hold of him, they needed him.

      At 4pm, I decided I needed to go and look for him. I’d rung his phone a bunch of times, but it didn’t even ring—probably owing to the fact that he had taken the battery and sim card out. So, I laced up my boots and set off for the Underground station.

      First stop; Sid’s Cafe.

      I went inside. He wasn’t here, so I went and asked Sid. “Have you seen Felix in the last 12 hours or so?” I said. Sid, who was polishing a mug with his dirty rag shook his head casting cigarette ash all over the mug he’d just cleaned. I bid him good day and left. It was as I was leaving that I suddenly twigged where he would be. Of course. The Sanctuary.

      The Sanctuary was a wizard-only pub in Borough Market, a haven for thirsty wizards and whatever else all over London. If he wasn’t there, then I really had no idea where he could be.

      When I got there, I thanked my lucky stars. He was curled up in one of the booths and he stank of booze and stale sweat. “He’s been there all night,” said the bar girl, recognising me. “I wouldn’t touch him if I were you, he’s a bit… jumpy.” She said, giving me the impression she had already tried.

      “It’ll be fine,” I said. “He knows me.”

      I took a seat opposite him in the booth and gently coaxed him awake. He stirred, before bolting upright. “Who are you?! Where am I?” he said squinty eyed,  pointing his wand directly between my eyes. The bar girl laughed.

      “You’re in the pub!” I cried, yelping and squirming out the way of his wand.

      “Oh, I thought I was in bed.” He said disappointed, before curling up again. “What’s the time?” he mumbled.

      “Nearly 5.”

      He stirred. “In the morning?”

      “No, afternoon.”

      He sat bolt upright. “I’ve been asleep all fudging day Norton!” he cried, before swearing a few times. “Oi you…” he called towards the bar. This person, an elderly man with a wizened face, turned slowly. “Show me the front of your newspaper.”

      The old man turned the front page towards us. It was a magical newspaper called The Daily Moon—on the front page was a huge full page picture of Edward Rappaport. He looked ill. Dark circles surrounded his eyes. A big bushy beard covered his face and he was… laughing maniacally.

      The headline read: MOST WANTED: ED ESCAPES!

      Felix stood up. “Look Norton!” he said. “He’s out! He’s bloody out!”

      “I know,” I said. “I watched in the mirror.”

      His face lit up. “Ah, good lad! Well done Norton.”

      “How did he escape?” I said having enough of his pedantic compliments.

      “Let me see!” Felix grabbed the newspaper off the old man and looked closely. But all at once, it burst into ash!

      The man gave Felix the dirtiest look in the world. “Thanks!” he cried as ash rained down around us, into his drink. The man got up and left the pub, followed by a foul glare from the girl behind the bar.

      “Sorry!” Felix cried after him, he wasn’t sorry. “I forgot I can’t touch wizarding newspapers.”

      “Why not?” I asked perplexed by the whole show.

      He rolled his eyes, clearly annoyed at having to explain to someone non-magical why a newspaper burst into ash at his touch. “Because I am banned from the wizarding world, there’s a spell on things can’t touch or read certain things.”

      “We need to go home,” I said. “We need to sort out what we’re doing.”

      I would tell him he needed to do what his Grandfather said when we got back.

      “Agreed,” said Felix. “I am starving you know! Do you think we should stop at Sid’s before we head back?”

      “Why not.” I said, he would be a captive audience in the cafe.

      But then, as soon as we stepped outside, Felix blinking hard against the afternoon sun, we heard it… a big black BMW 4x4 came screeching around the corner towards us. At first, we stepped back, along with everyone else in the vicinity. But then, it stopped directly in front of us. Five very large and heavily tattooed men got out, grabbed us, for all to see, bundled us onto the back seat. Then, they sat on us!

      “Ahh!” I screamed struggling for air.

      It was the most uncomfortable commute ever. I struggled for breath as the big fat git parked his bum right across my chest. “For your own safety,” said the dopey fool.

      These were Jonnie Reed’s men.

      What did that idiot want? Had he not learnt his lesson from last time?

      I half expected Felix to pull his wand out and blast them all to kingdom-come. But, when I looked, I saw him fast asleep. Brilliant.

      

      “Ouch!” Felix yelped as they plonked us forcibly on the floor of Jonnie’s office. Our hands were tied behind our backs and Felix had already been de-wanded by one of the heavies. So now we sat together on our bums, at the mercy of one of London’s most notorious gangsters.

      Jonnie, however, wasn’t anywhere to be seen, for now. His office was plush, with wood panelled walls, leather bound books (which I doubted had ever been read) stacked up on a huge bookshelf. Behind his desk were three samurai swords on the wall—part display, part insurance policy.

      Felix dozed softly, his eyes only just open as he rolled back and forth.

      The door behind us burst open, causing Felix to jump. “Good afternoon gentlemen!” Jonnie called. “Excuse the enhanced security check, we have to be extra careful these days.”

      Jonnie told his men to relax and they took up cautious positions around the office, arms folded. They were wary of Felix and eyed him with trepidation, perhaps remembering the things he could do to them. Jonnie, who looked very much the worse for wear; with five day stubble and the fact that he had seemed to age a few years since I had last seen him.

      “So you’ve heard the fantastic news then!” Felix called sarcastically, he was still a bit pissed.

      Jonnie grimaced and sat down in his office chair. “Of course,” he said through gritted teeth. “And I was assured by… your lot, that this would never happen!” he bellowed, it looked like something that he had been doing a lot of recently.

      “Who told you?” said Felix, curious.

      Jonnie took a deep breath trying to calm himself. “Our.. Representative to the wizarding world,” he said in a voice that made him sound a little crazy. “They told us that it was their duty to inform us that the unthinkable had happened. The fuckers didn’t even offer us any security or help! They just fucking vanished!”

      Felix raised his eyebrows. “You get used to it.”

      “Now, I’ve got a fucking dark wizard after my blood and I am not ready to be skinned alive by that… freak. Do you understand me?”

      Felix winked. “Loud and clear.”

      Jonnie pulled a large crystal glass decanter from a shelf and poured three large glasses. Nodding at his heavies, they pulled us up and took the cable ties off our hands. He sauntered around the desk, passed us each a tumbler. Confused and rubbing my wrists, I clocked the desperate look in Jonnie’s eyes as I took the tumbler. I sniffed mine and winced, I hated whisky. It was way too strong.

      Felix on the other hand, licked his lips and downed it.

      “Ahh,” Jonnie grimaced. “That’s a 5 grand bottle of whisky.”

      £5,000? Waste of money.

      Felix paid little attention to this and all but shrugged. Jonnie let it go, clearly, he wanted something. “I want to make you a very generous offer…” Jonnie said, nervously sipping his whisky.

      Felix’s interest was piqued. “Go on.”

      “I have a duty to look after my guys—” guys was one word for them. Whereas fat, dumb idiots was more accurate. “—they have wives and kids to look after. If anything were to happen to them I would feel awful. So I can’t let that happen.” Jonnie paused, the tumbler in his hand was trembling. “So… £10,000 is what I am offering you.”

      I saw Felix visibly gulp. “For?”

      “For…” Jonnie pursed his lips and took a breath. “For taking the freak out. Before he takes us all out.”

      Now I gulped.

      It’s clear that Jonnie had a lot riding on this. The heavies and gangsters in the office were listening very closely. They didn’t want to be skinned alive and I didn’t blame them. But I also got the impression that they wouldn’t take no for an answer.

      Which made the atmosphere in the room rather toxic when Felix next spoke. “No,” he said. “I can’t.”

      Jonnie face seemed to turn mutinous in several long stages. “Why?” he struggled out.

      “Because,” said Felix in a small voice, “I can’t defeat him. There are other forces at play that… I don’t know how to… I mean I can’t…” It was hard seeing Felix struggle to find the right words. Perhaps it was the tiredness. “Look, I know someone else you can ask who I am sure will take the job.”

      “Who?”

      Felix sighed. “Alister Bundy, he runs PI Wizz. He can protect you.”

      But Jonnie was shaking his head. “No way, we don’t trust him. He’s a fucking snake. Works for the highest bidder.”

      Felix shrugged. “That’s all I can offer.”

      “No, not good enough,” said Jonnie rising from his seat. “I’ll double the pay, £20k!”

      Felix shook his head.

      “Too many of my men have died already.”

      “May I suggest an alternative line of work.”

      Jonnie looked to be on the edge of madness, his bloodshot eyes rattling in their sockets. His anger expressed itself with him launching his tumbler at the wall. It smashed into a thousand pieces, sending hundreds of pounds worth of whisky across the carpet.

      “The Creep, and his fucking friends have almost caused a turf war between us and the Russian gang! He’s meddling with them, making them think we’re fucking with ‘em! He isn’t going to stop terrorising us, until he gets his ring back. So the least you can fucking do, is take my money and kill the Creep.”

      Felix smarted, smiling drunkenly. “I can’t.”

      Jonnie came around the desk slowly, his eyes fixed firm on Felix. He chose his steps carefully and came to within an inch of Felix’s face. “You have to… or you’re condemning all of us to death.”

      Jonnie's nostrils twitched. For a second, I thought he was offended by how Felix smelt, but he wasn’t offended, he was inquisitive. “You smell just like Sharon.”

      Felix’s couldn’t help the shock of this discovery momentarily flick across his face. “I won’t help you.” Felix said sternly.

      I braced myself, getting the feeling that they were not ready to let us just stroll out of here.

      “You’re forgetting something,” said Jonnie going back to his desk. “We have your wand.”

      A small chuckle rattled in Felix’s throat. “Who told you I needed a wand to do magic?”

      Felix made  an attempt  to move his hand. Every gangster in the room withdrew a gun from their hip.

      “Oh dear, oh dear…” said Jonnie. “You have no choice but to help us. See, we don’t want to die. You’re the only one who can stop all this. You know where the freak’s ring is. And we have the means of getting it out of you.”

      I couldn’t help a smirk at the choice of words.

      Jonnie sat in his chair, put his feet on the table and clicked his fingers. One of the gangsters withdrew Felix’s wand from a velvet bag and placed it on the table in front of Jonnie. “You are going to help me, or god help me, you will not be leaving.”
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      Reed  eyed the wand in front of him greedily. “You will help us,” he said without looking up from it. “I will make you.”

      He started to reach out a hand towards the wand.

      Felix flinched. “I wouldn’t do that, if I were you.”

      Reed stopped dead, fixed Felix with a searching look. But his curiosity was too great, his hunger for magic that had been shown overcame him. He wanted a part of it. His power and influence in this world gave him a false impression that he could have it.

      The thin piece of polished black wood upon his desktop was now the focus of all the attention in the room. Jonnie gulped, reached out and grabbed it. He winced, almost as if expecting something horrible to happen to him. But nothing did.

      Jonnie stood triumphantly, holding the wand aloft like he had just pulled the sword from the fucking stone or something. The gangsters cheered and cried.

      “You really are a bunch of dummies,” said Felix with a satisfied smile on his face, cutting through their jubilation and reaching inside his jacket and pulled out an identical black wand. “You really think I’d let you take my wand?”

      Reed was enraged, but defiant and incredibly stubborn. He began throwing his arm about like he had seen Felix doing. But of course, nothing happened.

      “You can’t do magic you utter spaz,” said Felix with disdain for Reed’s moves. “Even if you could, you wouldn’t do it like that. It takes years of practice. You can’t just pick up a wand and spell me through the wall you stupid arrogant prink.” (His swear word substitutions were becoming ever more inventive).

      “Don’t talk to me like that or I will have you shot!” Reed blasted.

      “Oh yeah?”

      Felix, enjoying himself now, took a few steps forward towards Reed’s desk. “You kidnapped us while I was in the process of trying to figure out the most important magical and occult mystery of the decade of which I play an integral part. While trying to avoid everyone who wants me either dead or incarcerated. And then you have the audacity to kidnap me, then ask me to help you… you just have no idea how to treat a wizard do you? I am not your employee. I am your superior. Now repeat that back to me and tell me I’m right.”

      Reed stood stunned, with the expression of a boy who’d just been scolded by his headmaster. “And I will have that,” said Felix taking the wand in Reed’s hand. “Here try this wand…” he said passing Reed the real one.

      Reed, hesitantly, and rather stupidly, took it. As soon as he did, a blast of blue electricity shot through him and he flew back into his wall with a terrific crunch, sending books flying everywhere. “That’s what happens when you try and take a wizard’s wand!”

      Reed stood, eye twitching madly, hair on end, and obviously didn’t know where to put himself. “Now apologise,” said Felix. But this was a wrong move. Men like Jonnie didn’t do apologies, when backed into a corner they did the only thing they knew—he attacked

      “Shoot them!” he cried.

      Short, sharp metallic clicks rang about the room behind us. The sound of gangsters cocking their weapons, ready to fire.

      “Nice seeing you again Reed,” Felix said with a nod before grabbing me, pointing his wand at the floor and shouting something that sounded like Geronimo. A large hole appeared beneath our feet, into which Felix and I fell. Gunshots rang over our heads, Seconds from death, we fell through the floor into blackness. A second later I felt a hard crunch, as we collided with something hard. A terrific pain shot through my side, wondering for a minute if I had indeed been shot. I sat up in the darkness as the hole above us disappeared. Felix groaned, and I heard running from the ceiling above. “Where are we?” I said, standing quickly. Then I saw, we were in the casino. Felix had literally just made a hole in the floor. And the thing I had collided with was a blackjack table.

      “Come on!” he cried, already halfway out of the doors which he blasted open in a flurry of orange spellwork.

      I ran after him and out of Vitalie’s Casino, into broad daylight of Leicester Square as pounding feet behind us told us they were hot on our heels. Felix had a plan however, as soon as we turned the corner, he pushed me into a taxi, scrambled in after me, and ducked down. “DRIVE!” he cried at the poor driver, who sped away. I looked up to see the gangsters continuing to run the opposite way. They hadn’t spotted us. Phew.

      Great, now we could add murderous gangsters to the list of people that were chasing us. Why couldn’t Felix have just taken the fucking money?

      “Where too boss?” said the driver.

      “Home,” said Felix with a nonchalant yawn.

      I panted hard and tried to regain my breath, casting a mutinous look at my wizarding friend while trying to pick apart and understand his decision making process. Was he trying to get us killed on purpose? If so, he was coming mighty close to succeeding. I was just about sick of  finding myself in life threatening situations. I was beginning to think he was just in this whole mess because he loved it, not for the money.

      “You know we could have avoided that whole mess—”

      “Mess?” he said watching out of the window as we trundled along the busy street.

      “Yes, mess. If you’d have just taken the money. Why didn’t you?”

      It was utterly baffling to me why he kept turning down lucrative opportunities. Things that he had always told me were his goals. He seemed to be chewing over his words, before eventually speaking. “£20k is no good to a dead man.”

      It was a few more minutes, mostly before I remembered what I had to say to him. The reason I went looking for him in the first place. “Listen,” I said trying to get his attention as his nose was glued to the window like a tourist as we passed Westminster. I was sure he was doing it either ironically or to annoy me. Either way, it was working. “I was given some advice and I think you should follow it.” I said as sternly as I could.

      “Go on…”

      “Well, I think it would be in your best interests to, considering all the recent trouble… give up the ring.”

      Felix didn’t say anything or even flinch. I half expected him to launch into a maddened tirade against me, but he simply chewed his cheek and made a hmm sound.

      “You’ve thought about it?” I said.

      “Indeed I have dear Norton.”

      “And?” I said hopefully. “What did you conclude?”

      The taxi came to rumbling halt in a line of traffic. “I concluded that I had no conclusion.”

      “What does that mean?”

      His eyes moved sideways at me, like an old painting in a haunted castle, where only the eyes move. “It means I don’t know what to do. And sometimes Norton, you should just be honest about where your advice comes from. If I wanted my Grandfather’s advice, I’d call him into the mirror myself.”

      “How did you know it was him?” I said.

      “Oh come on.”

      I sighed, annoyed with myself, I should have concealed my intentions better.

      “You can’t trust him,” said Felix “he’s the most cunning person you will ever meet and is always five moves ahead of you. It’s like 5 dimensional chess. Trust me, he can’t be trusted.”

      “But he’s right isn’t he? This could all be over, sorted out and done. What are you getting by carrying on?”

      “More than you will ever know Norton,” said Felix with such meaning in his voice that I didn’t dare quibble.

      “I thought you liked your Grandfather, he taught you magic right?”

      “Right? So? Doesn’t mean I trust him.”

      The taxi trundled slowly home through rush hour traffic, eventually pulling up outside our house.

      “That’ll be £45,” said the cabby.

      But Felix was already out the door, before leaning back in. “Don’t have my wallet,” he shrugged. “Going inside, I need to think.”

      “Oh for fu—” I sighed watching the money snatching wizard walk into the house. “Do you take credit cards card?” I said.

      

      By needing to think, what the wizard meant was: sit on rug in the middle of his filthy bedroom floor, drinking large amounts of vodka and occasionally burping. He had his hands, palms facing up on each knee, eyes twitching.

      Why he needed to drink vodka as well I don’t know.

      It was early evening now and I was starving. I had to work all day the next day, so wanted a proper night's sleep to catch up.

      “Why are you drinking vodka?” I eventually asked, putting my book down.

      He looked upset at being disturbed out of his drunken meditation. “Helps me think. Clears my thoughts. Cuts out all the other crap.” He slurred. “Where’s Sharon?”

      “I don’t know, ring her.” He shut his eyes again. “You any further into figuring it out?” I said.

      He opened one eye. “No.”

      “Need to run anything past me?”

      Felix grimaced as if this was the last thing he wanted to do. “Why aren’t you writing the book? Instead of sitting in my chair asking me pointless questions all day.”

      “Alright grumpy! I did just nearly die this afternoon trying to help you.”

      Felix looked about the room for invisible witnesses as he chuckled. “Help me? You’re about as much help as a…” he thought hard. “… A hole in a boat.” He eventually came up with.

      “Thanks.”

      “Look,” he said. “I am just a bit stressed because if I don’t get some fudging evidence soon, then my world is gone. Everything. I am already suspect number one, again. Not only that, but now I am regretting not taking the money from Reed. Work has all but dried up—not that I can do it anyway, seeing as every visit comes with a death warrant. And my brain won’t think and tell me who is behind it all…”

      A lonely silence fell between us as I contemplated the wizards obvious impending demise. Were it not for our intricate link to apparent crimes, I would not have been so anxious, but if he was caught then so too would I be. And I really didn’t fancy a lifetime in jail. Not one bit.

      My thoughts drifted to my previous life, which felt a long way off now. To my ex-girlfriend Ginny, whom I still felt a twinge for, and a powerful pull to have back that life where everything was normal and nice and pleasant (before it all went wrong).

      “It’s like groundhog day isn't it?” said Felix in a sorry voice, downing another tumbler of vodka. “They’re all after me again.”

      I stood, ready to take myself to my room. If the unpredictable wizard was set on getting drunk, then I wanted to be nowhere near it. I was just at the door, however, when Felix clicked his fingers in apparent triumph. “That’s it.” I turned to see his glowing face. “I’m going to make an appointment… with the Psychic.”

      

      “Are you sure this is a good idea?” I said, following dutifully behind Felix as we walked slowly up a dark corridor in a dilapidated ex-tower block due for demolition any day now. We were in Abbey Wood, having driven onto the estate of tower blocks, a grim brutal collection of high rises that probably seemed like a good idea when they were built. Felix seemed dead set on making an appointment with this Psychic, but he needed to do something before he was ready to see her and it involved contact with a now perilous acquaintance—Karen.

      It took Felix all his skill and assurances to convince Karen to help him. He rang her from a public telephone box and made sure no one could trace him to her. Eventually she agreed to do as he asked. Why, I am not sure. But Felix assured me that she was trustworthy.

      I still felt a pang of fluttering anxiety as we drove, into what I did not know, the place could be swarming with police for all we knew.

      Clearly, Felix didn’t trust Karen as much as he let on, seeing as his wand poked just out the end of his sleeve as we walked the decaying corridor to flat number 146.

      A cold wind blew through the council block and send a chill down my spine. The rain outside spattered noisily against the corridor windows, the sky outside dark. I hoped to hell the other side of this door would not spell our last days of freedom. Felix knocked five times, as per Karen’s request. Several bolts and locks clicked, before the door swung wide open. “Come in,” said Karen.

      I breathed a sigh of relief. She was alone.

      “You’ve done this before,” said Felix alleviating the tension somewhat. Clearly, Karen had no idea what she was walking into either. And looked rather small and frail standing alone in the dated flat.

      “I hope you realise the risks I’ve gone through to help you,” she said fervently.

      The front room was incredibly atmospheric. The rain battering the window, the wind softly rustling the velvet curtains and the tension of questionable trust that hung in the air between us three.

      “So, did you get what I need?” said Felix.

      Karen kept her face stern before giving a curt nod. “I did.”

      Felix gulped. “You really do trust me don’t you?”

      She was about to reach a hand into her pocket, before freezing. “What does that mean?” She said.

      “Just that you and Norton are the only people that really trust me, in all the world.”

      She softened, like a mother whose child had just paid her a genuine and heartfelt compliment, before she reached inside her coat and pulled out a small envelope. I had absolutely no idea what was inside it, but was about to find out as Karen unfurled the paper. Upon the white surface, at first I thought it was empty. But then, she touched the a few small hairs.

      “This is all there was of him that we managed to get.”

      Felix took a small, glass vial out of his pocket, reached out and plucked the small cluster of hairs and placed them inside, corking the vial and popping it in his pocket.

      “What was that?” I said.

      Karen puffed her cheeks and ran a hand along a nearby chair. “It was a small lock of Edward Rappaport’s hair.”

      “His hair?” I said. “But why do you need that?”

      Felix shrugged. “I need his DNA.”

      “But how did you find it?”

      Felix looked anxious to leave already and had one hand on the door knob. “Look, it was blasted off when I spelled him. Karen’s forensics found it and kept some.”

      Karen looked like she hadn’t slept all night. “I think it's a good idea we leave now, they will be wondering where I am.” She took a few steps towards the door before facing up to Felix. “Never ask me to do something like this again. Oh, and it goes without saying: you never saw me. I’ll leave first, give it ten minutes before leaving yourself.”

      With that she was out the door with a snap. Her footsteps echoing away along the corridor.

      “What now?” I said.

      Felix had his thinking face on before snapping out of it. “We go and see the Psychic of course. Problem is… you can’t just make an appointment. Do you have work today?”

      I had spent the previous day at work, which should have been great, but I was too tired, owing to predicament that we were in keeping me up late into the night thinking. My boss, Mr. Henderson almost had to shake me awake at one point. So embarrassing.

      “Not today, why?” I said.

      “Because this could take a while.”

      All at once, a sound from the corridor started to invade our senses. It was the sound of running, lots of pairs of feet. And it was coming towards us. Felix and I joined gazes. Both thinking the same thing: had Karen sold us out after all? Because it sounded like a hundred police officers were coming straight for us. I felt my breathing grow short and shallow. Felix withdrew his wand as the heavy footsteps grew louder and louder. I went to the window and looked through the rain, we were on the twentieth floor, there was no way down. We were trapped. We were done for. Karen had sold us out.
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      Felix, with his wand at the ready stood flush against the door. “There’s no way I can take them all,” he said. “Make yourself useful Norton, for once, and think of something.”

      A hundred scathing remarks flew into my head—think of something, he says. When he is the one with a world of magic at his fingertips—and he wants me to come up with a solution.

      I looked around. Jumping out of the window was certain death. Staying where we were would allow the police an easy capture. But the footsteps were growing louder and Felix had not thought of anything.

      “Make a hole in the floor again,” I offered. He shook his head.

      “These floors aren’t safe enough, and there’s twenty floors beneath us that could give way soon as we land on it.”

      I thought hard again.

      “Take them by surprise,” I said. “Make something happen, disappear us.”

      Felix, who looked flustered, nodded. Seemingly, this idea was better than whatever he had thought up. So he went with it. He held one hand to the sleeve of my coat, I didn’t quibble as I assumed he would do something magical to vanish us out of the tower block, the other hand held his wand out in front of him.

      Then, just as the pounding footsteps got to the door, Felix wrenched the door open and jumped. I was pulled forcefully with him and landed in a heap in the corridor. Felix was just about to shout his spell, before stopping. For the people we now faced were not police. In fact, quite the opposite.

      They were teenagers and children.

      Felix relaxed, still panting slightly however and staring at them incredulously. “What are you doing?” he cried. “You nearly got yourselves hurt.”

      He had more confidence talking to teenagers than I did. Especially rough looking teenagers like these lot. That was Felix though, he had no filter. It didn't seem to make the slightest bit of difference to him whether he was talking to some council estate teenagers or the Queen of England.

      The tallest, oldest looking one gave Felix the up and down look. “What’s it to you blud?”

      “Because blud,” said Felix taking a step towards the boy and pointing behind the boy. “You see that wall?” The boy gave a quick glance at it and nodded. “Well, you nearly went flying through it.”

      The boy gave a wry grin. “Yeah right, there’s thirteen of us. Against you two old men?”

      Old men? I was only 28.

      “What are you doing running around here?” I said trying to assert some authority on the situation. “You know this place is due for demolition anytime.”

      “We could ask you the same thing,” said a snotty nosed girl with too much makeup on.

      “True enough,” I conceded.

      Felix checked his watch, he had enough of this pointless back and forth. And just as the gang of teenagers seemed to grow in confidence and were squaring up for some kind of attack. Felix, rather nonchalantly began rubbing his hands over his face.

      The boy, who was circling Felix, looked up at Felix’s face and froze. His face dropping. “You really wanna test me?” said Felix in a voice very unlike his own. This was scary, like the Joker from the Batman films, it sounded like a chorus of snakes.

      Then Felix flashed his face up and at the crowd.

      “AHHH!” They screamed with utter and complete terror. Falling over themselves to sprint away, turning the corridor as fast as they could. Leaving only a trail of dust.

      “Kids are so predictable!” said Felix in his strange voice, when he turned to me I involuntarily let out a little squeak. Before clapping a hand to my mouth.

      His face was horrific. I mean it’s hard to describe even. It was like a monstrous lizard, with razor sharp pointed teeth, slitted eyes and scaly skin, with a row of small horns across the forehead. “Works every time.” He giggled, rubbing his hands over his face and wincing at the apparent pain. He shook his head and his face, thankfully, turned back to normal.

      “You’re an idiot.”

      

      We drove home, so I could leave the car there. Then got the tube to Hampstead Heath where Felix led me across the park, to the largest tree in Hampstead Heath. He walked straight to it, as if having come here many times before. Without explaining himself, he just sat down, leaned against it and pulled his cap over his face.

      It was sunny now, however, the ground was still a bit damp.

      “So we just sit and wait do we?” I said, putting my coat down on the grass to sit on. This particular part of Hampstead Heath was slightly tucked away from the rest. But had views of the lake and a hilltop view of London. I sat down next to the dozing Felix, under the tree. Looking up at it, I saw how big it was. The branches cast a modicum of shadow, but the afternoon sun was low so it stretched under the enormous branches.

      “This is some sort of special tree is it?” I asked of Felix who snored gently. It didn’t look special or magical in anyway. But the wizard was not generally wrong. As long as it didn’t come alive or something.

      We were there for ages. Longer than I ever assumed. I lulled in and out of dozing as the sun cast a peaceful warm glow over us. And a soft tussle of wind gratefully, periodically cooled us down. Occasionally I would watch the walkers, the dogs, which Felix would shoo away if they got too close and the frolickers, picnickers, and the cyclists. Every so often a child would cry or make a loud noise, causing Felix to tut and shake his head.

      Mind you, at least it wasn’t raining anymore, otherwise it really would have been a horrible afternoon.

      Eventually, when I was just starting to wonder how long we would have to wait here and whether it was part of some silly elaborate plan of the wizards to test my patience, something did happen.

      I was dozing in and out of consciousness, half dreaming, as Felix was playing a game on his phone. Then, all of a sudden I heard him let out a short yelp. The next second, I felt a terrific whack to the head.

      “Ahh!” I cried. Wondering what the hell was going on, I scrambled up. Felix was rubbing the top of his head too, but looked gleefully at me. Two red apples rolled to our feet.

      “It’s the sign,” said Felix. “And look,” he said pointing at the apple. “You’re invited too.”

      “Oh that’s good to know.”

      “You see, you have to be ready to see her. You have to be invited.” He said the word invited like it had some sort of secondary meaning to it.

      There was a sudden horrible splintering sound. A black hole was opening wide beneath the tree roots! “Come on slow coach!” said Felix getting on his hands and knees and crawling into the tiny space.

      “W-what is it?” I said feeling anxiety grip me. I didn't like tight spaces.

      “A porthole. Hurry up, you don’t want to get trapped in it.”

      “I’ll wait here.” I said gulping.

      Felix turned back and glared at me. “You start climbing through now, or I will make you.”

      I think I must have been scared by the way he said I will make you, as that caused me to get on my hands and knees and scrabble through the earth and dirt under the tree roots. As I got halfway in, following Felix’s bum, into the earthy-smelling dark hole, all the light behind me vanished as the tree sealed up. I swallowed my fright and crawled after Felix staying as close as I could.

      After perhaps twenty seconds where I suppressed the terror at being in such a confined space, I saw a patch of light through a collection of gnarled tree roots. “Aha!” Felix called sounding equally pleased to have a way out at last.

      We pushed our way through the roots which snapped and cracked, and crawled out, into pouring rain and found ourselves standing in the middle of a forest. This one was completely dissimilar to the place we had just come from. The air smelt fresher. The floor was spongy and covered in orange and brown leaves. This forrest was dense and thick.

      “What now?” I said grateful to be out of the hole, but having mixed feelings about A) the rain, and B) where we were.

      “Scotland,” said Felix brushing the dirt from his wet knees. He was looking around at the tops of the trees, what for I don’t know.

      “So let me get this straight, we just crawled through a hold in a  tree in London and are now in… Scotland?”

      “Uh-huh,” Felix nodded, his face soaking wet as his eyes darted from tree to tree. “Good isn’t it? It’s an ancient system.”

      I didn’t ask what he was doing marching from tree to tree and looking up at them from different angles. I just stood glum, getting wetter and wetter. Then, eventually he let out a triumphant noise.

      “Found ya!” he said waving me over. “Come and see this.”

      “What is it?” I said in an unamused voice. This better be good.

      “It’s an address.” He said, standing back and positioning me in the correct place. And by god, he was right. The branches of this particular tree had formed in such a way as to show through their gaps, the perfect outline of an address:

      11, Summerfield Housing Complex, Hilltop Road, Inverness

      “Let’s go.”

      It didn’t take that long to walk. Felix seemed to know where he was going. After twenty minutes of walking, some through a field, through some forest, and the rest along a main road he eventually turned into a car park behind a large collection of flats in the built up outskirts of Inverness.

      

      She lived in an old person’s complex, with lots of flats and apartments inside one big housing unit. As she poured the coffee, I thought to myself how remarkably normal this lady looked, for an apparent Psychic. She knew we were coming, having left the door open for us. She greeted us at the door with a cigarette in her hand and a smile. “I’m Iris,” she said. “I’ve just brewed coffee. You’ll be having some.” She grinned. That did sound brilliant, I was gasping.

      “Hello Felix,” she said with a wry smile. “It’s nice to see you again.” Then she gave him a playful slap on his cheek. “Don’t leave it so long next time!”

      Iris was perhaps in her 70’s or 80's, but had a keen wit about her for a small lady. Guiding us into her rather plain front room, she made us sit while she brought the coffee.

      “So,” said Felix as she handed him a cup. “The reason—”

      “Oh,” she said waving a hand. “Straight to business? Will you not be so abrupt. I haven’t even sat down yet.”

      Felix nodded and seemed to take on board what Iris said. Blimey, that was a first.

      I don’t know what image conjured itself in my mind when Felix said he was going to visit a psychic, but whatever it was, it wasn’t Iris. She was funny and commanding.

      She sat in a recliner opposite us, put her cigarette out and sipped her coffee. “So, you’re new to all this William.” She looked at me with eyes that seemingly would not allow you to look away unless she wanted you too.

      “Correct,” I said.

      Felix lay back on the sofa before looking around the room. “Nice place you have here, how new is it?”

      “Five months,” said Iris. “I know, must be some kind of record.” Then, to me. “I move around a lot. Don’t have much choice.”

      “Right,” I said, trying to build a picture of this woman, but failing.

      “Oh well, this flat is nicer than the mud hut you lived in before…” Felix cackled.

      Iris rolled her eyes. “And he never shuts up about it. Yes, I lived quite alone on an Island just off Ireland for five years. Lovely there it was. But stoney and hilly, so no one to bother me. I could do all my work there too.”

      “Apart from the fact that no clients could get there,” said Felix. “And there were no portholes.” He added.

      “It was a bit of a problem,” said Iris. “Got a bit boring, not seeing anyone.”

      “I was surprised you lasted 5 years.”

      She gave Felix a jovial smirk. “But the magic was strong there.”

      “It might have been, but you had no course to use it!”

      “True enough,” she said popping her cup down on a little side table. “And now look at me, I’m all old and live in an old people's home.”

      “You’ve always been old,” said Felix with little consideration for things like feelings.

      Thankfully she ignored him. “Right, you…” she said, eyes fixed on me. “Let’s start with you seeing as you are going to be pressed for time. Come here and kneel before me.”

      I gave Felix a look, but he waved me towards her. This felt odd. I did as she asked. She leaned over me, pulling my eyelids back and staring deep into each eye. After that uncomfortable experience she inspected my hands with a magnifying glass, making small satisfied hums.

      “Yes, yes, just as I expected really. Very normal. Unsure of yourself. Need some strife to beef you out. But, I can tell why Felix likes hanging around you. You’re very loyal, perhaps you were a dog in a previous life.”

      “Err, thanks.” I said sitting back on the sofa feeling somewhat deflated at that disappointing analysis of my personality.

      “Okay,” Iris clasped her hands together. “Onto the good stuff, the meat of today…”

      Felix tensed, before reaching into his pocket and pulling out the glass vial and handing her it. She held it, looked closely at the hairs and breathed deeply through her nose. In that moment of silence as she prepared herself, the rain started to fall hard outside.

      Iris uncorked the vial, and tipped the hair into her palms. At all once she sucked into a huge lungful of air as her head tipped back, eyes rolling to the back of her head.

      Felix slid a bit closer to me.

      Iris let out a  huge breath and started to speak fast. “Edward Ruben Rappaport. He is being helped. He struck a deal. A very powerful deal in both their best interests. I can see it written on his soul.”

      “Who with?” said Felix eagerly.

      “I… with…” Iris looked up, eyes returning to normal. “You know who already.” She said as a dull darkness set in the room and a wind outside whistled against the window frames. “Jack Found.”

      Silence filled the room. I could almost feel Felix contracting, it was the news he seemingly didn’t want. He grimaced and put a hand to his head.

      “Who is Jack Found?” I said.

      Iris popped the hair back in the vial. “Ferluci, as he calls himself,” she said, “is a very nasty man.” she said man in such a way as to stretch the definition of man into something it perhaps wasn’t. “If you can call him a man. He's the leader of the Eye of Horus, a secret society that has dealings and vested interests in this world. They all but run it.”

      I looked to Felix who was collapsed into the sofa, not speaking.

      “He runs the world?” I repeated.

      “In a manner of speaking yes. He is one of a kind, really, for he is a half-Faerie, half-human,” said Iris pausing to give me time to compute that fact. “Which is incredibly rare. I mean, it’s common that Faeries like human women for they are the fairest. He is called Jack Found because he was found by a farmer as a baby in his stable in the 1700’s.”

      I paused, waiting for an explanation. “Wait, the 1700’s?” I chuckled. “But that would make him over 300 years old.”

      Iris and Felix nodded.

      “Felix will explain all this to you later I’m sure. The fact of the matter is, this man is immensely powerful. He runs the whole show. The Fae have always sought to breed with the humans so they could actively infiltrate our world and take it over. They thrive on chaos, war, bloodshed and greed. Everything you see in the world today. They are turning it into their world. And using Jack Found as their trojan horse.”

      I shook my head, more in shock at these strange, odd things she was telling me. It sounded like a film idea rather real life.

      “So that is who is doing all this against Felix?” I said.

      “By jove, I think he’s got it!” she called. “And you want to know why… well, that ring of power that Felix has is one of three. They are Faerie rings, made by Faeries and imbued with Faeries magic. He wants them back.”

      “And he had made some sort of deal with Edward.” Felix added.

      “Because it’s a ring of power made by Faeries, it had different rules. It cannot be taken by force. It must be willingly given or handed over. Which leads to the conclusion that they are setting Felix up, so they make a deal with him to hand over the ring willingly, in exchange, all the accusations of murder, just go away.”

      Felix sighed and shut his eyes.

      “You already knew this,” said Iris. “But you didn’t want to believe it, I know. Nor would I. You don’t stand a chance against him. Edward, yes, you are somewhat equal in your magic. But never against a Fae. I also prepared this, my thinking being that if you can get to Edward, you may have a fighting chance of at least defeating him and making peace with Jack Found.”

      Iris passed a newspaper cutting to Felix. I leaned over and read.

      The Tragic Tale of the Would-be-PM

      Five years ago everything was peachy and rosy for a rising political star in Edward Rappaport. Seeming to have tapped into a growing movement of voters, he was on course to being the next Prime Minister of the UK, in a landslide victory. Not only that, but he also seemed charmed in his private life with a young family. Marrying the model and actress Marie Hendon and having two children Max (8) and Mary (6), with another on the way. Marie was 6 months pregnant, when tragedy struck. Driving back from a campaign dinner at midnight, they were involved in a terrible crash. Edward was the only survivor. It’s enough to make the hardest of people crack. And he surely did. He left public life, resigning all posts and duties and became a recluse.

      What happened to him? Well now we know. He took up an interest in the Occult, some say it was an attempt to get his family back. But he had obviously lost the plot. He resurfaced last year in a tussle with the accused murderer and wizard Felix Freeman. Edward  was charged with murder and is awaiting trial. What a downfall, grief and tragedy can have a big effect. This one perhaps the biggest.

      Iris looked grave. “He’s the weak link. Unless you can work this all out, I see much worse things happening than the occasional cursing…” said Iris. “I can see this turning into an all out war.”

      “Christ,” Felix whispered.

      “However, it’s now too late for the both of you.” She said checking her watch. “I am afraid that no matter what you do now, you will both be dead by the end of the fortnight.”
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      We arrived back from Scotland as quickly as we had arrived. Back through the same tree root and out into Hampstead Heath, receiving an exceptionally odd look from a lady who was walking her dog nearby who just happened to see two men crawling out of a hole under a tree, which then sealed up.

      “Afternoon,” said Felix tipping his hat at her like this was the 1950’s.

      We went straight to the Sanctuary. I needed some alcohol to help my sorry mind try and compute the mountain of information that had befallen us. Felix walked alongside me in silence, shoulders hunched, head forwards, deep in thought. Perhaps, like me, also contemplating his inevitable demise and to what ends that could be. Of course, another part of my mind was arguing, telling me not to be so stupid. That Iris couldn’t be right.

      My father, interestingly, used to be a stage magician in his early days. Before he gave it up to marry my mother and have a good job in the sciences. He was a man of science and a keen atheist and would tell anyone he could find how ridiculous religion was. His voice, now loud and assertive rang about my head, telling me not to be so damn stupid as to take the word of, what was most likely, a fraud. For as long as I had known him, he had always asserted it was his belief that ALL so called psychics were frauds and charlatans and in it purely for the money. There was no evidence to the contrary he would say, it’s all a trick.

      Mind you, what Iris had said corroborated what we already knew. How could she have known everything she did? Not only that but Felix wasn’t exactly easy to lie to. He could sense you were lying to him in a heartbeat. And he trusted and believed her.

      Which made the truth even more unpalatable. Our death had been predicted.

      

      The Sanctuary was moderately quiet. Felix waved to a table of, what he told me, were Warlocks. Huge great chunks of men, dressed in long fine robes, long braided hair with silver clasps, and a sour expression. At the time, I didn’t think how strange it was to see such characters casually sitting in a London pub.

      Felix brought the drinks over, after an awkward conversation with the bar girl, who didn’t much like him. Or she just gave that apathetic vibe that some people gave, perhaps due to the unpalatable customers she had to deal with. I didn’t blame her, not on the evidence of the wizards I had met so far.

      We sat facing each other, the smell of meat pies and gravy wafting through the pub from the kitchens. I wasn’t even hungry. Not one bit. I sipped my pint of lager and observed Felix’s faint touch of grey hairs at his temple. This was the man responsible for my upcoming death at the end of the month. And I didn't know how I felt about him. The magic, his magic and charisma that kept me so hopelessly in awe of him was wearing off. Very gradually. I could feel it now as I looked at him, that awe of being best friends with a wizard and watching him do crazy, mental things, was wearing off. It was becoming too much now.

      “So?” I said. “What do we do?”

      Felix, who was looking out of the frosted window, narrowed his eyes. “I am not sure… what I can do.”

      I gave a short sardonic laugh. “Brilliant. So we just roll over and die do we?”

      Felix shrugged, and didn’t meet my gaze.

      I was trapped. If I left the wizard, and broke off our friendship, it was likely I wouldn't last until the end of the day. But I felt so angry and annoyed at him. It was his pig ignorance that led him to chase that darned ring. The ring that belonged to,  according to Iris, one of the most powerful magical beings in the world. Without thinking, he had placed himself and me, right in the firing line. For no apparent reason, apart from the thrill of it all.

      I slumped back, trying to calm myself, but the hopelessness washed over me—with such little knowledge of magic, my fate was in the hands of the wizard. The wizard whom I was losing trust in, fast.

      The Sanctuary doors opened. In walked three figures, they caught my attention purely for the reason that they were trying to avoid attention. With their robes pulled up high so as to cover the bottom half of their faces, which were so pale and withdrawn, they looked like they had died and come back to life. The three, whatever they were, skulked to the bar turning their backs to Felix and I.

      “Three blood beers,” said one of them.

      Felix, shook from his daze, shot them a quick cursory glance, before winking at me. “Vampires,” he mouthed.

      “Do you reckon?” I said sarcastically. “What gave you that impression?”

      I looked on in horror as the bar girl, poured what looked like thick red blood from a pump, just as if she was pouring a beer. Before the three vampires cheered and drank. It made me feel a bit sick.

      I turned to Felix. “Is that—”

      “It’s not real.” Felix said blurting out at my confused face. “Simulation blood.” Felix laughed. “They wouldn’t serve real blood you plonker!”

      “I don’t really care either way.” I said somewhat truthfully. “I’ve just been told I am going to die at the end of the month. That is more of a priority to me right now.”

      “Stop worrying about that. She just tells you what you need to hear. Might not even be true.”

      “Has she ever been wrong?” I said hopefully.

      Felix gave a quick sheepish look. “No,” he said before quickly continuing. “But it doesn’t mean we will die, die.”

      “What could it mean then?”

      Felix looked into his beer. “Could just mean a part of us will die.”

      I felt my eyes narrow. “Do you really think that's what she meant? Because it sounded pretty categorical to me. You will die, she said.”

      Felix sighed and shook his head. “Trust me. I’ve been doing this a long time. We won’t die.” Before adding in a small voice. “At least not in the conventional sense.”

      

      When we left the pub, slightly tipsy after getting through a few rounds of drinks, we stumbled towards home. It was late now and had been another very long day. But then Felix decided it would be a good idea to go on to a club. The alcohol had hit him and this was the best idea in the world. “Come on Norton,” he begged. “You boring old fart, let's make the most of it…” he said stumbling through Borough Market and giving me reassuring nudges in the arm.

      “What do you mean make the most of it?”

      “Well… our lives. If, and I say if,  we only have two weeks left to live, let's just… you know, party hard!” He started doing a little impromptu dance as a couple, walking hand in hand, passed him chuckling to each other. He danced like a 60 year old dad.

      He wasn’t going to give up. So I dutifully agreed as long as he was paying. And so I followed him to what he said was the best club in London, possibly the world, according to him. And proceeded to regale me with stories of his debaucherous exploits in said club.

      What we didn’t notice was that we were being followed…

      

      We went through a park, Felix promising me it was a shortcut to the club. He could have been right, for I could hear the loud bassy thudding of a nearby club. The park was incredibly dark though, only three street lamps cast anywhere near a modicum of light, but they were blotted out by large trees lining the iron railings.

      It was halfway through this empty park, as Felix sang ‘Sex Bomb’ by Tom Jones (badly) when we were accosted. Two dark human shaped things stepped out of the bushes nearest us. I instinctively jumped back out of shock, straight into the firm stance of another. This firm person proceeded to grip me tightly by the shoulders. I gulped, heart racing in my chest. Felix withdrew his wand, the end of which lit up with a soft blue glow.

      “Now now boys,” Felix said. “Don’t do something you’re going to regret.”

      One of the men stepped forwards into the shallow pool of light. His face was white as ice, hair long, dark and dead and his eyes were a desperate black.

      “I think it’s you that needs to not do something you will regret.” He spoke with a soft silkiness, and a nervous energy that I could only liken to that of a drug addict. Which was quite apt, seeing as these three men were the vampires that were in the pub earlier.

      “You followed us?” I said, attempting to wrestle out of the firm grip when I realised what they were. Except it simply tightened harder.

      “Oi Eric you fat waster, come here!” commanded the silky voiced vampire. Into the light stepped a sweaty, overweight man who looked to be in his mid twenties and had a very nervous disposition. He trembled as he stood beside his superior. “We need to train you up, lesson one is how to deal with silly wizards.”

      “Who are you working for?” said Felix pointing the wand slightly higher.

      The silky voiced vampire licked his dry lips. “We don’t work for no one! We is independent. We is Freelancers.”

      “So you’ve come to… capture me, for a reward?”

      “Yep, that’s it. Quite a nice, big reward too. Should… sustain us for a while.”

      “Henry,” called the large one holding me.

      The silky voiced one shot him an evil glance. “Don’t use my name you dumbo!”

      “Sorry Boss,” said the one holding me. “It’s just I think we should use the net I brought along and take them to him in that.”

      Henry, the silky voiced vampire shook his head in an exasperated fashion. “No, no, we agreed, we take them partially-dead. Otherwise this wriggly bastard will get out.”

      “Yeah, but you said this was a democracy and we get more if they’re in good condition.”

      It was like we were fine works of china. Not human beings.

      “But I am the leader!” Henry barked. “So what I say goes.”

      The dopey one holding me gave an unhappy sigh. Felix, who watched on fairly amused by the whole show said, “how much you getting for capturing me?”

      Henry deemed this an appropriate question. “10,000 Bits.”

      Felix nodded apparently he was quite pleased. Henry suddenly started sniffing the air, something had caught his senses. “Can you smell that?” he said. “Can you smell… wet dog?”

      Eric, the fat vampire, looked shocked all of a sudden, but masked it. I saw it. The dopey one holding me could smell it too.

      “Probably me,” said Felix with a curious glance at Eric, he had seen it too. “Gave my dog a bath earlier.”

      Henry shook off this and returned to business. I seriously hoped Felix had a plan, because I didn’t fancy spending all night out here, nor going to the highest bidders. “And who is paying you?” said Felix.

      Henry grinned. “That’s for us to know and you to find out.”

      “Which one of you is the new vampire?” said Felix changing tack.

      They both looked at Eric, the fat one. “That would be Eric,” said Henry. “He’s a fucking liability aren’t you?”

      Eric nodded into the ground. “Yes.”

      “We tried to cover up his mess and take him under our wings… stronger together and all that.”

      Felix chuckled. “You caused me quite a bit of agro with the escort Clarice.”

      Eric stooped in pittance. So this was who attacked Clarice? Felix was right, again.

      “Right,” said Felix with assertiveness. “Down to business.” He stood with way more confidence than I would have facing three terrifying vampires. Felix, quick as a flash, grabbed Henry from behind. With a hand around Henry’s throat and his wand pointed directly at his temple Felix said, “step back you two. Now are you going to tell me who is offering you such a large amount of money for me? 10,000 Gold Bits, is an awful lot of money for a bunch of amateur vamps like you.”

      Eric jumped back hands in the air, while the one that was holding me also took a few steps back. Henry, whose face had turned even more pale, if that was possible, looked mutinous. “This wasn’t supposed to happen!” he moaned.

      “TELL ME!” Felix screamed into Henry’s ear.

      “There’s a…” Henry whimpered, “a bounty on your head. We don’t know who set it, but it’s gone public. Anyone who can find and capture Felix Freeman and his friend alive gets 10,000 Bits.”

      Felix gave me a glance. “10,000 Bits, is about £80,000 in your money.”

      I let out a short whistle. Someone was paying 80k to capture Felix and me? It didn’t seem real. Felix seemed quite pleased about the fact that someone was paying so much to have him captured, for a satisfied grin stuck to his face.

      The terror of being accosted by three vampires in the middle of a dark park, had the edge taken off it due to the intoxication. Which, I was now glad actually.

      Felix let Henry go, pushing him into Eric, who fell to the ground.

      “Get up ya fat lump!” Henry cried at him, taking his frustration out on him. Eric darted behind a nearby bench, like a little scared mouse out of the way with surprising speed.

      “Now,” said Felix with his wand still pointed at them, as I moved next to him. “Be on your way, or face the wrath of my… wand.” Felix hiccuped. But the vampires didn’t move. They glanced at one another, but didn’t go on their way. “Why aren’t you leaving?”

      Eric whimpered. “Because, what you can do to us with that wand is nothing compared to what he can do to us…”

      Henry shot Eric a fierce glance. “You fat idiot. What have I told you about speaking? Just don’t do it.”

      “So,” I said, more to Felix. “Did we ever find out who sent them?”

      “Who do you think?” he said rolling his eyes.

      “You see,” said Henry. “Whatever you can do to us, is nothing compared to the prize of bringing you in.” He spoke in that soft, silky way that a hypnotist would. Now, they all stepped towards us in perfect rhythm.

      “Right, well that does it,” said Felix, before shouting, “Aufidostan!”

      A spurting ball of blue lighting, the static from which made my hair stand on end, shot from the end of his wand. It made no noise, but burst forth at the speed of a bullet. Aiming for Henry, who nimbly sidestepped it.

      “Oh,” I heard Felix say, in a slightly worried way,  which I didn’t much like. Something that told me he wasn’t expecting that. Still, three more bursts of blue light expelled from the end of his wand directly at the three vampires. And three times they dodged it. From almost point blank range.

      Okay, they were more skilled than he first assumed.

      Felix rolled his head, clearly gearing himself up for a full on brawl. He started waving his wand around himself like a lunatic, for what reason, I couldn’t even hazard a guess. But the next second Felix’s wand illuminated bright bronze, like a lightsaber. “This is now imbued with Iron,” he called, before turning his head slightly to me. “That’s what Vampires really fear, not garlic or wooden stakes. It’s like fingers down a chalkboard to them. They hate it.”

      The vampires did seem to be mightily perturbed by the iron sword-lightsaber-wand combo. And exchanged worried glances with each other.

      But it wasn’t enough to put them off.

      Henry, charged at Felix followed by the big vampire. They were as fast as lightning, however Felix swung the lit iron rod, missed twice, then the third time caught the big vampire right in the midriff. He fell to the floor in agony before Felix was knocked to the floor by Henry with such force that Felix bounced. I stood watching helplessly as Henry jumped on top of Felix who was swinging the rod madly, before pinning Felix’s arm down. Eric jumped on too and tried wrestling the rod out of Felix’s hand. Without a moment to spare, I sprinted over and kicked Eric’s hand. He dropped the rod. But now, in a flash he was on top of me. Like a dog caught in a trap, he lashed out and bit me!

      “AHH!” I screamed as his teeth sank into my shoulder. Eric jumped up, with a look of utter terror at what he had done. I closed my eyes to the sudden ripping pain that was now descending upon me. Panic set in—I had been bitten by a vampire! Oh christ. The next second I saw Henry fly 10 feet into the air as an enraged Felix smashed him with the rod.

      “What have you done?” he cried at Eric. Before coming over to me. I could barely see anything, the pain was too great. It felt like I had been stung by a thousand wasps. Every part of my skin was stinging. I would prefer to roll in a field of nettles, or jump off a cliff, or drown… anything rather than this searing, blistering, hateful pain.

      It rendered me useless. I had no idea what was happening. The pain was so great I must have blacked out. I saw several flashes, and then felt myself being carried. Echoing words fading over and through my senses.

      “Don’t you dare die on me Norton! Don’t you fucking dare!”
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            There’s Nether a world, like the NetherWorld

          

        

      

    

    
      When I was about 7 years old, I remember being really ill this one time. My parents thought I had the flu. I remember having so little energy, I could barely lift my arms. They bathed me and I vomited in the bath. I think I must have passed out, because I remember my Dad carrying me to the car while my mother frantically packed clothes and things. Passing in and out of consciousness, the next thing I remember was blinding white lights, the smell of disinfectant and having things pushed into my arms and up my nose. Apparently, I caught some bad stomach infection, they had to operate. I still have the scar. I remember my mother sitting next to me in the chair in the hospital. I remember feeling truly awful. At that moment, all I wanted was for it to all be over. You look to your parents at that time, in the hope that they can just flick a switch and make it go away. But then I realised how powerless my parents really were. They had no idea what to do. Some of my friends from school even came to see me, they must have thought I was going to die.

      But, and it pains me to remember this but… I think I actually did die. No one realised though. Not even me. It’s only now that I think about it, that it’s the only explanation… I was having such strange dreams anyway owing to all the drugs and things they were giving me. Dreams where I would be flying, with great big white feathered wings. Above this huge beautiful land where the sun shone bright and hard. I am soaring through the clouds, dipping down and feeling the wetness on my face as I blast through them. And I have friends who flew alongside me and we frolic around in the air together. Dipping and diving, swooping and crying, laughing and playing. Then, we would play by the river, diving down and seeing who could get the closest to the water without hitting the surface.

      Then I was invited to live in this colossal tree. It was hollow and about the size of a New York skyscraper, with homes and burrows all the way up it amongst the branches. Going all the way down around the outside was a gigantic red water slide. Christ, that was so much fun. We would play on that thing all day.

      That place felt more real than this world. Strange huh. That’s what made me think, perhaps I died, and went to some kind of heaven. That’s what it felt like. That place seemed to have no badness, no worries, no stress, no time either seemingly. Just fun, freedom and a childlike atmosphere.

      I remember that time like the best of holidays. And when I woke up and didn’t return, an overwhelming sadness pervaded me. And you know, I am not sure it ever left me. I feel embarrassed to admit this, for I am the first to question strange things, and be wholly skeptical about heaven/hell and odd lands. Especially with a fundamental atheist of a father. But in the context, and situation I was in, it barely mattered.

      My parents rarely spoke of that time I was ill, whenever I asked them they go all pale and said it was the worst time ever. Bless them. I never told them about the strange place I went to either, heck, I doubt it was real however much I wanted it to be.

      Strange the things you remember when your life hangs in the balance. And how life sort of repeats itself. Because now, I was being carried by Felix. He was surprisingly strong for such a scrawny man. I didn’t know where we were going, all I cared about was feeling better. Never did I feel worse than at that moment, as Felix jogged through a wet, cold alleyway. I felt like shit. Like the worst flu I’ve ever had, times ten. What made it worse was the fact that I knew I had been bitten by a vampire.

      Would I turn into one? How long would it take?

      All this, in between moments of vivid, hallucinogenic dream states as I swam in and out of consciousness. I tried with all my might to wrench myself back into the real world, the alleyway, the rain… but the effort was too great. For when I closed my eyes, I would see the bad place…

      I was standing, cold and alone in the middle of a dark, muddy field. All around me fell ash and soot. But this world, far from being a figment of my dreams, felt totally and completely real.

      Perhaps it was the vampire juice going around my system?

      Perhaps I was hallucinating? I reasoned, and would have gone with this, if it were not for the fact that I had been here before.

      When I saw the man with the terrifying face.

      The Faerie.

      The man whom I couldn’t mention or speak of.

      And now I was back.

      The place was dark and dank, a thick fog settling upon long dark moors. Trees stood scattered across the landscape, bare of leaves. There was a slight smell of salt in the air, as if I was near a beach. My feet squelched in the bog beneath me, water went up to my ankle and over my shoes.

      But this place, was empty. It felt… lifeless.

      I just didn’t understand. How could I be here, with no pain, and also be in my world, seemingly, at the same time?

      And then I saw it. A flash of darkness across the horizon. A figure, dressed all in black, was making its way towards me across the moorlands. I felt the breath catch in my throat, my heart skipped a beat. But somehow, I couldn’t move. My feet were stuck in the bog. The cloaked figure picked its way through the marsh, and then, as it got closer it started to take down it’s hood.

      It was the Faerie. He was smiling malevolently. If Death itself were to greet me, I would not have been half as terrified. I felt the breath leave me, I started to fall back into the shallow bog. And with a splash! I woke.

      Felix and another man were laying me on a soft bed. The pain seared through my whole body. I felt myself crying out. The next second, I felt a steaming bowl being lifted to my face. My mouth opened and accepted the green slimy tonic. I felt it slip down my throat gratefully. Through the foggy vision, I saw Felix and this man watching me carefully.

      I felt it circle my veins, fighting off the invasive vampire venom, or whatever it was. It must have worked, for I felt a sense of great relief flood through me like a tidal wave. And my head slumped into the soft comfortable pillow. To sleep. Hopefully.

      But now, I had a bigger problem.

      In between my normal dreams, I would wake inside the Faerie world. Inside Jack Found’s world. And I had no idea how to stop it.
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            The Plot Thickens (From My Hospital Bed)

          

        

      

    

    
      It felt like that green sludge knocked me into another world entirely. You know when you’re  ill and you dream crazy, ridiculous fanciful dreams? Well I do, and I had them again now. Not that I minded, the pain as my body along with the green sludge was ridding itself of the vampires poison, was dull and far away as I flew through my dreamscape. I won’t bore you with all my dreams, but suffice to say, I didn’t really want to leave. However, I seemingly went through layers of dreams, some were wonderful experiences like I alluded to previously. But other times, I would be replayed memories and visions which turned dark and scary. For instance, the memory of being bitten by the vampire replayed itself over and over, each time a little more horrible than the last. Until, the vampire loomed over me with glowing red eyes, long protruding fangs like a snake and a devilish murderous expression.

      I woke finally, after one such nightmare in the bed, dripping with sweat. The sheets were all mangled and I felt so groggy and tired I could barely lift my head. For an excruciating long moment I just lay staring up at the black wooden beam ceiling as every part of my body ached. It felt as if I just ran five marathons back to back. The passage of time felt enormous, much longer than it could have been. If you told me I had been asleep for a year, I would have said fine. For it felt incomprehensibly long to me.

      Trying to sit up in the bed, my back gave a groan. I managed to look around the room. It was like a victorian crack den. Several very plain beds lined the room with no privacy at all. The walls were black, either painted that way or owing to the gas lamps on the side tables. All the other beds were empty, except one nearest the opposing wall, which as I looked closer had someone lying in it. I couldn’t see who, they had the blankets pulled up over their head.

      And then it struck me, this is where we took Clarice when she was bitten. I vaguely remember Felix carrying me up the alleyway, with the graffiti marked walls. I didn’t feel as comfortable here as I would in a NHS hospital, mind you, I don’t think the NHS has anything for vampire bites.

      “He’s up!” came a camp cry from a side room. My head turned slower than a hundred years old man’s . It was as if I could feel the cogs turning in my neck to make it move. The voice of this man swam into my ears. Following behind him was the tall, blonde and beautiful shape of Sharon. Through my foggy vision, I saw her smile and come to sit on a chair that was already next to me. It seems that she had been sitting here a while already.

      “Sharon?” I croaked. The first words to come out of my mouth for however long.

      It was times like this, feeling so awful, that I just wanted some affection. When I had Ginny, and I was ill, she would really look after me—I would get soup, and love and cuddles. As un-manly as that sounds, and any man will admit this (as much as we would prefer not to for losing our manly image) the cuddle from a good, loving woman is better than any painkillers.

      When Sharon hugged me, although temporary, I didn’t want her to let go. I had come close to death and I was scared. She asked me some questions about how I was feeling which I nodded back to. Drawing the energy to talk felt like too much.

      “How long?” I said towards the camp looking man, dressed in long white and blue robes.

      “You were out for three days.”

      Three days? No matter what he would have told me, it wouldn’t have felt right.

      

      What followed was a full day of recuperation. And it was brilliant. Painful, but brilliant. The Healer was called Vincent, and he was a wizarding doctor, operating illegally I gathered from his wizarding friends on the outside. He was a very flamboyant man, portly and round, but with a huge amount of energy. The long, blue robes he wore made him seem rounder. He also had a shiny bald head with two small bushy bits at the sides. However, I didn’t care if he was a ten-foot dragon, he was making me feel better in attending to my every whim. Periodically making me chug green sludge, followed by an array of strange potions. I didn't question what they were, for I felt the life and energy returning to me with each glug.
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        * * *

      

      “Buying it,” I said as my Top Hat landed on Mayfair. The best one.

      Sharon eyed me with a jealous glint. “That’s £400 money bags.”

      “I’ll earn it back once you two land on it.”

      Vincent stared at the board with a perplexed expression. “I really don’t understand this game.” He said, before standing and going to check on his other patient. I put my money down, we couldn’t play without him.

      “How’s Felix?” I said.

      Sharon and I shared a look that showed our mutual understand of Felix and his ways. “He is still Felix.” She said.

      After a while of surface level talking about what Felix had been up to, not much apparently, we spoke more openly.

      “I just wish I could work him out,” she said. “I can’t even tell if he really likes me or not.”

      “I know the feeling.”

      “Or whether he’s just…” she stopped herself.

      “Go on,” I said. “You can tell me.”

      “Or whether he’s just using me.”

      I knew what she meant. “I think everyone gets that feeling around Felix Freeman.” I nodded. I certainly did.

      “I hate having to go back to Reed every night, but Felix insists. He says it’s not for long. But I don’t want to sing in Reed’s shitty club anymore, nor do I want to have to associate with him in any way. He’s a vile man. Felix makes me feel so… normal.”

      I gave a splutter. Normal was not a word I would use around Felix.

      “I know it sounds strange,” she said with a titter from her perfectly fashioned mouth. “That he is the most un-normal person you can possibly find, but he does. Being with Jonnie just makes me dread everything. Especially recently, he’s gone insane with paranoia over Edward coming back for revenge.”

      “I can understand that.”

      “But it’s not like him,” she said, shaking her head, her blonde hair up in a bun atop her head staying still. “He’s gone as mad as that Edward has. He even chucked everyone out of the casino the other night because he thought that Edward might be there in disguise. It was a shambles. He also hardly talks to me anymore, he doesn’t trust me. Mind you, that’s kind of a blessing. Maybe he will just leave me alone.” She said hopefully.

      “I thought you liked singing?” I said.

      She smiled. “I do… but not there. I used to, when I thought it would lead to other things. But no one else will touch me now because they know Jonnie owns me. Odd isn’t it?” she muttered with a sly glance at Vincent, who was feeding the person in bed. “When I was a girl I always wanted to be a doctor. I even went to medical school, for a bit.”

      “What sort of doctor?”

      “Paediatric, I love kids.”

      “Nice, why didn’t you?”

      “Got offered a shit-ton of money to be a model. And then a singer. So I did that instead.”

      I nodded understanding, she was far too glamorous to be a doctor. Some lesser mortals would be thinking what Sharon looked like in a nurses outfit. Not me though. Definitely not me. ‘For God’s sake Norton, you are such a misogynistic sexist pig!’ I reprimanded myself. I couldn’t help it, it was my brain, not me.

      “And now I sing on stage every-night for gangsters. Funny how life works out isn't it?”

      Vincent came back and we finished our game of Monopoly with Vincent throwing the game across the room. We assured him after he apologised profusely, that this was how most games of Monopoly ended. “I don’t know what came over me,” he said over and over. Shortly after that Sharon left, giving me a big hug and a thanks for the chat.

      I was left to listen to Vincent’s awful singing from his office and to doze in and out of consciousness. The sleeping potion working it’s magic.

      

      I woke a few hours later, to a hell of a shock. The dream I had been having, about Monopoly, I think, shattered instantly as a familiar-ish face was staring down at me.

      “Norton?” she said. “Is that you Norton?”

      “I think so,” I said peering closer through the darkness to see a tall, slim sultry figure of Clarice. “Good god,” I said.

      She was wrapped up in a large brown robes, pulled tight across her. Her curly locks of hair fell disorganised about her shoulders. She looked very different without makeup on too.

      “Don’t tell me you’ve only just recovered?” I said.

      She gave a grave nod. “Yes.” She came closer into the light of my gas lamp. Her eyes had big black circles underneath and she looked like she had lost a lot of weight. Weight that she needed. “Well, I left it too long didn’t I? You were rushed in here straight away. While I spent many a sleepless night, with Vincent’s hand drawing the poison out of me. It was not a pleasant experience, nor one I care to repeat.”

      I suddenly thought, I hope I was not here as long as Clarice, or I would be missing work. I hope someone had told them that I wouldn’t be in. I suddenly wondered what excuse I could use: I was bitten by a vampire - that wouldn't work.

      “Right, come you!” called Vincent. “Putting a large arm around Clarice and guiding her to the door. Let’s get you home.”

      “I told you,” she said. “I am not going back there. That life is over for me. I want a hotel for a few nights so I can sort my life out. Then, I am going travelling.” I gave a short smile, she saw. “I’ve had plenty of time to think and re-evaluate my life and I decided that I am not getting any younger, so I’m going to travel the world.”

      “Good plan,” I grinned. Genuinely pleased for her.

      “I will escort you to your hotel,” said Vincent. “You were more than generous with your payments.”

      With that Clarice gave me a short smile, before the door was snapped shut. A brief glimpse of the darkness, rainy outside and a breath of fresh air.

      

      It was strange seeing Felix’s face on the front page of the newspaper. Mind you it looked like an old picture. At first, it didn’t really register in my drugged up state. But when Sharon held up The Daily Mail to the light, there was Felix’s face plastered to the entire front page. The words ‘Occult Killer’ written in big, bold font.

      The shock of seeing this went through a couple of phases, at first I didn’t see it. Then, I couldn’t believe it, thinking perhaps Sharon had done this as a practical joke or something. I grabbed the paper with surprising nimbleness and stared at the front page. It looked like some sort of mug shot that Felix had had done a number of years ago, he looked… different to the Felix I knew. In this photo he was dark eyed, and criminal looking, with a black smile and dangerous edge. Mind you most mug shots looked like that.

      “He’s no longer anonymous,” said Sharon.

      I tried to swing my legs out of the bed. “He needs me,” I said. But Vincent was over in a flash, and shuffled me back into the bed.

      “He can help himself.”

      I relented, taking great breaths at this hard work. “How did this happen?” I said.

      Sharon shrugged, shaking her head softly. “It must be the police. They must need results.”

      I started reading the newspaper in an eager, horrified haste.

      Alleged wizard and vagrant con-man, Felix Freeman is now Number 1 on the MET’s wanted list. Felix Freeman is suspected of the murders of four people, after his DNA was found at the site of the three murder victims. Police have been coy about the details, but Freeman (31) was added to the most wanted list database last night after a breakthrough in the case against him, led by the new Occult taskforce of the MET’s police team, Alister Bundy.

      “Freeman poses as a wizard,” says Alister. “Saying that he will work to find things for people. But this is just a trick. All he is after is access to the home and vulnerable people who he can then rob and kill in brutal ways. It is a most cowardly crime.”

      The public is warned to stay away, Freeman is armed and extremely dangerous.

      Alister and his brave police team, say that he is confident of catching Freeman and bringing him to justice.The taskforce has been generously backed by the MET’s Crime Commissioner Mike Gamble, who has had a specialist unit built on the old site,  that blew up three months ago due to  a suspected gas leak. The new building, New Paddington Green, boasts state of the art technology, but the rest is secret.

      No further information  has been given on the matter, but Police have told us they expect the operation to catch Freeman will be completed within 24 hours and urge the public to call them if they see anything suspicious.

      

      My head was spinning. Four murders? I could think of three that he was being blamed for, but not Four. I put the paper down and looked at Sharon. My face must have been full of incredulity, because she nodded slowly. I read the piece again, and again and each time my face fell a little further.

      “He’s being set up.” I said after reading it a fourth time.

      Sharon sighed. “It certainly looks that way.”

      I lay back in the bed as Vincent fussed about with my bedsheets. “He will be okay,” he said flouncing across to the other side. “He has to be. He’s got your bills to pay for. Otherwise, he will have me after him as well.”

      “It’s not just that,” said Sharon picking the paper off me and flicking through. “There’s this as well…”

      She opened the page to another revelation. Pointing to a tiny article in the middle of the page with a little photograph of a tall, black obelisk. “What the hell?” I said, pulling it closer to read.

      Two more parts of the Tate’s art exhibition were finished  last night as two more large black obelisks in the centre of London were erected. They join one that was erected in Paternoster Square three months ago. The two new ones were erected in the middle of the night.

      I put the paper down in disgust. “It doesn’t even say where they were erected. They’re covering it up. Felix was the one who told Karen to tell them that. This is ridiculous.” I blustered, unable to get it all out. “Have you spoken to Felix about this?”

      Sharon’s blue eyes dulled a little, she had a good poker face from years of hanging out with gangsters, but I could tell when someone was trying to hide something from me. “Well…” she said. “Not quite, I haven’t seen him.”

      “He’s just in hiding,” Vincent called from his office. “I’ve known him years; he has places he goes to hide out. Never you worry.”

      I couldn’t tell if Vincent was telling us this because it was true, or just to make us feel better. That was his job after all.

      “Art exhibitions indeed,” I chuckled. “Edward is doing something… he’s getting ready to do something bad.”

      Sharon left shortly afterwards, leaving me to scour the newspaper she left with added intensity, seeing if I could find any more tit-bits that would provide a piece of the puzzle.

      Not only did I have this to think about, but also something far more troubling. I was trying to stay awake as much as humanly possibly, something which I knew was pointless. Because every time I fell asleep, I would awaken in… the place.

      It came to the point where I wanted to tell Vincent, perhaps he could help do something? But, the words would not come out of my mouth. It was as if there was a block in my brain that didn’t allow for those words to be spoken. It was fucking frustrating.

      I am telling you now, and it makes my bones quiver. The place was anything but nice and as far from the wonderful dreamlands I would go to as it was possible to get. Several times now I had awoken inside the place. Always in a different area. The last time I woke, I found myself sitting in a tall, dead tree. Looking down a hillside. The sky was grey and dark, the hillside muddy and wet, grass was just about the only life form I could make out for miles around. The trees were dead looking, but seemingly it felt to me as if it was being kept alive magically. It’s hard to describe to you what this place felt like. One part of my mind thought this place had to be a dream, for there was something about it that didn’t quite lend itself to full reality. The sky didn’t seem to move the same way. The colour wasn’t as vibrant. Nothing seemed ‘alive’ in the same way. It felt as real to me as a drunk memory.

      Every time I awoke in this place, I would see the dark shape of the black hooded man. If indeed it was a man. Each time I found myself in the place, the man would be closer and closer. Until the most recent time when he was only about  300 feet away. At the bottom of the hillside he trod his way through the bog and up the slippy hillside. And then, he looked at me in the tree, and I saw his face… it was smooth and pale. But it still had that horrible monstrous side to it. The one that he had shown me in the reflections of the car and Mrs Pemberton’s mirror. This version of himself was far more… normal, his face was like fine white bone china, his eyes were unlike anything I can describe, it felt simultaneously like being looked at by an interested powerful animal and an infinitely intelligent alien.

      I suppose, to me, he was both of those things.

      I felt myself falling backwards from the tree, as the man reached out a hand. I fell quickly and awoke with a start as I slammed back into my bed.

      “What’s going on?” said Vincent.

      This outside confirmation of Vincent asking me what was happening, hearing me slam back into my bed, only confirmed my fears that what was happening was real, terrifyingly horrible and worse than anything else put together. Because I couldn’t explain it, I didn’t understand it, nor could I tell anyone about it.

      I am not an idiot, I had an inkling what the place was and who the man was. But at the time, I didn’t want to admit this, as to confirm it as reality. The place was the NetherWorld and that man was Jack Found, a.k.a Ferluci, the impossibly powerful half-Faerie, half-human. And for some horrifying reason, he was showing great interest in me.

      

      After a few hours of attempting to not to go to sleep and hearing  the soft snores from Vincent’s office. I dozed in and out of consciousness. It must have been around 3am, when I was dozing, I suddenly heard a soft sniffing sound near my face. My eyes opened gently, I felt the door wide open and a breeze blowing inside. Then, out in front of me leered a face. With long fangs, pale face like snow and red glowing eyes, a vampire was looming over me!

      And not just any vampire, the vampire that bit me!

      “AHHH!” I screamed as the vampire’s eyes widened. I was about to be killed… the vampire bared its teeth and descended upon me as everything went black.
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      “You scared the shit out of me you fat prick,” I tried to shout, but my voice was hoarse from days of nonuse.

      “I’m sorry,” said Eric, head bowed in sorrow—which looked a familiar refrain for him. As if he was continually sorry for his mere presence. “I didn’t mean to scare you,” he said sitting on the bed next to me and staring at his feet.

      Vincent stirred in his office, but didn’t rise.

      “I thought you’d come to finish me off,” I said jovially, trying to inject some humour for I didn’t know how this vampire would react—perhaps he would get scared and bite me anyway, like a cornered animal. His nostrils were flaring like a hyena as it caught the scent of nearby prey. I got ready to call for Vincent, just in case this… thing tried to do anything.

      “You shouldn’t be here,” I mumbled eyes flickering to a bed where Clarice had spent most of her last few weeks. My heart was still beating forcefully in my chest. Hammering hard against my rib cage. A swirling mixture of anger, disgust, fright and curiosity curdled in my stomach. “What do you want?”

      He shifted. He looked uncomfortable in his own skin, like a teenager. He was self conscious, unaware of where his arms should rest. He settled for having one across his round protruding stomach, and another hanging limp by his side. If you asked me to describe a vampire as I would know them—this wouldn’t be it. He was pale, yes, but that’s where the stereotype finished. He was fat, perhaps ten stone overweight with a huge, rounded stomach poking out underneath an oversized t-shirt with PINK FLOYD written on it. His hair was short, dark, limp and falling out. The skin on his face was patchy and pock marked with red blotches (not blood). Overall, if he wasn’t part of the undead already, I’d say he was thoroughly unhealthy. He also struck me as a thoroughly depressing individual. And if I wasn’t so fucking angry with him for nearly killing me, I would have probably felt sorry for him.

      “I came to er… apologise,” he said finally. “Not for scaring you just now. But for, you know, biting you.”

      “And nearly killing me you mean?”

      He nodded.

      “Putting me through a hell of pain.”

      I shook my head. More at myself than anything. I couldn’t believe I was softening to him. I mean, he had made the effort to come and apologise in person, which was nice, but he did nearly kill me. What was wrong with me? I should be telling him where to go. Punching him in the face. Kicking him out.

      Eric scratched his flakey forehead. “I never wanted to be like this,” he said. “You think I choose to be a…” he swallowed. “Vampire?” he shook his head. “Of course I didn’t! I can’t stand it!”

      He hit himself on the head repeatedly with the flat hard of his hand.

      “Oi, stop that…” I said.

      “What does it matter? I’m dead anyway.”

      I suppose he had a point.

      Eric sniffed. “I need help. I need to find a way out.”

      I was about to say he was asking the wrong person, my knowledge of vampires and possible ways out of being a vampire was limited. If a wooden stake wouldn’t do the trick then I had no idea.

      “I used to be normal, like you,” he said. “I had a house in Wood Green, lived with my mother—it was a nice place to live. Quiet, you know. And I never really had any friends, it was just me and her.”

      That made sense.

      “And then, one day… on my thirty-sixth birthday, she died. I remember getting up and she wasn’t up. This wasn’t normal, she was always up at the crack of dawn. So I made a cup of tea and took it up to her. As I was about to knock on the door, I had this strange feeling wash over me. It was as if I just knew what I was about to find. When I pushed the door open. She was lying there, still. Dead.”

      He touched his eyes. “And I didn’t know what to do. I suppose without her I kind of let myself go a bit.”

      I was curious. “And how did you become a vampire?”

      Eric sniffed, a wry smile crept into the corner of his mouth. “Well, I decided, one day, about a year after mother died that I needed to change. I needed to leave the house. I needed to get healthy. I needed to do things. I needed to be someone and change myself for the better. So, I took up cookery classes. And I went to the gym. And I started going to rock concerts. On my own. I was trying to meet people, you know, make friends. But… I’m not very good at that, as you can tell, I’m just one of life’s loners I suppose. My social skills are not great. But I was trying. Anyway, I was at this one gig watching Metal Mickey, they’re a heavy metal band—and I was all dressed up. I had a bit to drink, you know to get into the spirit of it. And, I just sort of got into this small crowd of guys who also loved Metal Mickey and we got talking. They were all dressed up with the leathers and the chains and the painted white faces. Anyway, they asked me to join them afterwards at their place for a small party and to talk about Metal Mickey. Of course, I went along thinking I had finally made some friends! We never made it to their place. We walked back through this alleyway and I noticed they were acting sort of weird. Sly glances at one another, and their teeth… well I didn’t notice, I mean I thought it was makeup or dressing up and I also had no idea about… vampires. Anyway, I was just happy to have made friends. When we took this shortcut through the alleyway, the girl Jasmin took my hand and pushed me against the wall, she said she fancied me. I was shocked, but happy you know. She was very good looking. The others guys sort of stood and watched as she kissed me. Then…” Eric shuddered. “She moved down to my neck and bit. I don’t remember much after that. But I woke up in that alleyway come daylight feeling awful and with several bites in my neck. I climbed into the wheelie bin, instinctually getting out of the sun and I stayed there for I don’t know how long. But when I got out… well, I liked blood.”

      And then, he started to cry. He put his hands to his face but the tears still fell beneath them.

      I sighed, reached across and gave him a gentle pat. After 30 seconds of gentle sobbing, he regained his composure. “I didn’t mean to hurt anyone. I never meant for any of this. It was not intentional. You have to believe me.”

      I paused as his big watery eyes fell on me, pleading for understanding. I gave a curt nod.

      “I’ll do anything,” he said. “Anything to stop it. To…” he gave a big sigh. “To die.”

      He needed help. And what sort of a person would I be if I didn’t at least try? He seemed completely genuine to me. Even when we had been accosted by the vampires in the park, he seemed reluctant to do anything that would harm us. Apart from biting me that is.

      “How did you start hanging around with those other vampires?”

      He gave a short chuckle. “They found me. Came looking for me actually. Had orders to stop me from randomly biting people. They knew it was a new vampire for all the tell-tale signs were there. But they can’t go letting someone like me give away their existence. So they, under orders, took me under their wing and introduced me to their kind.” He gave an uncontrollable shiver, before muttering. “Which I wouldn’t wish upon anyone.”

      I touched my shoulder where Eric had bitten me. “What do you need?”

      “I need help. I… tried to get your attention, when I sent you my book. The others weren’t happy about that when they found out. Made me delete it. The copy that you have is the only copy.”

      My head was spinning as my memory reeled back. This was the author of that awful book about the vampire. He had sent to my publishing house? “But, but…” I struggled with what to ask first.

      “Why send it to me?”

      Eric shrugged. “I was all out of ideas and options. I knew you were Felix’s best friend. You might have told him. He might have come to help me.”

      “Wait a minute, that story… wasn’t fictional was it?”

      “No!” he said genuinely offended. “It was my autobiography!”

      I thought that was just a plot device—how was I supposed to know that it wasn’t fictional? I had no idea vampires actually existed until one bit me.

      “It’s not the best written book in the world—I was slightly distracted. I thought that Felix might have helped me if you showed it to him. I just want to be normal again.”

      I bit my lip. “I’m just not sure how Felix will react to you if I ask him to help you. But I can try.” I was being honest. I had no idea how Felix would react to anything, he was so unpredictable. Let alone to a vampire who had caused him so much trouble, with the bitings around London being blamed on him.

      “When will you be out of here?” said Eric.

      “Tomorrow, I think.”

      He stood and put his hands in his pockets. “If you can speak to him, I will be so grateful. And… if he can help me, then I will do something for him in return.”

      Vincent stirred in his office and was looking like he was about to get up. Eric, with I assume his heightened senses, noticed this and rushed on.

      “Meet me tomorrow evening, 8pm, downstairs at the Sanctuary. I have information that will help him. Tell him that.”

      “And if I can’t get him to come?” This was a distinct possibility, as mentioned earlier—the wizards unpredictability.

      “Make sure you get him to meet me… it’s very important. He’s the only one who can stop him. And we’re the only ones who can help.”

      As Vincent rose, stretching and opening the office door. I looked back. Eric, the fat vampire was gone. Vanishing through the open door as quickly and quietly as a shadow. Vincent closed the front door with a frown and peered at me.

      “You okay?” he said yawning. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”
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      I stood waiting outside the door to the Healers, in the dank alleyway. Vincent stood waiting with me, pleasant as ever. I still felt weak, and squinted as the morning sun crept through the clouds. I was wrapped up in my normal clothes again, which felt scratchy, uncomfortable and not warm enough. But it was good to breath fresh-ish (for this was London after all) air.

      There was a clap and a bang from an exhaust as an old Mini Cooper turned too quickly around the corner into the alleyway. Felix, clearly visible in the driving seat, swerved into the wall with a BANG, sending a plume of yellow dust into the air, before straightening it up and skidding to a halt in front of me. The passenger door swung opened.

      “If you think I am getting in that with you driving—”

      “You’ve no effort to fight back.”

      I stared at it. Firstly, I didn’t trust his driving, as was demonstrated a moment ago when he just took three bricks off the corner wall. Secondly, it was a vintage 1970’s Mini Cooper with more rust on it than a sunken warship. And more dents and scratches than a banger racing car.

      “Anyway, I have things to tell you.” He said, his face serious for a moment. This piqued my interest. I climbed in. The smell of petrol fumes and dirt filled my sensitive nostrils. I’d have preferred it if he had driven my car here.

      Vincent bent down and peered inside the, what I suppose you could once described as a car, and smiled.

      “There’s just the small matter of the bill,” he said.

      “Sure,” said Felix. “I will swing by and pay you later.”

      Without giving Vincent much to say on this matter, Felix floored it. The wheels span and screeched on the wet surface of the road as, instead or turning around like an ordinary person, he span it round like he was a Formula One racing driver and floored it out of the alleyway.

      There were no seat belts. I held on for dear life.

      “So, what’s the news?” I said trying to distract myself.

      “Here,” he said passing me a bundle of paper. “I wrote it last night. It’s about everything that happened the last few days. You can put it in your book. Seeing as you weren’t there.”

      I frowned at the mass of cheap notepaper, badly written, in a thick black marker pen and big block capitals.

      

      While Norton was resting up letting the vampire bite-antidote leave his system. I was in trouble. I knew Norton would be alright so I went home. I was pissed in both senses of the term. But being pissed can be good for the brain—it lets thoughts in you wouldn’t normally think. However, the next morning I woke up, hanging—that means hangover in English, for all you Americans, seeing as Sharon didn’t know what I was talking about when I said it once—

      there was a big knock at the door, no one answered. I didn’t know what time it was or nothing.

      Before I knew it, ten policemen were hauling me downstairs, and I was barely dressed! Half asleep they dragged me into a van. It was not like their usual vans, it was special. New. Different. It was all white inside. I noticed the amount of police they sent to get me. Some of them were armed. They got me at the crack of dawn for the sun was just coming up. They closed the doors inside the van, while three of them patted me down. That’s when I realised that escape was not a viable option—I didn’t have my wand. Shit.

      Then, they stepped outside and shut me in. For a moment, I thought the engine was starting, but it wasn’t. It was something inside the van, buzzing, then my hands flew behind me back. The shits. It was a magic van? This was Alister’s doing. God knows how. The binding spell was tight, kept me hands hard behind me back. Then, I started to float on my back in mid-air. A glass box formed itself around me. There was no escape. The engine started and off we went...

      When we got to New Paddington Green, they took me down three levels below the station. They had been busy with re-building. Five armed guards escorted me through this posh, clinical bright white hallway. At the end was a glass fronted cell, like the one on James Bond Skyfall, where they keep Javier Bardem’s character in—it looked like that. They chucked me inside, the glass door sealed (a Claudo spell combined with the, what looked like glass, but was actually finely polished quartz crystal, which was very good for using in magic and spells). The cell had white leather, padded walls, floor to ceiling, like a mental hospital.

      “FUCK!” I screamed but it was dampened by all the padding.

      This was a specially designed cell. Just for wizards. Just for me. Alister had designed it—with his new job in the Police’s Occult Task Force. He had done me up like a kipper (in American that means he had well and truly fucked me. He won).

      They all came and stared at me while I slept in the corner. Alister showing off his new magical toys. This was fucking inhumane and he knew it. Okay, so a normal cell wouldn’t be able to hold me. Not for long anyway. But this was ridiculous. The guy was a snake and a sell out to his own race. And I swore revenge on that slimy mother fucker.

      After a few hours it was questioning time.

      They took me to another room, this time the same kind of thing—another glass box, but one side was all mirror. Which I presume was a two way mirror, for enough nosy pricks to stare at me and watch. There was a table, chairs, tape recorder. I felt like a specimen. A dirty little grub. I was wound up and ready to let off some serious lightning sparks. Hopefully, straight at Alisters face.

      He sat facing me. He looked so fucking pleased with himself. Sat next to him was a pretty young police officer. Clearly he had chosen her for her looks, little more. She pretended to look brave, but I could see she was shitting her pants. Especially facing a celebrity like me. I gave her a cheeky wink. Her cheeks flushed a little red. She tried to hide it.

      I could sense two people standing behind the two way glass. “Hi Karen, hi Bob,” I waved as sarcastic as I could. “Right where’s my solicitor sleaze ball?”

      Alister grinned. “Unfortunately, you don’t get one.”

      “What?” the fucker was diddling me out of my rights! I was about to go mental.

      “Well, your sister declined to represent you.”

      I sighed. Bitch.

      “Not that you be allowed a solicitor anyway. Technically you are not a citizen of the United Kingdom. You are an illegal alien with no passport or documentation. You are also being held under the Occult Terrorism Charges 2018.”

      I leaned back. “This is bullshit, you’re just making shit up as you go along, to incarcerate me.”

      There was a bit of back and forth. It just pissed me off that he was so smug. I couldn’t believe that they had built all this for him. That was my job first! And now I was being fucking held inside it as a criminal.

      Alister slid me four photographs, all three were my clients, murdered. Mrs Pemberton, Marjory Maslow, Steve Singh and Barrie Parker. The poor fuckers.

      Alister’s grinned. “We can place you at the scene of each of these murders by magic, contravening both magical and common law and, if convicted will see you locked up in Broadspan Bay for…” he tapped on each picture. “20 years, 40 years, 60 years, 80 years…”

      “You really are a fucker.”

      “Not only that, but they were also cursed. So add another 100 years onto that. Do you have anything to say?”

      “Yes, I didn’t do it.”

      “Your DNA was found at the scene.”

      I tutted. “Course it was, they were my clients.”

      Alister was holding back his glee. “But your DNA was the only DNA we found.”

      I sniffed. That must have been bullshit. How could only my DNA be there? What about family members, friends, heck—even Nortons seeing as he had joined me? It was all a set up and I knew who.

      He slid some more pictures at me. Close ups. Showing the mark of the bounty on them. The ram’s eye right in the middle of their forehead, over where their third-eye would be.

      It made me feel a bit sick seeing my clients dead like that. It was my fault they were dead.

      “This,” said Alister standing up, like the prick he was, and announcing to those watching on, “is the mark of the bounty. These markings show that these people were cursed. The very worst things a wizard can do. Now, there’s only two reasons a wizard will curse someone, especially defenceless people like these. Firstly, to stop them speaking even after death. We can usually contact the dead for a short period after their passing and ask them what happened. If cursed, that cannot happen. It is said that the soul, when cursed, is retained by the wizard and can be used in certain magical practices for enhanced magical abilities. It’s pure and utter black magic. Now, ladies and gentlemen, I present you the fact that Felix has openly used black magic, no less than 3 months ago, to blow up this very building. A demon, by the name of Zagagowski was summoned to break him out. So, he has form in this area.”

      Alister was enjoying himself. I sat seething.

      “My first suspect would of course have been Edward Rappaport, convicted of black magic recently. However, as we well know, Edward was sent to Broadspan Bay. He has since escaped, however, he was incarcerated at the time of these murders. So what say you Felix Freeman?”

      I sat back on the plastic chair and thought about it for a bit. I tried to look cool in front of the hot girl. “It was Edward.” I said.

      Alister couldn’t believe his luck, sniggering as he came to sit. “That’s what I like about you Felix, you’ve let magic warp your mind.”

      “It was Edward. He has help. He made a deal with a…” I paused, feeling a bit uncomfortable.

      “Go on,” said Alister.

      “He made a deal with a Fae—”

      The shit started laughing.

      “He did!” I screamed as Alister continued to laugh. “A Fae, by the name of Jack Found, aka Ferluci. He’s half-Fae actually.”

      “Tell them what a Fae is,” said Alister signalling to the mirror.

      I rolled my head. This wouldn’t go down well. “A Fae is a Faerie, they’re humanoid like us, but are an older race. They want and seek to destroy the human and wizarding races.”

      “So this Ferluci, as he calls himself… made a deal with Edward, and then proceeded to murder all your clients leaving no DNA.”

      “Faeries don’t leave DNA as you well know Alister. Don’t forget, he also broke Edward out of Broadspan Bay.”

      A flicker of uncertainty broke across Alister face. Gothca.

      “Now, unless you tell me a motive and some witnesses reports, I think our cute little chat is over, don’t you?” I said glaring at the two way mirror.

      An hour later, they let me go. I could hear Alister screaming at Karen from the end of the corridor. Haha, twat.

      

      “Jesus Christ Felix.” I said as he swerved through a red light.

      “It’s alright Norton, just call me Felix.” He sniggered at his joke as I tucked the papers into an inside coat.

      “Why are you driving like a nutter?”

      Felix skipped three lanes and sped past a bus. “Because we don’t have long. Not long at all Norton. We need to go and see someone who can help us. It’s time to call in favours, otherwise you and I will die in prison.”
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      “Who are we going to see?” I said, head swimming with possibilities. Just at that moment, he swerved round a bend nearly colliding with a double decker bus! “You bloody idiot!” I cried hanging on for dear life as the wizard drove like a maniac.

      “You’ll see when we get there.”

      “Get where?”

      “The car pound.” He said, eyes fixed like a fox on the road ahead.

      My eyes narrowed. “What do you mean the car pound?”

      “Oh don’t you know?” he said changing down a gear. “Your car got clamped and taken to the pound.”

      I was about to let out a torrent of swear words and abuse, the seizure of my car filling me with acidic vitriol for whoever was responsible. “How?” I managed.

      The wizard shrugged, I sensed guilt. “Someone must have parked it somewhere they shouldn’t have.”

      “Please explain…” I said through gritted teeth.

      “I don’t know,” he cowered. “This is London Norton, people in London are mental, they do stupid things.”

      “Yeah they do,” I said, letting out my anger by punching him hard in the arm. “You stupid prick.”

      “Oi!” he said drawing his wand. “Careful.”

      I bit my lip and turned away. Scowling as we passed under Blackwall Tunnel. “Why did you have to borrow my car? Why couldn’t you have parked it sensibly. Or at least do some magic on it, like there clearly is on this. You could have made it invisible to traffic wardens or something? Why does everything you do have to make my life harder?”

      He stayed silent for a moment. I couldn’t even look at him. Some friend.

      I suppose it touched a nerve, perhaps some built up frustration that I already had with him. That car felt special to me, in a strange way, I worked really hard at the job I hated to save up enough money to buy it. My first car.

      I was right to feel aggrieved. All he did was bring me problems.

      “Do you want me to drive you to the car pound or not?” he said shaking his head, as if this was the biggest favour in the world.

      “Also,” I muttered, touching my neck. “I’m feeling fine. Thank you for asking.”
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      “£600?!” I cried.

      It was the most horrible place I had ever been to. I stood in a small static mobile van with barely enough room to hold the longest line of angry, queuing, pissed-off people. A glass perspex screen stood between myself and an unamused high-vis jacketed, sullen individual with possibly one the hardest jobs in the world. He looked like he had become hardened to the job. Or maybe they had employed him because he had no empathy. He was old and asian, with a thick white beard and a dirty bobble hat. I remember thinking that if he was a tramp, I wouldn’t have looked twice. Also, there was only this one man, and I had been waiting at least an hour already. There were three other windows, that looked like they usually had other non-empathetic people behind them, but not today. Perhaps they were doing it on purpose just to get you really annoyed?

      The line of people behind stretched out the door, and huffed and puffed so audibly I felt every sinew inside me grow embarrassed, uptight and nervous. The man behind the screen shrugged.

      “Can you tell me why it’s £600?”

      “The breakdown of costs is this…” he said in broken english. “£125 for each day its here. Plus £100 charge for towing. It’s been here 4 days.”

      I turned to the wizard, who was standing in the courtyard, playing on his phone. Cursing the sod. How had he not done something about it sooner? I stood for a few seconds contemplating what to do. I didn’t have £600 in my bank account. I didn’t have £60 in my bank account.

      “And if I can’t afford it?”

      “We will crush it,” he said. There was nothing behind his eyes. I wondered if he was a robot.

      Anger rose up inside me. Suddenly the long line of people mattered very little to me. I wanted nothing more than to punch this man in the face. But for want of being called a racist, or the fact that there was a huge screen in the way, most likely to stop people doing that very thing, I swore loudly at him a few times and stormed out.

      Three or four big, burly men in high-vis jackets made themselves visible to me, standing at the entrance to the mobile hut. This made me even more angry, they could have stepped in and served, but no they were too busy drinking tea and laughing.

      “Right Felix,” I called, storming over to him. “Do magic. Get my car out of here. I’m not paying.”

      Felix grinned. “I thought you’d never ask.” He said pulling his wand out of his pocket and marching around the very large car pound, which was, as you would imagine full to the brim with cars.

      “Why didn’t you do something about it when you realise it had been clamped and taken away?” I said.

      “I didn’t realise. I was busy.”

      I shook my head, annoyed by his answer, but needing to keep him sweet so he could do magic. “Why didn’t you offer to do magic to get my car out of here originally?” I said.

      He sniggered. “Norton, you know as well as I do, that would have crapped yourself if I suggested it. You like doing everything the right way.” He said this as if was a bad thing.

      Hmm. He was right though. “That was before they wanted £600.” I despised any kind of crooked-goings-on, in my eyes this blurring the lines of lawfulness, therefore I felt fully justified in my actions. Pay £600 or we crush your car. Fuck you. Not only that, I reasoned, but I was basically a criminal now anyway. Why not add something else to the list.

      “Could you,” I said in my best voice. “Possibly do some magic on it to make it undetectable and stuff?”

      “And stuff?” said Felix with a grin. “Please go on…”

      “Well, so that we don’t get seen while driving around and stuff.”

      “We’ll see.”

      We’ll see? Who did he think he was? My Dad?

      After ten minutes of searching and having to duck behind a Ford Mondeo to avoid detection from a big heavy man, we found my car. My poor silver Honda left here for four days all neglected. “Keys?” I said to Felix ducking down behind the drivers door. He chucked my key and I unlocked it manually. “Okay, so can you… do some magic to remove that?” I said, pointing at the two large clamps on the front wheels.

      Felix, making the most of it, rubbed his hands together, gave a cursory glance around the car pound and aimed his wand at the passenger side wheel. BANG! A jet of red lightning collided with the metal, sending a plume of orange sparks twenty feet into the air. This had now fully alerted the security staff.

      “Whoops,” Felix mouthed, glaring at his wand as if that was the culprit.

      “Quick!” I cried at him, as four big fluorescent men came sprinting towards us. Felix saw them, then rolled along my bonnet like he was in a police shootout, before doing the exact same spell at the other wheel clamp. The yellow clamp fell apart in two pieces as if cut apart by a laser.

      “Oi! STOP!” a deep voice shouted.

      “Get in!” I screamed, pushing Felix towards the passenger seat. But he couldn’t resist, he walked casually around the car, and gave the security guards two fingers.

      “Floor it!” He cried, loving every minute.

      The engine roared to life, as I put my floor firmly on the accelerator, dirt and gravel exploded behind us as the wheels got to grips with the uneven surface. Then we burst forwards. Felix wound the window down, aimed his wand at one of the men, who all at once, tripped up and went skidding face first into the gravel.

      Felix, suddenly realising he had left his car inside the pound, leaned his head out the window and gave an ear splitting whistle. His battered old Mini jumped to life, and, driving itself, drove after us!

      “It drives itself!” I cried with delight. “It’s just like Herbie!”

      “Who?” said Felix oblivious.

      We burst through the metal fence, Herbie following close behind and skidded round the bend out of the car pound. The surrounding roads were industrial and sparse, with only a collection of residential houses on one side and the car pound the other. Still, as I sped the car away anticipating a car chase.

      But then, I nearly had a heart attack when all of a sudden, in the middle of the road, out of thin air, appeared a man. He was 6 feet tall, with a long white beard which billowed in the wind with long flowing gowns. It was Arthur Isambard Orion, and I was about to kill him.

      

      “EEEEEEEK!” the brakes screeched, throwing Felix and I (un-seat-belted) firmly into the windscreen. The car stopped a mere few inches from Arthur. So close in fact, that I could see the brown spots on his blue eyes, the silver clasp around his long white beard and the unamused look of a man who really didn’t have time for this. I heard Herbie screech and swerve behind us, coming to a stop beside my car. White smoke and an acrid burning smell now filled the air. Felix dislodged himself from the dashboard, and got out. I killed the engine and did the same.

      “Arthur,” he said straightening up. “When you said we would meet again soon, I didn’t think it would be in the middle of the road and without warning.”

      Arthur didn’t say anything, eyeing my car suspiciously. I glanced at the nearby houses and wondered what they would think seeing a man dressed in such a way and if they did, if they’d ever guess that he was in fact a real-wizard. Mind you, he looked so much like Dumbledore, or Gandalf from Harry Potter and Lord of the Rings respectively, that the thought crossed my mind that the authors hadn’t been influenced by Arthur himself and when they had met him.

      There was some shouting from the security guards inside the pound

      “Keeping a low profile, as ever.” Arthur said, eyes resting on Felix who looked scolded. Arthur raised a hand lazily towards the entrance to the pound. The retracting metal gate, closed all at once and became seemingly immobile. Locking the security guards and everyone else inside.

      “Thanks,” I said.

      Arthur showed that he cared little that he was stood on a shitty street of a shitty neighbourhood in London, dressed in full wizarding regalia without a care in the world—mind you that wasn’t strictly true, he seemed to care a lot about Felix and had taken him aside with a hand upon his shoulder and they were locked in an intensive chat. I sat on the car bonnet, close enough to hear, but far enough away so as to be polite. The scene of Arthur with his hand on Felix’s shoulder and Felix with his head bowed reminded firmly of a wizard and his mentor, the sorcerer and his apprentice, the student and the teacher—Felix was clearly in awe of the man and listened attentively to everything Arthur was saying.

      “… I’m still formulating a plan,” Felix said uncertainly, answering the question. Arthur narrowed his eyes, this clearly was not good enough. “I am being framed!” Felix cried. “You know it, I know it. Proving it is the hardest part.”

      “The Magic Council are pretty certain about wanting the ring back.”

      “Oh!” Felix cried. “Everyone wants the ring!”

      Arthur sighed and changed tack. “He is amassing power too quickly, with the help of Jack.”

      “Who is?” I said interjecting.

      Arthur stroked his beard. “Edward Rappaport.”

      “So,” I said. “Felix has been telling the truth? About being framed by Edward Rappaport and his Fae accomplice.”

      “More like master than accomplice,” said Arthur before Felix looking mutinous butted in.

      “—What do you mean Felix has been telling the truth? Like that surprises you?”

      I’d clearly touched a nerve. “It’s hard to know with you if you are telling the truth or not.”

      Felix, who clearly had more important things to do, but decided he would take this up with me later, turned back to Arthur. “Jack Found, I can’t get anything on him.”

      “I will try the Akashic Archives,” said Arthur in a hushed tone. “But my fear is that he has cleared anything pertaining to his existence.”

      “He’s bought all and every book about Faeries and Faerie magic!”

      “You know what they are doing? You understand their plan. It’s all for the ring.” Said Arthur, pointing to Felix’s stomach. How did he know? Felix gave a sheepish cough. “You understand their plan, so work backwards and plan that way, like I taught you.”

      “Who is Jack Found?” I said.

      Arthur straightened his lace lapels, which flapped in the soft wind. “Jack Found is the most dangerous individual ever to come into contact with the wizarding kind. He likes to be known as Ferluci. He is the leader of the Eye of Horus, a secret society that has infiltrated every part of human-kind’s existence on planet earth. He runs your corporate media monopoly, the corporate pharmaceuticals, the food supply, water, travel, education and spiritual awakening of human beings, just about anything you can think of. The society is like a pyramid, with him at the top, and the orders are given out to his next in command, all the way down the pyramid—affecting every part of human life.”

      “And he is a…” I struggled with the word for my understanding of it was far different. “Faerie.”

      Arthur nodded. “Yes. They are the most dangerous race ever to co-exist alongside wizarding kind. They are seeking to destroy wizarding kind as we are the last race to stand against them. We are the ones that banished them all those years ago. And they’ve sought revenge ever since. The two races cannot co-exist. They are too evil. They always seek domination. Peace cannot be found.” Arthur touched the middle of his forehead with his finger. “And in Jack Found, they have a perfect specimen. A half-human, half-Faerie. One that can exist in both worlds—one that is not bound by our banishments. He is their trojan horse. And if he is not stopped, he will bring this world and ours burning to the ground. That will be their victory.”

      The fence behind us gave an awful clattering as it came toppling to the ground. The security guards had forced it off the hinges. Arthur, not worried by ten human men in the slightest, was frowning at his pocket watch. Or what looked like a pocket watch. “It’s time to leave…” he said. “Harper and Bland are coming for you. And they have a warrant for your arrest. Get moving.”

      In a spiralling column of white cloud, Arthur disappeared.

      “GET IN!” Felix cried jumping into the passenger seat. “DRIVE!”
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            As the Magic Council Close In

          

        

      

    

    
      In my rather weakened state, I drove, ignoring Felix’s pleas and pressure to skip red lights. We arrived home as it was getting dark. Twilight falling later now it was approaching summer. I parked up, sensibly in an actual car parking spot. Felix, huffing loudly, was already out of the car and going upstairs to the house. As I locked the car, walking gingerly to the house, I could feel a tightness in the air. I half expected two white columns of cloud to descend upon me, and two burly wizards to whisk me off to Broadspan Bay, such was the shit I was in. Mind you, for a moment, it felt good to breath lungfuls of fresh cool air.

      “NORTON!” Felix screamed from the balcony. “Hurry the fudge up!”

      When I got inside, I heard Sharon talking fast from Felix’s room. I went up as quickly as I could, which wasn’t very quick. “He’s been watching me night and day,” I heard her saying as I climbed the stairs. “You know he’s completely paranoid, he’s had people watching me, where I go, what I do. He doesn’t trust me. He doesn’t trust anyone!”

      “What’s going on?” I said, pushing into Felix’s room and collapsing into the chesterfield.

      Sharon looked like she wanted to give me a hug, but the urgency of the situation required her to finish what she was saying. She sighed, as Felix’s impatient face willed her on. “Johnnie, he’s gone… mad.” She said. “He’s been watching me. He must know I’ve been coming here.” Her big blue eyes were wide with fright. She was really scared of Johnnie Reed. After coming face to face with an apparent Fae, bitten by a vampire and a monstrous black-magic wizard, a small time London gangster didn’t really frighten me as much as perhaps it should have.

      “I overheard something…” she said shaking me from my tired daze—I had been in bed for the last 4 days after all. “Reed had a visitor the other day. He didn’t realise I was listening. I saw the man go up the stairs, so I followed and listened in.”

      “Who?” said Felix, rubbing his bloodshot eyes.

      “I saw him on the TV so I knew who he was. The man who is running the magical police thing.”

      Felix’s eyes widened, and he said the name through gritted teeth. “Alister?”

      “Yeah, that’s him.”

      “What did that slimy-sleeze ball want with Reed?”

      Sharon straightened her dress, which looked to be one of her stage dresses, for it was long, red and flowing. She was beautiful. She must have rushed straight from work to come here. “Reed was asking where you were, he’s had people out looking for you.”

      “What does he want this time?” I said.

      “Alister didn’t know where you were, he wanted to know himself. He said he was working on it.”

      Felix rubbed his chin. “Yeah, I bet he is, bet he’s using taxpayers money to invent some magical device that finds out exactly where I am at any given moment. FUDGE!” he cried causing Harry the dog, to disappear back inside the hole in the wall.

      “Also…” said Sharon in a rushed voice. “They were talking, and they seem to think that something is going to happen tomorrow night.”

      “Like what?” I said.

      “I don’t know, they didn’t say. But Alister said that whatever it is, this big event, it’s happening tomorrow night.”

      Felix didn’t answer, he turned away deep in thought and stared out of the skylight window.

      “And they spoke about the ring. Alister said that he thinks the ring is Edward Rappaport's one weakness. And that there are two more rings. And that Edward is using all his time and energy to get after them. That’s why he wants you Felix—because everyone knows you have the first ring. The ring you have is the teleporting ring. But for some reason, Alister thinks that it cannot just be taken, so Edward is working on a plan so that you will willingly give it to him…”

      I saw Felix visibly gulp.

      “And Alister reckons that Edward is building his power up, that’s what the obelisk are.”

      “Well of course,” said Felix as if it was obvious. “The three obelisks are black magic. They are feeding off the souls he has captured. The Mark of the Bounty is the mark of one whose soul had been captured. He can feed off of their souls’ energy. And do magic that most wizards could only dream about.”

      “So he’s capturing their souls to build up his magical energy?” I said nervously.

      “Yes.”

      “Why?” said Sharon.

      “Something big.” Felix shook his head. “And I think I know what.”

      He didn’t say what. Our attention was distracted by the large ornate mirror crackling with energy like an old television showing static.

      I shook my head. “But why is Alister telling Reed all of that?”

      Felix chuckled. “Why do you think?” he said rubbing his fingers together. “For the money of course. How much did Reed offer me? £20k? You can bet your life Alister has accepted it. The snivelling weasel.”

      “I didn’t think Reed trusted him?”

      Sharon shrugged. “What choice did he have, he doesn’t know any other wizards.”

      “I wonder if Karen knows that Alister is moonlighting?” Felix said, staring at the moon through the skylight now visible in the grey sky.

      “This isn’t the time for revenge,” I said. “We have to figure this mess out.”

      The mirror crackled again, causing us all to look at it. The head of Felix’s grandfather Cyril, came into view, slowly fading into the mirror surface. “WARNING!” he called. This caused Felix to jump to attention. I stood up to get a closer look. “Intruder alert!” he called.

      But this warning was too late, far too late.

      Felix’s bedroom door flew off the hinges and smashed to the floor. Five huge men, dressed head to toe in black, stormed into the room. In a matter of seconds, Sharon was whisked off her feet and carried from the room. Two large men turned to Felix before he had merely the chance to draw his wand. I heard the crunch as he fell to the floor. Then, I felt something rock hard smash into my stomach so hard, I felt all the breath leave me. The world turned horizontal as I fell to the floor. All I could see was an unconscious Felix. Sharon’s screams ringing in my ears as the world went black.
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        * * *

      

      Waking up on Felix’s dirty, dusty wooden floor with a mouthful of fluff and dog hairs, was not my idea of a relaxing return to civilian life. For a while I lay completely still, collecting my thoughts. Everything was quiet and still. It was dark outside. My head throbbed. My stomach felt sore. Then the sound of Harry’s small bark crossed my senses. He was sitting in Felix’s lap. I opened my eyes wider. For a moment the world swam uncertainly before me. I squinted closer at the wizard who was sat up, but with his head bowed forwards half-awake.

      “Felix?” I said hoarse. “You okay?”

      He made a movement with his head to signal that he was alive, but in what state I don’t know. His hair looked matted and wet. Harry, looking worried was sniffing Felix and barking. “I’m fine,” he said. He didn’t sound or look fine.

      Very slowly I moved and sat up. The blood rushed to my head, and everything pulsed in front of my eyes. Ergh. I felt sick.

      “What happened?” I said.

      Felix’s head lolled around from side to side. And, looking like he had just drank twenty pints of beer, clambered up onto his bed and made a movement to stand up. “Reed’s men,” he panted.

      I hoisted myself into the chesterfield and lay back, breathing heavily.

      Harry had seemingly caught the scent of something, his attention caught and began darting around the room following his nose. Felix watched, curiously, as he leaned against his bed.

      “You got blood on your head.” I said, noting a drip of red running down past his ear. He wiped it away, before lifting his wand up to his head. It must have done something, for his eyes fluttered.

      “There.”

      Harry persisted in darting about the room after the apparent scent. Felix, curious started to sniff too.

      “You’re not a dog,” I said.

      “No, but I can smell something.”

      “What?” I said becoming worried. My imagination turning to fire, or petrol.

      Felix squinted, got down on the floor and started to smell with Harry. It was a sight. Then, after a few moments, he stood again. “Wet dog.”

      “Why did they take Sharon?” I said ignoring his apparent flippancy.

      “Reed must have found out that she’s coming here.”

      Just then, there was a whooshing noise from outside the front of the house. “What was that?” I said.

      Felix was already charging down the stairs into my room for a better view. I joined him at the window to investigate the noise. “Oh shit.” He mouthed. As two white columns dissipated, leaving two tall men, or rather, wizards. “Harper and Bland.” They had just appeared in the road in front of the house.

      “This is it Norton,” Felix stammered. “If they catch me now, I’m buggered. Both of us will be. He’s framed me good and proper. There’s no way out.” He was panicking, breath short and fast in his chest.

      “Just breath,” I said, one eye on the approaching wizards who had just entered the stairwell. Felix took a few deep breaths. “The only thing we can do is escape.” I said. This was not my first choice, far from it. But, I honestly could not think of another way out. Harper and Bland were not the sort of people you negotiate with.

      “I’m fed up of running,” said Felix. I think the crack to the head had caused all the fight to drip out of him.

      “Come on,” I said racing upstairs. I grabbed his wand, my car keys, and put Harry in the safe space in the wall. Before racing back downstairs. Just as I did, urging Felix to join me, two shapes appeared at the door. Fuck. I turned on the spot, sprinted back to my room and slammed the door.

      Felix looked defeated. I grabbed my duvet, wrestled the sheets together, and started to spin it round. I shoved the wand into his hand. “Turn this into rope!” I called.

      His eyes lit up, he pointed the wand at the sheets, which knotted tightly into a long sturdy line. He magically attached it to the corner of my bed, as I wrenched the window open. Just at that moment, the front door was blasted open with a sickening crunch of plastic and glass. I winced, more money.

      I threw the sheets out of the window and pushed the wizard forcibly through it. “Hurry!” I cried. He did as asked, climbing nimbly down. I raced after him, my palms growing sweaty as I levered myself out of the window, clinging on for dear life as we dangled four stories up. I daren’t look down, I just clung on and quick as I could, slid bit by bit down the makeshift rope. Felix must have magically extended the sheets halfway down, as I jumped gratefully onto concrete, I noticed it being a lot longer than it should have been.

      “Keys!” he shouted at me. I pulled them out of my pocket as we raced to the car, and chucked them at him. Oh christ, the wizard was going to drive my car!

      A ball of fizzing green electricity came scorching into the concrete, kicking up a paving stone not two feet in front of me. I skidded, turned and pelted towards the passenger seat as the engine roared to life. I just had time to see two angry wizards staring from my bedroom window as Felix sped the car, way too fast on the road and into the London night.

      We had just managed to escape by the skin of our teeth.

      “Where are going now?” said Felix.

      I rubbed my throbbing head and noted the time on my car’s clock. 7:50pm. Why did that stick out? Hang on, I had forgotten something mightily important. The vampire, Eric, we were supposed to meet him at 8pm! In all the confusion, I had completely forgotten!

      “The Sanctuary!” I said. “We need to meet someone.”

      “Who?” said Felix perplexed.

      “The one who bit me.”

      I briefly explained how this had happened. Felix was staring at me like I had told him NASA had faked the moon landings. “And you trust this vampire?”

      I sighed. “Right now, there aren’t many people left to trust. We don’t have many options left Felix.”

      He turned back to the road, he knew I was right. “Okay fine,” he said finally. “But if it’s an ambush and we get killed, it’s your fault.”

      “Sure,” I sighed.

      Felix was extra jumpy as he drove, badly, past Canary Wharf towards the Sanctuary in Borough Market.

      “What’s up?” I said finally. This seemed to shake him from his daze.

      He rolled his tongue for a moment before answering. “In the house I could smell… wet dog.” He took a deep breath. “So from that information, there are two options. Number one, Harry or someone else’s dog has got wet and is coming into the house. Number two, and far more likely, I am being pursued by a Werewolf.”

      “Pffft!” I let out uncontrollably, spluttering with laughter. But the wizard turned with stoney faced look. “Seriously?”

      “Yes seriously. Like the vampires said, someone is paying 10,000Bits for my capture, others have caught wind of the bounty—creatures of the night…” he said in a way that made my spine tingle. “…they are trying to sniff me out. Fortunately, there is enough magical protection around the house to stop any werewolves getting on. I think.” He added.

      I insisted Felix park my car properly, but he stormed off towards the pub when I went to put change in the machine. I went after him and he pushed the door to the pub open. We went inside. It was busier than I’d ever seen it. As soon as they saw us, the whole place went stoney quiet. Glares greeted us over pint glasses. It was as if we were the scum of the earth—Felix kept his head low as heads turned away, people he apparently knew turning their backs on him. Even Julie, the bar girl, walked to the other side of the bar and ignored him.

      “Downstairs,” I muttered. Gratefully, Felix led the way around the bar and to the stairs that led down to the toilets.

      Felix stopped stock still, his nostrils flared. “I can smell wet dog again…”
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            The Smell Of Wet Werewolf

          

        

      

    

    
      The stairs down to the cellar were darker than a coal mine. As we descended, I felt a cold breeze blow through me, the temperature noticeably declining with every step. You know the feeling when you just know you’re walking into danger, but it’s too late to turn back? I had that feeling. And my gut feeling was usually right. It was the sort of feeling I had when me and a friend swam out too far into the sea one time, panicked and couldn’t get back to the shore. Or the time I was walking along a dodgy street in East London on the way home a few years ago. I must have took a wrong turn and walked into a dodgy area because there were a gang of men wearing hoods watching me walk towards them—like a fly dancing around a spiders web I continued walking for fear of them seeing me visibly turn and walk the other way. Perhaps I should have, but I didn’t want them to call me a racist or something. Anyway, they took my phone and wallet, before I ran away. I had to beg a taxi to take me home. I think he felt sorry for me because I was crying.

      That same feeling of helplessness washed over me cooler than the freezing gusts of air. Felix on the other hand, simply plodded forwards, oblivious. I couldn’t see very much, but I could hear his feet shuffle off the last step and onto what sounded like, floorboards.

      A blue oblong flame, like you get on a gas stove, lit the end of Felix’s wand as I came to stand just behind him. The blue flame danced a little, before jumping upwards and attaching itself to the ceiling. The flame grew all across the ceiling, until completely covering it and illuminating the room.

      “Is that safe?” I started to say. But as the blue flame gave light to the small room around us; beer barrels, boxes of crisps, bottles of wine and spirits, it also fell upon…

      Felix beat me to it—“Zagakowski!”

      The demon stood nonchalant as ever, inspecting the nails on his transparent hand. “Ahh,” he crooned. “So you remember me?”

      His eyes lifted slowly up at Felix. This time, they didn’t look as human. This time, they made the hairs on my back stand on end. They looked like red fire. But it wasn’t the appearance of them, it was the feeling they gave me. When you look into a person’s eyes, you can feel if they are a good, nice person. Equally when you stare into the eyes of a killer, you get the opposite reaction. Well, seeing the demon’s eyes gave me a glimpse of the place he had come from. And I didn’t like it, not one bit.

      I saw Felix stand a little more rigid, taken by surprise as we had been ambushed by a demon with a vengeance. I thought we were here to see Eric the vampire, but now I was thinking that he had led me into a trap. He had told us to come here and be ambushed by the demon. They were working together. They had to be.

      “What are you doi—”

      Zagakowski chuckled, wiping away some fluff from his brown tweed jacket. “What am I doing here?” he offered. “Well you should know. You are the one that summoned me into this world. You are the one that made a deal with me. You are my master. So… wizard… you tell me.”

      Five pairs of glowing red eyes appeared in the shadows behind Zagakowski. Belonging to five more demons with bodies like floating black ink, darker than the shadows, and eyes ablaze with fire.

      Felix took an instinctive step back, straight into me. I didn’t make a noise, for all the breath had left me due to the shock and fright of being confronted by six rag-tag demons. Felix swallowed and glanced up at the staircase behind us. Zagakowski saw this—the door slammed shut immediately, followed by several metallic clicks as a hundred locks seemingly sealed us inside. The feeling of being locked in a tight, cramped space with six demons made me want to (and excuse me for saying this but it is the truth), shit myself… yes, evacuate my bowels and run as fast as I could in the opposite direction. However, my body was rigid and frozen. My feet were firmly stuck to the floorboards and didn’t even threaten to move, even if I wanted them too. My fight or flight response had been severely tampered by fright. Not only that but the only way out had been slammed shut.

      “My friends,” Zagakowski called in a sarcastic tone. “I seek payment. Now that you are overdue, you have a lot of catching up to do,” his voice dripping with indignant pleasure. “Of course, like any good parasite, I won’t bleed you dry… just yet.”

      The five demons behind him sniggered together, as if on cue. The demonic equivalent of cronies.

      Felix cleared his throat. “I’m in trouble,” he said in a small voice. “Everyone’s after me, framing me for murder. If you want blood, you have to help me.”

      “My days of helping you are over. You owe me.”

      “If you don’t help me, the blood you get will barely last the end of the week.”

      Zagakowski turned his head ever so slightly until his eyes were pointing at me. I gave the tiniest nod, confirming that what Felix said was actually true. The demon, turned away as if disappointed and for a moment, my mind turned to reprieve. But, in a flash, Zagakowski was next to Felix and had fist fulls of his coat. “You think I give a shit about your predicament?! I tell you what I do give a shit about… the thing you promised me. Never, ever, have I heard of a wizard who calls up a demon and then refuses to give that demon what he is asked for, never mind trying to banish him!” The demon was so close to Felix’s face, that small flecks of demon spit fell onto his face. “Now, this is my deal… you either give me two pints of blood right now. Then, one pint every two days. Or… and this is my personal favourite… me and my friends have everything now.” The smile spread across the faces of the demons, little black tongues licked their lips. “I know which option my friends would prefer. But I will leave the decision up to you.”

      Felix had gone white as a sheet and released himself from the demon. Before reaching down to his midriff and pulling off his belt, and sitting down on a box of crisps. He proceeded to wrap the belt around his arm, and with the 2 pint vial and equipment Zagakowski passed him, drew his own blood.

      It seemed to me that the demons behind Zagakowski could barely contain themselves as they watched the dark red substance pass into the glass container. I even saw one or two of them look to me. But, Zagakowski seemed to be in control of them—for they never strayed further forward than him.

      Withdrawing his blood seemed to visibly tire Felix and he reclined back on the crisps as Zagakowski withdrew the needle from his arm and placed the container in an inside pocket.

      “Same time and place, the day after tomorrow,” he said.

      Felix gave a lazy salute.

      The door clicked several times and Zagakowski, followed by his five demon cronies, left.

      I suddenly realised I was standing flush against the wall. I peeled myself off it, and went to Felix. If he was pale before, he was now downright snow coloured. “Come on,” I said picking him up and noticing the untidy job he’d done of taking his blood, for it was dribbling down his arm. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

      

      Dragging Felix up a narrow flight of dark stairs was not easy. As we got to the top and the bar became visible, he straightened up a little—mustering all his strength—to walk through the bar and its tenants, to the bathrooms. Once I pushed aside the door to the gents, he collapsed in a heap on the floor. “Felix!” I scowled. “Look at how dirty is it!”

      He sat against the wall among all the filth of a pub toilet floor, before seeing he was eye level with a urinal and visibly gagged before rolling away. He pointed his wand at me. “What are you doing?” I said.

      “Move out the way dipshit,” he croaked.

      I did as he asked, the door to the gents made a loud bolt sound and became ever-so-slightly more rigid—it was now impossible to enter. I wondered if another wizard would be able to get through this spell?

      I went over to the sink and began to run the cold tap, and then realising I needed some tissue to mop up his bloody arm, I went to a cubicle. It was then that I realised that one of them was engaged. Someone was in one of them. Stepping back, I silently signalled this fact to Felix. But he didn’t seem in much of a mood to play charades. His nose was twitching again, probably due to the piss-soaked floor he was sitting on.

      All of a sudden, the door to the toilet cubicle clicked. “You’re late,” said the voice as the door swung back. It was Eric, the vampire!

      “Christ!” I cried. “I nearly shat myself for the second time this hour!”

      Eric squeezed himself out of the cubicle and closed it, squinting around the toilet to see who else was here. “It’s just us.” I said.

      Eric clapped eyes on Felix, and down to his arm where dribbles of blood were drying and seemed to have to take hold of himself. “Pleasure to meet you Mr Freeman.”

      Felix, who was struggling to stay awake and now sounded drunk pointed up at Eric. “You’re the fat shit who bit Norton.”

      Eric narrowed his eyes. “Yes, but I am here to make amends.”

      Felix tutted, and pulled himself up using the wall, pointing his wand at Eric. “The demonic creatures of the night…” he panted, “don’t make amends. Just like a lion doesn’t make amends for eating a baby gazelle. They just do it.”

      “Well I’m different,” Eric sniffed, he seemed put out by this diss. “Anyway,” he said turning to me. “We said 8pm, it’s now nearly 9!”

      “Yes,” I said getting riled. “You told us to meet you downstairs didn’t you? And it just so happened that you were not down there… Down there,” I pointed for emphasis. “Was a massive demon!”

      Eric clapped a hand to his mouth in disgust. “Ergh, I didn’t know. I asked them for the room, but they said it was taken. Not my fault. So I thought I would wait for you in here, keep a lookout for you.”

      Felix spat on the floor. Disgusting. “Didn’t do a very good job did’ya?”

      “Anyway,” I said in a small voice to Felix. “It’s not his fault, the demon would have found you anyway.”

      The wizard gave a sniff, he couldn’t be bothered to argue. Instead he turned into attack mode. Lifting his wand, he took a few steps towards Eric, who backed into the overflowing sink. “Why are you here? Why did you ask us to meet?”

      Eric leant back, scared eyes fixed firmly on the outstretched wand. I realised, Eric didn’t have a reflection! I mean, I knew from the stories the myth, but I didn’t realise it was actually true. Felix’s outstretched wand was shaking. “You work for Edward Rappaport.”

      “Worked,” Eric cried, going paler if that was possible. He seemed to be trying to get as far away from the end of Felix’s fizzing wand as possible, at one point I thought he might try and escape down the plug hole.

      Noting Eric’s distress, I told Felix he should perhaps calm down. “He said he can help. Give him a chance.”

      “Yeah? How?”

      Eric sniffed as Felix gratefully relaxed his wand arm. “I never wanted to be a vampire you know!”

      “Yeah, yeah. Just tell us what you know.”

      Eric and his tired, scared little eyes stood away from the sinks. “I was working for Edward. Didn’t have much choice after the others took me under their wing…”

      Felix sighed. “Cut the life story shit and get on with it, we’re up against it time wise…”

      A familiar pose of depression set in Eric’s face as someone said something nasty to him (this, sadly just made me feel more sorry for him—until I reminded myself that he had almost murdered people).

      “I hope you realise what they’ll do to me if they find out I told you all this!” he said.

      Felix looked surprised. “Oh, I am supposed to feel bad for you am I? Well, that rather dissipated when you nearly ate Clarice, and nearly killed my best friend!”

      Eric sighed this time before continuing. “Edward is using a very powerful Fae, whom he summoned. I wasn’t around when it happened, but the others told me, they were scared by it. But I was there to see that this Fae,” Eric visibly shivered when saying the word Fae. “I’ve never seen anyone or anything like it… he followed you to the houses of your clients. Then he killed them. All so that you would get the blame.”

      “Tell me something I don’t know!” Felix cried becoming exasperated.

      “It’s okay,” I said. “It’s just that we know all this. But carry on, there might be something we don't.” I said this more for Felix’s benefit as he huffed and puffed at what he clearly thought was a waste of time.

      Eric continued. “They know that you have the ring. But because its a Faerie ring of power, they both know they can’t just take it forcibly from you—or it will…” Eric searched for the words.

      “Die.” Felix said.

      “Yes,” said Eric as if the concept was foreign to him, it was certainly foreign to me. I’d never heard of a ring dying before. “Edward and the Fae are harvesting souls to generate energy, using the obelisks, to use for some powerful magical weapon. Don’t know what. But it’s going to be horrible.”

      Powerful magical weapon. That made Felix and I gulp. It sounded bad.

      “You keep saying…” said Felix going into interrogation mode. “That you were there, witnessing all this. But where is there?”

      Eric looked happy that he could at last be of use. “Edwards headquarters.”

      “And where is that?” said Felix, eyes sharpening. This was a piece of the puzzle he needed.

      “It’s an old abandoned warehouse,” said Eric slowly. “On the docklands. I don’t know the area—” Felix made an unhappy noise. “But, I can take you there.”

      There was a moment where Felix stared at Eric, it was uncomfortable. Eric seemed to know what Felix was doing. “You can trust me,” said Eric.

      “How?”

      “Because I want something in return…”

      Felix’s eyes narrowed, glancing down at his arm, he pulled his sleeve down. “I haven’t got any more blood to give.”

      “No!” Eric cried. “Quite the opposite. I don’t want to be a vampire anymore.”

      Felix gave a sly grin. “How do you expect me to help you with that?”

      Eric shrugged. “Someone said that you could.”

      I had the feeling that Felix was about to ask who. But was interrupted by a gruff grunting noise from what I thought, was an empty toilet cubicle. “Yes okay,” said Eric to the noise.

      I moved away instinctively. “What was that?”

      But Felix had already guessed. “I knew I could smell something,” he muttered. “But never, in a million years did I guess that you had a…”

      “Come out,” Eric called at the cubicle. The door swung open with a bang. And the sight of this thing nearly shocked me immediately into death. As out stepped a massive, terrifying werewolf! I stepped behind Felix, shaking in terror, as the massive mass of shaggy grey fur stood next to Eric. For all intents and purposes it was a wolf. Perhaps twice the size of a normal one—yet it’s facial features engorged. But, it did have human eyes. Eric lay a hand across it’s head. “What is it?” he said.

      The werewolf sniffed the air and looked up to Eric.

      “Oh Christ. They know where we are. They’re coming!” Eric cried in a panic stricken voice.
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            A Wizard, a Vampire and a Werewolf Leave a Pub…

          

        

      

    

    
      “Who’s coming?” I yelled at Eric, I assumed by the way he said it that he meant Edward and the Fae.

      “The Magic Council,” he said watching the werewolf's twitching nose.

      Felix ran a hand through his hair. “And you can tell all that from the dogs expression?!”

      Eric shook his head fast. “No, no, we have a connection see.”

      “What, you brothers or something?” said Felix in an ignorant tone. But I knew that he was just making small talk to hide the fact that he was terrified. “Oh christ, and you’re sure they’re coming?” said Felix in a fast voice that made me nervous. Because when the wizard felt out of luck it usually meant bad luck for us all, especially me. “How can you tell?”

      “He just knows,” said Eric. “He can smell it.”

      Felix turned to me, his eyes full of shock, surprise and exhaustion. “What do we do?” he said. He was all out of ideas. He was too tired to run. And he’d run out of hiding places. And now, he stared pleadingly at me, as if I was about to think a way out of this for him. And then they were all staring at me. The wizard, the vampire and the werewolf.

      “W-well,” I stammered. “How long do we have?”

      Eric glanced at the werewolf. “They’re outside now.”

      It was my eyes turn to bulge. I thought fast. “Ways out?” I said, but Felix’s eyes were glazed over, and were staring at the floor in apparent defeat. “Ways OUT?!” I cried.

      Eric scratched his head. “They’ve got all exits covered.”

      I can’t imagine the treatment Eric would receive at the hands of the Magic Council would be particularly pleasant. But he seemed serene in comparison to Felix, who by this time, had fallen against the wall and slid down with head in hands. He had hit rock bottom.

      “I can’t do this anymore!”

      The third breakdown in a matter of weeks, I was getting used to it now. But this really was not the time. If we were caught, my life was over. It would be prison time for me—and I was not the sort of person that would be any good in prison. I was far too nice, they would walk all over me. Literally. I shivered at the thought, this spurring me to take the wizard by the shoulders and shake him hard.

      “You’ve got to pull yourself together!”

      He looked back at me, bloodshot eyes full of tears and anguish. “I can’t,” he sobbed into his coat sleeves. Eric looked as horrified by seeing the wizard in this state as he did about our current situation. Without a top performing wizard, we would never get out of this in one piece.

      “I can’t do it anymore Norton,” Felix cried. “I can’t take this shit anymore! They’re all after me. Again. He’s setting me up! The most powerful wizard in the world and a bloody Faerie.”

      “This is not the time for breakdown, honestly. We need to get out of here, or face the rest of our lives behind bars!”

      “He’s right,” said Eric bending down. “I came to you for help, because I know that out of all the wizards that I know. You are the one I knew I could rely on. Your reputation is second to none.”

      Felix looked at Eric for a long moment. “Really?” he said, seeming almost surprised that someone would say something nice to him. “There’s still no way out.”

      “I wouldn’t be too hasty in your assumptions,” said Eric before standing. “There is a last resort. If you want to escape that is?”

      “Of course!” I cried. “What is it?”

      Eric gave a sly grin, before grabbing hold of the werewolf's fur, and hoisting himself onto it’s back. “Get on.” The werewolf looked at Felix and I expectantly. Waiting for us to do as the vampire said.

      I was too stunned for words. “No way,” I said stepping back. This was one step too far. I would admit my wrongs to the police, do my time, maybe try and make a deal, anything to avoid getting onto the back of the most terrifying thing I had ever seen. Felix was already up and on it’s back, grinning madly as his head banged against the ceiling.

      The werewolf made a growling noise. “You better be quick,” said Eric. “They’re about to storm the pub—”

      Just at that moment, there was a colossal BANG! From several corners of the pub—an electrifying noise that seemed to suck away all the air.

      “EVERYONE ON THE FLOOR!” screamed a voice through the awful debilitating siren noise that made me want to curl up into a ball on the floor. Even with my hands over my ears, I couldn’t stop that awful noise. Dust and smoke seeped under the door.

      And then…

      There was a second of silence before the toilet door burst off its hinges. Blasting across the room and smashing into the cubicles. A tall man stood in the doorway, surrounded by smoke and debris, white teeth glistened with multicolour light. Explosions of spells and magic erupted behind him as a full scale magical riot took place—like a fireworks event that had gone wrong.

      “Found you!” Alister cried, eyes falling on me.

      “Come on Wolfie!” Eric screamed. “Let’s get out of here!”

      RAHHHHH! Came the most terrific and terrifying roar from the werewolf. Alister turned, saw it, and his jaw dropped. In the time that he went to lift his wand, I felt a strong hand grab my collar and hoist me several feet into the air to land on the hairy werewolf’s back. I held on for dear life as the werewolf roared again, and sprinted through out of the toilets. Knocking Alister aside like he was a sapling, his flying wand exploded with electricity as it hit the wall. I just had time to look up and see Felix roaring with laughter as the wolf scattered the surprised wizards on both sides as it burst through the pub, before skidding face first through the glass double doors. Shards of glass flew past us, Felix’s wand alight with effort in averting the potential glass in connecting with us in some way. A thick bubble of air seeming to encapsulate us. The wolf sprinted with the speed and acceleration of a sports car across a dark Borough Market, people scattering with absolute terror at what they were witnessing.

      I didn’t care much.

      I did care that we were safe and that we had actually, miraculously… escaped.
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      I didn’t have much time for reflections on this oddity. All I remember thinking is how it reminded me of riding on my fathers back when I was a child. And how very, very much I wished to be back by my parents side right now. In the comfort of their home, their company, their quiet solitude. But instead, I was clinging to the fur of a werewolf as it sprinted ungainly through London streets. Felix laughter wore off after a few minutes, he got bored very quickly, now he was yawning and frowning at the bumpy ride. If he felt anything like I did, then he had a very numb arse. We were now halfway home, the werewolf having sprinted through alleyways and quiet roads, now keeping to the shadows.

      But it was when a police car, siren blaring loudly, came skidding around the corner that the werewolf became spooked. “Hang on!” Eric cried. I grabbed an extra fist full of fur as the creature scrambled up the side of a nearby house. Knocking roof tiles to the floor as it scrambled over and down into the back garden, landing with a thump in a prickly flower bed.

      I just had time to see a small child staring at us from his bedroom window. In his pyjamas, thumb in mouth, and a curious, a surprised expression on his face. He was young enough to not think how utterly strange it was having a werewolf in your garden.

      With a very numb, painful arse, and nerves shot to shreds, we finally made it back to our house in Canning Town. I climbed down gratefully, sliding onto the concrete and rubbing my throbbing lower back. Felix jumped off, and did the same. “I don’t think it will catch on,” said Felix. “I don’t think people are ready for commuting via werewolves.”

      “Damm right,” I muttered. The road was dark and quiet. It was then that I noticed the big, shining white light in the sky coming from the moon. The full moon. Of course.

      “You’d better come upstairs,” said Felix at Eric. “Do you think you can park your creature in the back garden?”

      Eric bit his lip. “It’s not safe for him out here.”

      “He’d better come in then,” said Felix. “I am sure there’s some steak in the fridge.”

      I was almost apoplectic with rage. Firstly, we could not just invite the werewolf into the house! Secondly, that was my steak. But Felix had already sensed my apprehension. “Oh chill out Norton. You’d rather we left the poor mutt out here to be captured?”

      “He seems pretty capable of looking after himself.” I said, but they were already walking up the stairwell to the front door. I sighed and followed them, what I said obviously mattered very little.

      As soon as we got to the front door and snuck inside, the wizard, vampire, werewolf and me. The hallway light flicked on. Ms McCall was standing in her nightdress and hair curlers. I had the feeling that she was waiting for us, ready to launch into a tirade of abuse about how late it was, about the comings and goings in all hours of the night.

      But when she saw the vampire and the werewolf, she let out a ear-piercing, blood curdling scream!

      “AHHHHHHHHHHHH!”

      Felix shot across the landing, cupped his hand to her mouth. “Sleep.” He commanded. She fell back in his arms, unconscious. But the noise had been enough to wake up the entire block. Felix dragged her into her room and left her on the bed. He shut the door and wiped his brow.

      “Upstairs, to my room, we’ve shit to figure out.”

      The werewolf, last in, squeezed itself through Felix’s bedroom door, and curled itself up on the ground taking up as little space as possible. I heard Harry the dog whimper from his hole in the wall. Felix grabbed his huge desk and pulled it into the middle of the room, sending most of the books and papers atop it to tumble off. He pointed his wand at the kettle began to boil and make tea. Eric stared about the room, like he was in the company of his idol. Eyes ablaze with wonder.

      “So…” Felix said, checking his watch. “What can you tell me?”

      Eric, who seemed out of breath, (which was strange for a vampire surely?) didn’t answer straight away, he waited for his cup of tea to float over to him. “Does he want one?” I said pointing at the werewolf and then feeling stupid.

      “Yes,” said Eric. “If you could pour him some into a saucer or bowl, he will like that—”

      Felix slammed a fist into the table. “SHUT UP about tea!” he screamed. “There’s far more important things right now than if and how the werewolf wants a cup of tea!” I quietly sat down in the chair, we didn’t have any saucers anyway. “Now please…” Felix said, “what can you tell me?”

      The werewolf watched on thirstily as Eric thought hard about what to say. “Well, what do you want to know?”

      Felix looked one more daft question away from spelling Eric through the wall. He took a breath. “The warehouse that Edward is using… tell me about it. You know where it is?”

      “Yeah,” said Eric, sipping his tea. Mine was too hot, but I suppose it didn’t affect the undead. “It’s an abandoned warehouse on the docklands, near here, along the river. It looks abandoned on the outside, as it has done for many years, but that’s just a magical overlay to passerby’s and nosy parkers. On the inside, he’s transformed it into his own personal dark magic HQ.” The werewolf moved it’s head ever so slightly, Eric seemed to understand the wolf from its head movements. “Yes, it is very decadent on the inside now, chandeliers and candles, and red carpets and books, and lovely wallpaper—”

      I winced, as Felix yelled. “I don’t give a fuck about the wallpaper you fat idiot! Tell me some useful things!”

      “W-well,” Eric stammered. “Some of us think that Edward is being used by the Fae.”

      Felix rolled his eyes. “Well duh, of course he is. Faeries don’t give a shit about humans, even if they agree to help you it’s only in their best interests.”

      “Quite, we think he is using Edward to get his own hands on the rings. Edward was asking us to do his bidding, but really it was the Fae. Most of the other vampires and creatures were too scared to disobey, I mean he’s a Faerie, he can do things we cannot even perceive.”

      I put my tea down. “Then, you are even braver than you thought,” I said.

      Eric sniffed, a small smile crossing the corner of his pale lips. “I am not like the rest of them, and nor is Wolfie.”

      “What’s his real name?” I said while Felix was hunting for a pen to write things down on his parchment.

      Eric looked on Wolfie as one would their own beloved dog. “I don’t know, nor does he.”

      “How come?”

      “He’s been like that since I’ve known him. Edward said he was useless as a human who changed once a month, but useful to him as a werewolf so he made the change permanent. That’s why we found each other, we both want to change back, if possible,” said Eric in response to Felix’s sarcastic laugh. “Or at least die with dignity.”

      Wolfie’s eyes met mine and I saw the sadness in his bloodshot eyes. Now I looked upon the poor thing as not a disgusting, terrifying creature, but a victim. And if there was one person who could help him, it was the wizard. It would take some convincing, but he would help. I was sure of it.

      Felix tapped his knuckles to the table. “If we could have some fucking action you two,” he barked. “We are in danger here of dying. Just thought I’d mention it.”

      Eric and I joined Felix at the table, which now had spread across it scrawled note papers, half-open books and articles printed from the internet. “This is almost everything I have on the Fae,” said Felix pushing a hand through his hair. “It’s not much. It’s not enough. But it could be enough for now.”

      “How so?” I said, a jump of joy filled me with the hope that the wizard may actually… have a plan.

      “But first,” Felix said, finger pointing at Eric. “Tell me what else you know.”

      “L-like what?” said Eric in an uncertain voice that said please don’t shout at me again.

      Felix shrugged. “Things you overheard, things the Fae said, asked you to do. Etcetera.”

      Eric thought long and hard, rubbing his chin in that self-conscious way that people with zero social skills did, all his hand movements overtly self-conscious. “I did overhear him talking to Edward in the Great Hall, where he appears through the mirror, that he wants to start a war.”

      “A war?” I said.

      “Yes, a third world war, which will reduce the global human population to such an extent that it makes the ones remaining easier to control.”

      “A war?” Felix echoed, face wrinkling. “Between who, East vs West I presume?” But Eric shook his head and gulped. “Who then?”

      “Sapiens vs Noetics. That’s the words he used.”

      Felix puffed out his cheeks in surprises. “Wizards vs Humans.” He said shaking his head in disbelief. “Crafty. That single handedly culls both populations, reducing both in size and stature, so that he and the Fae can swoop in and capture and control both.”

      “Oh shit,” I felt myself saying.

      “Shit exactly,” said Felix. “Why should the Fae attack wizards directly when they can get Humans to do it?”

      Eric noticed a map of London and pulled it across, unfolding it on the table. “You know about the Obelisks too right?” he said.

      “Yes,” I answered. “We know where they are.”

      Eric pulled out a pen, and marked them on the map. “Westminster, St. Pauls and Tower Bridge. They are power sources. But what do they create?”

      Eric traced a line from the obelisk in Westminster to Tower Bridge, St. Pauls. “A triangle?” I offered.

      “A pyramid to be exact,” said Eric. “The best form of energy creation there is. Just look at the Pyramids of Giza.”

      “So?” said Felix.

      “Well, what is right in the middle of this triangle?” I stared at the map closely and shrugged. “Something that is underground, something that is easily accessible, something that is drawing the power from these three obelisks.”

      Felix frowned. “He has an underground base?” Eric nodded satisfied. “Of course! He’s drawing the energy captured from the souls to a secret underground base, which has to be directly in the middle of this triangle.” Felix traced his finger inside the triangle, and stopped at… “Southwark Underground?” he said.

      Eric nodded. “That’s where the secret base is, they are harbouring the energy from the captured souls down there, below the station, and are going to use it as a magical weapon—from my guess, to start WW3 with the wizards.”

      “Christ!” I cried. “Did they build an underground bunker below the underground station?”

      “No, it was already there. An old WW2 construct, London is full of underground labyrinths. You find out about them when you’re a vampire and need to avoid detection.”

      Felix was staring off into the distance. “So?” he said. “What do we do?”

      “Edward and the Fae won’t stop until you willingly hand over the ring.”

      “What if you’re in on it?” said Felix. “What if you’re telling me this, just to make me take it to him?” Felix came around the table, fist clutching his wand tight.

      “But I…” Eric stammered as Felix raised the wand at the vampires throat. “What if you are still working for him?”

      “Felix?” I said. “Chill. He’s here to help us.”

      “Yeah,” Eric squeaked. “I’m helping you in exchange for you helping me. There’s no double-play here.”

      Felix pushed the wand into the vampire’s windpipe. “But how do I know?”

      There was a deep, rumbling, growling. Wolfie had risen to his feet, teeth bared at Felix, who gulped. He slowly lowered the wand. “Good doggy,” he backed off as Eric rubbed his neck.

      “It’s okay Wolfie,” said Eric patting the snarling wolf’s head.

      “Just needed to check,” Felix said with a sheepish grin as Wolfie scowled and lay back down, half an eye trained on Felix at all times.

      “They are expecting you to go to them and make a deal…” I said. “So, let’s play them at their own game.”

      A smile greeted Felix’s lips.

      The impossible game was on.

    

  



    
      
        
          
            23

          

          

      

    

    







            Upping the Steaks

          

        

      

    

    
      We stayed up late. All of us enthused by our mission ahead. Even though it was complete suicide. We had to save Sharon.

      Felix fetched beers from a mini-fridge under his bed that I had never seen before—the cheeky sod had his own private collection. Every time we drank a few, the mini-fridge seemed to repopulate itself with beers again. I didn’t bother asking how it worked. Wolfie, the werewolf lapped from a bowl of beer before chomping on my steak—I suppose it was the least I could do.

      There was a tangible, almost kinetic, sense of foreboding in the air—the sort of tension you feel on the day you are due to jump out of an aeroplane. Not that I’ve ever done that. But I imagine that’s how it felt. An ominous, dark presence hung over us like a haunting.

      The lamps in Felix’s room flickered and for a brief moment, we sat in silence. The obvious impending demise of us all lay stretched out just ahead. We were almost ready to walk into the spiders den. And tackle the beast head on. Rightly or wrongly, exhaustion most likely playing a part, we had decided to take the fight to them. The way we saw it, we had little choice. Either we waited for everyone we knew to be murdered or maimed, or we put a stop to this right now. Or at least tried.

      Felix liked plans, and Eric had told him everything he knew—but I still got the impression that Felix knew far too little to make anywhere near enough a good plan. The fact was; we had to do something. Even though it felt like planning in the dark.

      As people (and a werewolf) we actually got on rather well. Laughing and joking for the first time in a while, as Eric told us anecdotes about being a vampire—which I started to think would actually make a great book. There was rather a sense that this was our last supper before the big day. But no one mentioned it.

      It was around 2am. I was wired and tired, but continued to drink, it helped numb the impending pain of most likely dying horrifically very soon. The small portable TV on the side gave a short, sharp spark, then came to life. Felix, who must have spelled it to come at times he needed it to, turned to pay attention.

      A newsreader from BBC NEWS 24 began speaking.

      “…The owner of Vitalies Casino, Johnnie Reed, along with several associates were killed earlier this evening. It happened at the Vitalies Casino in Leicester Square, where police say witnesses didn’t see anyone enter the building, but saw lots of silent flashes, like gunshots…”

      Felix and I stared at each other incredulous.

      “… The police believe, it was most likely the Russian gang who had been in competition with Jonnie Reed, who is thought to have underworld dealings—but which were never proved. Sharon Stone who worked at the casino, was believed to have been held hostage but wasn’t found, and is presumed to have escaped and on the run…”

      “SHIT!” Felix cried.

      “However, police have released CCTV footage of a man they believe could be involved… the so called wizard, Felix Freeman and his accomplice who are both believed to be involved in this most brutal murder…”

      The TV footage inside the Casino suddenly zoomed into… Felix and me! In the casino. Except, we were wearing bow ties and tuxedos—this footage was of us 3 months ago! I couldn’t believe it. I was on the TV as a wanted murder suspect. My parents would see that! Oh christ, and all my friends and family!

      Felix’s phone suddenly rang, scaring us half to death. He picked it up instantly, turning off the TV. Even from here I could hear Zoey, his sister's voice. “WHAT HAVE YOU BEEN PLAYING AT?!” she screamed.

      Zoey, Felix’s sister, was a beautiful, stunning wonderful woman who I had the hots for, but she was not the type to be messed with. She was a high-flying lawyer and MP, and having Felix, a fuck-up and a wizard as a brother was not best for her image.

      “IT’S ONLY A MATTER OF TIME BEFORE I AM IMPLICATED!” she screamed.

      “Listen,” said Felix. “This is all fabricated. We’ve been at home all night.”

      “DO YOU HAVE WITNESSES?” Zoey cried.

      Felix looked to Eric and then the werewolf. “Sort of,” he said.

      “CHRIST FELIX! THIS IS WORSE THAN ANYTHING YOU’VE EVER DONE AND IT EFFECTS ALL OF US!”

      Felix hung up, put the phone under his pillow and gulped. He looked shell-shocked. I felt a rising sense of panic. It looked like our mortal enemies had made the first move—and had us in check.

      It didn’t take much for Felix to breakdown, not these days. And now, I saw him try and hold his top lip from wobbling. As Brits, it was thoroughly uncouth to show one’s feelings—one must present an image of stoic manliness at all times. Crying was for girls. So, when another man does show emotion of some sort, there is a sort of panic that sets in amongst other nearby men—some run away, avoiding any blubbering like it’s an airborne disease, others whip out a hanky and tell said man to ‘pull himself together’ and to ‘man up!’  and ‘we’ll have none of this.’

      A British man deals with emotion as if it’s a nasty side effect of life, this is why we try not to hang around with Yanks—they scare us. As many of you will be yanks, I’m just letting you know—you scare us. There, I said it.

      Mind you, I had become so used to Felix’s outbursts and breakdowns that I was becoming quite the pro at dealing with them. A tear fell from the corner of his eye, he wasn’t just having a breakdown, he was upset. And I felt terrifically sorry for him as he mumbled on.

      Eric, who’s vampiristic instincts had not diminished his humanity, had an arm around Felix and a caring look. “Don’t worry, we will all sort this out. We have to.”

      Felix sniffed and wiped his eye.

      “Now is not the time to wallow,” I said, patting the portable TV. “Think of Sharon.”

      It was clear that Edward and his esteemed accomplice had stormed yet another associate of ours, and killed them all. Then, made it look like it was Felix, and by association, me.

      Felix nodded once, a bit of steel and fire returning to his eyes. “But if the—” he started to say, until he was interrupted by a loud SMASH! causing us all to jump back in terrific shock.

      Felix’s window had caved in. A glass ball about the size of a baseball had come sailing through it. Landing next to the werewolf, almost at once, it burst open. A huge net, with fizzing blue wires engulfed the werewolf, who howled!

      Eric leapt across the floor and started ripping at the net, which held up against the frantic tearing from the vampire. Then we heard shouting voices from outside, in organisation for storming of the building. Felix jumped onto his bed and stared out the window. “Bloody Magic Council!” he cried.

      For a moment, Eric, Felix and I stared at one another.

      What on earth did we do?

      By then, the net encasing the wolf started to lift into the air, floating towards the window. “Stick to the plan!”  Eric cried. “You need to get out of here, I must help my best friend! I will buy you some time. Go! Get out of here!”

      With that the werewolf and the vampire floated out of the window, before there a tumultuous roar from both of them. Felix jumped from the bed, pulled his wand out of his pocket then began searching around the room. At the same time, the front door, once again, went smashing off its hinges downstairs.

      “Felix…” I cried, a rising sense of terror filling every part of me. The wizard spun his wand around the room, which seemed to be acting as if it were a UV light. The end was lit red, it shined about the room—as heavy boots echoed up the stairs. Then, the wand shined bright red upon something at the back of his bookcase. A small glass bottle. Felix pulled the books away and snatched it up. He uncorked it, took a breath, winced, then downed it.

      “ERGH!” he screamed. For a moment I thought it was poison. But no, thank god. It must have been disgusting mind, because his face winced with horror as he started to gag. I couldn’t quite work out what he was doing, as he had his wand tip pointed at his stomach and seemed to be working it upwards. Up his chest, his throat…

      …As the heavy boots echoed up the landing…

      …He gagged again, as he drew the wand up his neck…

      …As they pounded up the staircase towards us…

      …I finally realised what Felix was doing—the ring! Of course. He drew the wand up to his mouth. Gagged once more. And then spat onto the floor, a slimy solid silver ring!

      …BANG! His door burst off it’s hinges. Alister, Harper and Bland followed by numerous cloaked individuals raised their wands…

      …Felix reacted quicker than I’ve ever seen—running, he picked up the ring, and lunged at me. But he was too late. I was sure of it. As three wands ignited and sent their magic spells whizzing by at the speed of light at us. I closed my eyes, for I was sure, that was it.

      I just had time to feel Felix rugby tackle me into the wall. Then, an electrical explosion all around me as pain ignited my skin like a thousand stinging wasps.

      And then, all went black.
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      The Place ‘In-between’

      

      “SHIT!” I screamed as freezing cold water engulfed me. For a spluttering moment, the world dipped beyond my brim as I sank. The shock of the cold rendered my limbs less than useless as I struggled against a hard current that pulled at me as if it were a hundred pairs of strong hands.

      “The Thames!” Felix screamed flailing just above the surface. He was right, we were being dragged fast by the current under a bridge, to my right I could just make out the towering structure of Westminster.

      “Do s-s-something!” I shivered. Felix was trying. He paddled hard against the current, bobbing up to the surface, but it was too strong. I did the same, kicking my limbs into actions and paddling like a dog in his direction. But it was so cold, and the shock so great that I had almost given up hope, we were ten feet apart and the gap was growing. And I felt myself submitting to the cold. I could just… go to… sleep.

      The next second there was a flash of bright  light. And I felt myself being dragged forcibly into something. A shot of strong heat zapped around me, like someone had just shoved a hair dryer down my trousers. “AHH!” I cried. Felix was standing over me, soaking wet, as we bobbed up and down in a small dingy. “Where'd ya get it from?”

      “I b-b-borrowed it from over there,” he said popping his wand down his trousers. The hair dryer spell evaporated the heat so fast that steam rose up in a big cloud that completely enveloped him.

      “I can’t work this fudging thing properly!” he cried, tapping the silver ring. “Let’s try again. Hold on!”

      “Fine,” I said, happy to get away from the middle of the sodding Thames. “As long as you promise not to make us appear a mile above London.” I said pointing up at the sky.

      He tutted. “Don’t put the thought in my head!” he cried at me in all seriousness.

      Great.

      Felix closed his eyes in concentration. I held onto his arm as tight as I could as the dingy bobbed. Passers-by stared in wonder, shock and awe at what we were doing. Some were filming it. Brilliant, we would be a viral video all over Facebook by morning.

      The ring made a strange high pitched wheezing noise, not unlike a Catherine wheel firework. Before, I felt my whole body being sucked up by what felt like a giant hoover. I felt myself spinning round and round with Felix, whose arm I clutched as if my life depended on it (in fact it probably did)—this spinning caused my stomach to turn like it does when I get travel sickness.

      The next second, the Thames and in fact London, had entirely vanished. All I could now see was blackness. Silence, peace and tranquility. Felix and I stayed sat in the dingy, but we were no longer on the Thames, nor were we, in fact, anywhere that resembled the real world. We bobbed up and down on calm, serene black water. This place felt familiar somehow, but in the few seconds we were there, I could not recall why. The ring lit up silver, sending a shard of light high up above, which illuminated the flat black water all around us for miles in every direction. The shard of light, resembling a crystallised glass shard, came crashing back down into the boat. Light exploded and engulfed us. The sucking, spinning, sickening feeling returned. I felt myself call out against the unpleasant feeling, like I did involuntarily on roller coasters and rides. Then, all at once, we came spinning and screaming and landing in the middle of a dark, dimly lit suburban street.

      We were back in the real world. Phew.

      The tree lined street was posh, quiet and interspersed with dimly-lit victorian street lamps. A fox stopped where it was and stared at the strange sight; two men, sitting in a blow up orange dingy which just landed in the middle of this quiet, unassuming street. Even for a fox, it knew that was strange.

      I got up and leaned against a nearby wall to catch my breath as the fox skulked off. I would need counselling after this, I was sure. I had far too many shocks and surprises for any man today. The first thing I said after taking one or two long breaths was. “What was that place?”

      Felix, who was dismantling the dingy and stuffing it into a nearby wheelie bin, shrugged. He clearly didn’t know, and this bothered him, so instead of talking about it, he suppressed it. He got his phone out and checked to see where we were.

      “Thought you had an encyclopedic knowledge of London streets?” I said, recalling him knowing and recounting (with his eyes closed) the names of each road and street as we passed it in Karen’s car.

      He raised an eyebrow at me before setting off on the route his phone had given him. “I needed the space.” For a moment, maybe due to my tired mind, I thought he was talking about something completely different. “In my head,” he said tapping his temple, “there’s only so much space in there. Like a hard drive. To crack this case I needed to fill it with other stuff. So certain things had to be deleted.”

      I gave an uncertain nod. Too tired to argue with this flawed logic.

      “Why do we have to walk?” I said, noting my tired legs and the rather long looking line on Google Maps. But even as I said it, suggesting subconsciously that we should use the ring to get where Felix needed to go, I knew the answer. He was about as keen on that little journey as I was. He didn’t trust it. He didn't know how to use the ring properly. And he was worried about that place we had gone to in-between.

      After twenty minutes, I was in a slight daze and had zoned out using all my energy to focus on walking. I asked where we were going. “Talisman Street,” said Felix, equally tired and fixated on putting one foot in front of the other. Or perhaps he was thinking about Sharon.

      “But that’s Covent Garden?” I said. “That’s about 3 miles away.” I stopped walking. “We don’t have time Felix.”

      Like a man about to walk to his noose, he signed, wrinkled his face in resignation and nodded once. “Fine. Hold on. This might be a bit… bumpy.”

      I braced myself.

      Flash! Went the white light. For a fraction of a second, maybe less, we stood on a small sandbank, surrounded by black water in the in-between. Before suddenly, after another flash, we stood in the middle of Paternoster Square. The place where Felix and Edward had faced off against each other last time.

      “Does it respond to your thoughts or something?” I offered. “Were you thinking about Paternoster Square?”

      Felix glared at the ring and looked around as if the answer might be written on the nearby walls.

      St. Paul’s Cathedral was covered in extensive scaffolding. Right next to us, the tall black obelisk that Edward Rappaport had raised out of the ground with black magic, stood fizzing with apparent energy. Black magic energy probably. And now we knew why that was, it made me shiver.

      I just had time to see a waitress outside a cafe give us a curious glance, before watching us vanish into the night.

      Flash!

      Our feet landed this time on hard concrete. And as the white light lifted from our temporarily blinded eyes, we suddenly heard a terrific BEEEEP! We were stood in the middle of a busy road with a bustling nightlife. Felix’s wand was already outstretched, causing the black taxi, inches away from smashing clean into us, to stop as if it had hit an invisible brick wall. The front end crumpled with a sickening crunch! as the driver hit the dashboard.

      “Shit!” said Felix, grabbing my arm as a cacophony of car horns erupted into the air, causing hundreds of nearby nighttime revellers around Shoreditch high-street to look at what was going on.

      Felix grabbed me so hard, I thought he might perforate my skin.

      Flash!

      Finally we arrived in Covent Garden. But as the light fell away, I realised it was a few hundred yards and some way below us. We were atop a large building overlooking the square. I looked at Felix who seemed totally perplexed with the ring. “I think there’s some honing to your technique required.” I offered.

      He glared at me. “It’s Faerie magic, how do you expect me to understand it?!” He snapped as the wind atop the building whipped at our coats and hair. We went down the nearest fire escape of this building. When inside I heard noise; voices through microphones, an audience clapping and… music. I realised where we were.

      Directly on top of the Theatre Royal, Drury Lane.

      After climbing down through the fire exit we realised the only way out was through the backstage. Walking gingerly through the busy backstage we were almost trampled by a hundred children running past us to get on stage in time! Felix and I stood flush to the wall, before a confused elderly gentleman helped us out of a nearby fire escape and onto the street. Phew. I had visions of Felix and I accidentally walking on stage and ruining the whole show.

      As soon as we stepped outside, Felix stopped the first person he saw—a smart dressed man. “Excuse me, do you happen to have a cigarette?” he said.

      The man shook his head. “Only a vape I am sorry to say,” he said, showing off the metal stick. Without asking, Felix grabbed it and took a few huge puffs, much to the man’s dismay at having a stranger suck his vape stick. The sickly sweet smell of cherries clouded my senses for a moment as the wizard was enveloped in a sweet mist. He thanked the now very annoyed man then set off towards Covent Garden.

      “Why did you do that?” I said utterly dumbfounded by this strange behaviour.

      The wizard gave me a sorry look, I felt the words tiny-mind on the tip of his tongue. “Ciggies, or vape sticks contain high concentrations of nicotine, which is good for the brain—I need to think, therefore anything like an injection of that into my bloodstream… helps!”

      He had an answer for everything.

      We pounded the rather crowded streets of Covent Garden towards the bookshop on Talisman Street. “You must go somewhere safe,” Felix said with as little emotion as he could muster.

      “Somewhere safe?” I laughed, the vision seemed so far away and alien to me now, that there was no place I would now consider to be… safe.

      “I mean, I think you should go home.”

      “Is that the home that’s been stormed three times in three weeks by police, wizards and bad guys?” I chuckled. “Anyway, what would you have me do? Sit there twiddling my thumbs before popping the dinner on for when Felix gets back from defeating the big bad guy?”

      It came out a little angrier and sarcastic than I intended, mainly because I was so far down this particular rabbit hole, that it annoyed me that he was now suggesting that I should somehow find safety—when it was far too late for that!

      Felix sniffed. “You not scared then?” he said with a sly glance.

      “Shitting myself.”

      “Good,” he said. “So am I.”

      “You’re not leaving me behind like last time.”

      “Wouldn’t dream of it. I just want to make sure you know what we’re walking into…” Felix then said in a steely matter of fact way; “death is the most likely scenario.”

      I felt a little squeak of horror express itself, even though I already knew this. “Sure,” I said in a small voice. Even however much I wanted to run away and hide—where would or could I go where a highly trained dark wizard and his Faerie sidekick couldn’t find me?

      

      Atlantis Occult’s Room of Curiosities

      

      Felix banged on the door to the Atlantic Occult bookshop several times before Kathy stirred. Coming to the door in her dressing gown and a tired look, she undid the heavy locks and bolts. Felix burst inside. “Okay,” he said panting, “I need you to open… downstairs,” he said downstairs in such an ominous voice, it made my hair stand on end.

      Kathy, put-out to be awakened from her bed at such an ungodly hour, yawned. “I was asleep—”

      Felix stamped his foot. “On matter of death!”

      Kathy looked towards me for confirmation, you never could tell with Felix if he was just being melodramatic or not. I gave a curt but solemn nod to confirm what he was saying as true—I suspected I was a useful counter-weight for Felix by now.

      “This way,” she said, getting a big bunch of keys out of her pocket, inserting one in the desk behind her chair and another in a book on a top shelf. There was an apocalyptic clunk from a nearby bolt, then, one of the bookshelves at the back wall seemed to move. It was a secret door behind the bookshelf.

      “In we go,” she said, but Felix was already inside. I stepped tentatively after Kathy, into the darkness, feet finding stairs.

      As the door or rather, bookcase, closed behind us, the staircase was soon illuminated by several bright lights. On first glance I assumed these to be lamps, but were actually shards of quartz crystal built into the wall. Light from crystals? Must be magic.

      The short staircase led to a cellar. A dark, black walled, dim lit cellar full of things in glass cases and cupboards—reminding me of a secret museum. There were books on shelves I assumed were deemed unfit for everyday consumption. Even the look of them scared me, black leather-bound with scrawling gold leaf writing. But it wasn’t the look of these books that scared me, if I was very much mistaken, I felt the temperature around these books to be noticeably cooler. And what I can only describe as a vibe of horrible-ness. Being near them felt like accidentally sitting next to a serial killer.

      This must be the black magic section.

      “Don’t get too close,” said Kathy with a watchful eye over me. I stepped back immediately, my imagination running wild with the possibilities of what these books could be or do.

      Whatever I stepped into gave a clatter behind me.

      I wheeled round, hanging up was a selection of hanging silver instruments that looked like pieces of an old gramophone, with long trumpet like tubing. “That’s a thought-recorder,” Kathy called, as Felix was staring around at the room and rubbing his chin. “It will record a wizard’s conscious thoughts onto a crystal—like a memory card.”

      There were three blocks of very ordinary looking wood sitting on a nearby table, they were about the size of my iPhone. But the second I touched one with my finger, it exploded into life. Growing and expanding until a full sized bookcase stood before me. It seemed to be adjusting itself, moving around on stubby wooden feet.

      “Tait’s walking bookcase,” said Kathy impressively. “A reading-wizards best friend.”

      Felix was still darting about the room and rubbing his chin. “Do you know what you want yet?” I said, coming to join him. “What is it you need anyway?”

      He was looking up at a glass case, behind which were three large crossbows.

      “A-a… crossbow?” I stammered, gulping. Weapons. Ergh. I was as anti-gun and weapons as you could get. They scared me.

      “No,” Felix shook his head. “Magic crossbows.”

      Kathy unlocked the glass case with a tap of her wand. “You need something that will give you an edge over the Fae. Now far from me to say it, but if you really do insist on doing this suicidal mission, you may as well die with dignity and inflict as much damage on that piece of shit as you can.”

      Suicide? Oh christ.

      “I would suggest,” Kathy said reaching in and pulling out two of the biggest crossbows, “one each, with silver and iron tipped arrows.”

      Felix nodded, saw the price, then said: “I think just one will be fine.”

      Kathy nodded. “It’s your funeral,” before adding. “Have you made funeral arrangement by the way? Because I know someone who can do you a proper wizarding send-off, both of you in fact, for a very decent price—”

      Felix grabbed the crossbow. “No need!” he cried marching off around the room. “Anything else you can recommend for use against Faeries?”

      Kathy rubbed yawned and thought for a moment. “Barrel load of luck?”

      I laughed, thinking it was a joke.

      But Felix raised an eyebrow. “Where are they?” Kathy pointed to a draw, and pulled out what looked like a shotgun pellet in a red plastic case. Felix took it started messing about with it, rolling it around in his hand.

      “What does it do?” I said.

      They both looked at me. “What do you think?” Felix cried. “It gives us loads and loads of luck! Which we need by the way if we’re going to defeat the Fae.” He turned to Kathy, withdrawing a bundle of bank notes from his pocket. “How much?”

      Felix nearly hit the roof when she told him. “I can’t afford that!” he cried looking at the rather small bundle of notes in his hand. Then he looked to me.

      “Don’t look at me, I’m skint. And I certainly don’t have that much.”

      “Suit yourselves,” Kathy said, putting it back in the drawer and locking it with her wand.

      Felix watched it being locked away and grimaced, then as if flicking a switch went into full charisma mode. “Kathy,” he soothed. “You know me, you can vouch for me. I will pay you back once this is all done. You know I will.”

      She rolled her head to the side. “You can’t get around me, not this time. I’ve got to put my foot down and start this revolutionary new technique, whereby customers actually pay for their items!” she said sternly, before smiling. “Would you like the crossbow and one silver-iron tipped arrow wrapped?”

      Yes, we could only afford one. And we had to pool all of Felix’s and my available cash.

      

      Warehouse & Be Ware *

      *DEFINITION of Ware

      (exclamation) used as a warning cry, typically during a hunt.

      
        
        Old english: “warian” ‘be on one's guard’, from a Germanic base meaning ‘observe, take care’.

      

      

      

      With a pocket full of magic and barrel load of no luck, Felix and I stood in the middle of Talisman Street. The cold night air with a hint of frost, licked our skin. The orange street lamp cast a romantic glow across us standing quietly, and quite alone, not speaking to one another and taking large breaths which streamed out in long white puffs.

      We both knew that now was the time.

      Time to go and find Edward Rappaport and his Faerie helper, save Sharon and bring this ridiculous shit-show to an end and get our lives back—that was the plan anyway.

      Flash!

      We stood outside the ExCel centre, in Docklands, East London. A stone's throw from our house in Canning Town. “So the abandoned warehouse is around here?” I said looking around at the empty area skeptically and perhaps wondering if the wizard had either used the ring incorrectly again, or had his guesswork wrong. But I was happy to see him give me a confident look.

      “It’s around here,” he said skulking away, not unlike the fox we had seen earlier, keeping his head low and bowed. “Come on.”

      I followed. My heart beating very fast, not because of the pace, but the frightening proposition of what was about to greet us. The crossbow bobbed against my back as we walked over the Connaught Bridge, the Thames beneath us, I didn’t fancy going in that again. We crossed into Silvertown, which was part of a small Port off the Thames, and had major work done to it recently, billions had been invested, and you could tell. Over the Connaught Bridge to our left also stood City Airport, the most central airport to London.

      I am just trying to paint a picture for you, as I nervously walked to my death.

      We carried straight on after the bridge, keeping to quiet lamplit roads, passing a series of chain hotels. Following the North Woolwich Road round to the right, we were getting closer, I could see Felix tense up.

      And then I saw it.

      The abandoned warehouse.

      What I expected and what I saw were two very different things. I expected to see a secluded, hidden away building. What I saw was in fact, a large, tall, derelict building slap-bang in the middle of Silvertown, on the edge of the river—for all to see.

      “Hidden in plain sight,” said Felix reading my mind. It was perhaps the only building in the vicinity that had not been knocked down and rebuilt. The only one, and it stuck out like a sore thumb. “Millennium Mills,” Felix said pointing up at it from behind the tall boarded fence.

      SPILLERS, Read a painted sign, most of which had faded.

      It was a ten-storey wreck. “Are you sure this is the place?” I said, looking around at the overgrown, messy courtyard beyond the fence that was strewn with old rubbish. The windows of the warehouse has all been smashed in, the paint of the outside walls had all peeled off, so it just looked brown and dirty.

      Overall, it was a harrowing and horrible neglected mess.

      “This is it,” said the wizard fishing inside his pocket and pulling out a metallic device about the size and shape of an egg. It seemed to wake up as he held it in his palm. A tiny whining noise echoed from it like a bee as it began to hover above Felix’s hand. Two small bright blue eyes popped to life on its… face?

      “What is that?” I said observing the cute thing.

      Felix bent down and let the little robot-like thing down. It bobbed for a moment or two, gathering its surroundings. Blue beams of light like lasers shot out of its eyes. “It’s a Scrutator,” (he said it like this: Screw-tay-tor, if you were wondering). “It searches for magical overlays.”

      Felix watched the little device nip through a hole in the metal railings, then it’s blue light started to flash against something which quite obviously wasn’t there. Or was there.

      “Come on,” said Felix taking out his wand and pointing it at the locked fence. With little effort, the gates gave a short crack, before parting. The moment we crossed the threshold, the whole environment began to change. It happened slowly. But our vision gradually adjusted to see the warehouse for it’s true form. Not the form they wanted others to see it for. But it’s transformed form. The Scrutator’s blue light flashed up at two gigantic Owl statues, standing either side of a long, red carpet—leading all the way inside the warehouse.

      Looking up at it now, I saw it completely changed. It was plush and decorative, gothic and scary, beautiful and ugly, seemingly all at the same time. It was a Palace—fit for wizarding king.

      “Is there any kind of plan that you have?” I said, voice wavering under the sight that stood before us. “You know, before we get brutally murdered?”

      Felix cleared his throat. “Ermm…” he stared. This did not fill me with confidence. Then he grabbed the crossbow off my back and placed it in my arms. “If you see a Faerie then you shoot it with this. Preferably in its back.”

      “Why in its back?” I said. “Is that where its weakest?”

      “No, it’s just if your aiming at it and it sees you—you’ll be dead before you’ve pulled the trigger.”

      Felix marched ahead towards the entrance. Well that was a lovely, cheery thought. Into certain death we go. “I will go in via the main entrance, I have the be the fall guy,” said Felix, puffed up with self importance. “You need to sneak in via a side entrance…”

      I didn’t have a chance to argue about this, because Felix was already off and into the main entrance. I stood alone for a moment, breathing in the cool night air. Now I was alone. Or so I thought. As I snuck around the side of the building looking for an entrance, I heard a rustling noise that made me stop in my tracks. Then, I saw someone, shrouded in darkness standing behind the tall, metal fence. This person proceeded to put their hands between two of the fence posts and pushed. The metal bent clean apart. I stepped back against the wall. This man was immensely strong. But instead of walking through it, he stepped aside as… the head of a huge wolf eased through, nose sniffing the air. A few seconds later, I felt relief flood through me. Which was not the usual reaction to seeing a 6 foot werewolf and a vampire.

      “Eric!” I called, keeping my voice low as possible and jogging along the stoney courtyard to greet them. “Felix has already gone inside,” I said.

      “What? Why?” said Eric. “He should have waited.”

      “He didn’t know you would be here.” I said. “How did you escape?”

      Eric and Wolfie looked a bit battered and bruised, but Eric gave a wry grin. “You get sort of… powers, when you become a vampire.” Wolfie made a few movements with his nose. “Yes, quite right, now is not the time. We need to work out what we are going to do.”

      I shrugged. “Your guess is as good as mine, all Felix told me to do is sneak inside and shoot the Faerie with this.”

      “One arrow?” said Eric pointing at it with a sorry expression.

      “Yes,” I mumbled. “All we could afford.”

      

      “Come on, we need to get inside.”

      With Wolfie’s excellent nose leading us to a side door, we then had Eric’s super strength to smash it open. I kept the crossbow aimed in front of me. Following close behind the werewolf and vampire, we snuck inside a long and plush, red carpeted corridor. Lining the maroon and wood panelled walls were gold framed, spot lit paintings. Supplying the only light in the corridor. It looked and felt like a luxury 5-star hotel. But where the concentrated light from the spotlight didn't leak out left large pools of darkness and shadow.

      We let Wolfie smell the way ahead. I wanted to ask where we were headed, but raising a voice in this scarily-silent place somehow felt a death sentence. Eric’s tight lip stayed that way, his eyes blacker than usual—and bigger, like a predator stalking prey as he crept along the corridor.

      Now we were inside and sneaking softly through the corridors, I suddenly felt conscious of two things; my feet were far noisier than I thought, whereas the wolf and vampire moved silently. Secondly, the fact that I had absolutely zero magic—no wand, no hiding spells to make me invisible, nothing. Just a crossbow and one arrow.

      As a non-magical human, I felt naked and exposed.

      For ten long minutes we walked in this silent manner, following Wolfie’s nose—all I could think was that Felix could be dead already in the time it had taken us to find our way to him through the myriad of corridors. But then, finally, we saw it…

      Light at the end of the corridor.

      A brighter light, but by no means dazzling. The light was orange and flickered against the corridor walls. A big open fire. It led out to a balcony. Overlooking the polished oak banisters was a open, expansive Hall. Even though it was a Hall, it was being used, seemingly as the main living quarters. A monumental fireplace that would not have looked out of place in a Harry Potter film, pumped out a blistering heat. The walls were so full of paintings they were crammed together. The decoration was ornate and luxurious with a low hanging chandelier, velvet lined sofas and chairs. And one humongous dining table, littered with candelabras, cut glass goblets, gold leaf plates and silver cutlery. But this was not the odd thing. The odd things were; the ridiculously huge pile of cash in one corner of the room, tottering at over thirty feet tall. Or the similar sized pile of books, which sat, messy and unorganised. Or the piles of gold and jewellery that spilled out of open trunks and cases.

      Eric lifted a hand up in front of him as he snuck to the edge of the balcony and peered through the gap. Keeping as quiet as he could, he signalled for me to stay where I was. And now I could see why.

      Sat, tied and bound to a chair, in the middle of the room was Sharon. Two streaks lined her face where she had been crying. A rag had been tied around her mouth. But her head was tilted, eyes closed in apparent sleep. I inched closer, keeping low. And there he was… Edward Rappaport.

      He sat alone at a large ornate writing desk facing the wall, hand to his head as he wrote. He was unkempt. Giving the appearance that he hadn’t slept in months, never mind showered. His hair was long and peppered with silver. His face was haggard as he seemed to struggle over his writing. For a second, he put the pen down, looked up at the ceiling, took a deep breath then reached down to his chest. Pulling out a shimmering silver pendant from beneath his shirt. It was the size and shape of locket. With the action of pushing a button, the pendant lit up. Effervescent neon blue light surrounded him in an instant. Shooting through him like lightning, for a fraction of a second he resembled a skeleton. But this burst of light, seemed to renew him. He sat up, looking three years younger and started to laugh maniacally.

      I scoured the room for Felix. But he was nowhere to be seen. Where was he?

      And then I made the biggest mistake. I inched my head forwards to try and see beneath the balcony at the rest of the hall below. That’s when it happened. Instinctively, to keep my balance, I reached out and touched a balcony balustrade.

      There was no alarm, no siren, no loud noise.

      But as soon as my hand touched the soft, varnished wood, I felt it. A rush of air blew threw me—like opening a freezer door. Edward sat bolt upright, turned and looked directly at me. His eyes flashed neon blue with murderous mania, and sent a horrifying chill through me so cold I froze to the spot. Edward stood, sharper than a gunshot, his arm shot outwards in front of him…

      I just had time to see a jet of molten lava come streaming towards me. The world went sideways as hard hands pushed me. Eric shoved me behind a tall stone statue. The molten lava burned through the wooden balcony, right where I was, and slammed like rock into the ceiling. Causing the wood to sear, blacken and singe the edges with orange fire.

      Eric made a whimpering sound. “Stay here!” he commanded. Before turning to Wolfie. “Let’s GO!”

      Wolfie bared his enormous fangs, and before I had a chance to cry no! Eric had turned and vaulted over the balcony edge. I spun round. Eric and Wolfie landed with the agility of cats, before Eric picked up and launched a nearby chair at Edward’s head. This put him off, casting the chair aside with his magic instead of sending another ball of molten lava at them.

      A blue pulsing hue seemed to surrounded Edward. “What IS THE MEANING OF THIS!” Edward screamed as Eric and Wolfie came to stand. “You two,” he said slow and dangerous, like acid. There was a faint smile dancing across his lips.

      “We’ve come to… stop you,” said Eric, he sounded uncertain.

      “Have you?” said Edward sounding bored. “That’s nice.”

      Eric swallowed. “What you’re doing, it’s wrong.”

      “So you’ve turned against me?” Edward tutted and shook his head. “That’s a shame. After everything I did for you both.”

      Wolfie made a movement with his nose and bared his teeth, growling. Eric seeming to understand that Wolfie did not take kindly to Edwards last remark. “You sure you have that thing on a leash? Beasts like that spread diseases.”

      That did it.

      Wolfie gave an almighty roar, which shook the floor. Before he charged! “Wolfie NOO!” Eric cried in vain. For a moment I thought I was about to watch the werewolf get put-down. For Edward stretched out a lazy hand at him. But then, Wolfie changed direction. Darting underneath the nearby table. Edwards spell—a blast of blue lightning—hit the top of the table and rebounded into the wall. Before Wolfie lunged, I saw Edward’s eyes bulge, realising he had no time left to either spell or move.

      Crunch.

      The werewolf's teeth sunk into Edwards outstretched arm. There was a howl of pain from Edward so incredibly loud and magically distorted, that the fire went out.

      Wolfie, spooked, jumped back and scrambled behind Eric. Red blood pooled out up the arm of Edwards white shirt. He was breathing hard through his nose, eyes closed, head bowed at the floor.

      And in a low, soft voice said, “you will pay for that.”

      Edward had become so angry, so pent up with fury, even from where I was, I could feel him shaking with murderous vibrations—like an unexploded bomb.

      I stood surveying the scene. Too frightened to act. To do anything. But what could I do? Sharon, now awake, made a muffled cry through the silence that had fallen. Eric and Wolfie stood motionless. But I saw the slightest motion of Wolfie’s head. A second later, Eric moved with such speed as to be a blur. He somehow moved behind the colossal dining table and flipped it. The table came crashing down around Edward. Effectively boxing him in against the wall. Eric continued to push it hard so that Edward was pinned against the wall and pushing back against it with all his might. At the same time, Wolfie darted to Sharon and began biting off the rope in clean chunks.

      I gazed quickly around and saw the crossbow, lying halfway down the staircase—it had fallen off when Eric pushed me behind the stone owl.

      But before I could get to it, there was a loud: BANG! And a blue flash like a clap of thunder. The table burst into a thousand wooden shards, which flew to every corner of the hall. Then I saw Eric flying back through the air like he’d been hit by a train.  Landing in the huge pile of cash causing plumes of bank notes to rain from the sky like confetti.

      Edward turned his attention to Wolfie. Clapping his hands, Wolfie collapses instantly in a heap. After a short whimper, he writhed in agony on the floor. Sharon screamed into the rag as the ropes, under Edwards command began to slowly wrap back around her like snakes.

      The dark wizard took a deep breath, gaze lifting slowly, smoothly, to me.

      Oh christ, oh christ, oh christ.

      A smile danced across his lips. Utter terror squirmed inside me. I wanted to run but the rest of my body wouldn’t respond.

      But Edward, smiling, didn’t spell me to death. He pulled out his wand, which sharpened into a long silver blade. “The definition of vermin…” he called, then as if reading from a book said: “wild animals which are believed to be harmful to crops, farm animals, or which carry disease, examples include rodents… and werewolves.” He took the silver knife and walked slow to the writhing werewolf. “Worse than being killed, is watching others be killed.”

      I felt my head suddenly turn rigid. Until I couldn’t move it or look away. As Edward kneeled before Wolfie beneath Sharon’s heels—and with two hands raised the knife high above his head. I was unable to avert my gaze, as the silver knife flashed in the moonlight, before plunging downwards.

      What happened next was masked somewhat by Sharon’s and Eric’s blood curdling screams. As the knife came down it made a terrible clanging noise which echoed and reverberated around the hall. Edwards eyes bulged as the knife hit an invisible shield.

      Edward stood up, spooked. Staring down at the un-maimed Wolf with incredulity. The blade, gave a tug, before all at once flying out of his grip! Resuming its role as wand, turning from silver metal to black wood and landing behind the wall of books. Edward sighed as if this was a minor inconvenience.

      “Good evening Felix!” he called.

      And then, suddenly, there he was! Felix emerged from the shadows of a nearby corridor. He entered, illuminated by the moonlight, wand stretched in front of him. He didn’t look as I left him. He looked battered and bruised with blood dripping from his nose with stains and dirt all over his ripped coat.

      “Have a little trouble getting in did you? I admit my security is rather tight these days.”

      Far from looking annoyed at Felix’s presence, Edward looked mighty pleased—like you would if seeing a long lost brother for the first time. He casually strolled to a nearby drinks cabinet and poured a glass of whisky. “I was wondering when I might be seeing you.” A glass floated in the air and sailed across the room to Felix who caught it.

      “Well I missed you didn’t I?” Felix grinned. “I missed your weasel face, and your complete lack of judgement on all magical issues, but most of all I missed—”

      “The thrill.” Edward said, cutting Felix off. “Admit it, you missed me, because you need me.” Edward took a big swig and brushed his matted hair back. “You need me to make your life interesting. Without me it’s just… pointless. The evidence for that is all those poor little normie clients of yours… who I cursed.” He grinned like a madman. Somehow pleased with himself.

      Felix, realising he was now dealing with a madman, visibly gulped. “It’s not too late you know… to do the right thing.”

      “Why are you doing this?” said Edward. “For the loyalty of wizarding kind? For the humans? Both hate you, no worse… they both despise you. Why do you work for people that despise you? And please, please tell me… what is the right thing?”

      “To let innocent people go,” Felix pointed at Sharon. “And release all those you’ve cursed.”

      “Can’t do that,” Edward chuckled, tapping the locket around his chest. “Too late. If I release them, I die. And, I don’t mind telling you—I am rather fond of being me.”

      Felix shook his head softly. “He’s using you.”

      Edward made a sarcastic face of shock. “Really? Well… why don’t you tell him that yourself?”

      For a moment, neither Felix, nor I had any idea what he was talking about. But a second later, Edward was standing next to a tall ornate standing mirror with a carved silver frame. He reached out tentatively and knocked upon the surface three times.

      “What are you doing?” Felix cried, but his voice became distant, caught in the air. A sudden chill fell upon the room. The strangest feeling fell over me; like I had just walked into a dream. Time stood still. I was back in the damp fields of my nightmares, perched atop a tall tree. As the cloaked man with the scary face made his way across the boggy fields. This time, he didn’t look at me, but walked purposefully and then… about twenty feet away… reaching a place not as boggy as the rest, stopped. He reached out a pale, white hand, the surface in front of him rippled like a still lake. He stepped forwards. Seemingly through it.

      I snapped back into the hall as the Faerie stepped through the mirror… and into our world. My breath was totally taken. My eyes transfixed as this otherworldly event. This thing that had been haunting me for weeks was here.

      Felix cowered, his wand shaking. The Faerie had the most powerful energy I had ever felt from another life form. His eyes were so piercingly green as to sparkle like an emerald in the sun. His skin so white and pale, as to glow like snow. His hair fell to his shoulders was jet black, with small plaits, feathers, beads and silver fasteners. He dropped the thick black cloak to the floor, which dissipated like smoke. His clothes were fine, made of silk, and unlike anything I had ever seen. He looked like an Alien King, seemingly it felt that he could be from both the future and the past. He emanated and vibrated with wisdom and power.

      Edward’s demeanour changed. He was no longer confident, but submissive. Keeping his head low and bowed. Eric sunk a little lower into the pile of cash.

      The Faeries eyes fells across us one by one, like we were interesting specimens of pond life. His mouth opened and he spoke in a voice so soft and gentle it was like a feather in the wind. Like being tickled with sound. “You have the ring.” He said at no one in particular, “Mr. Rappaport will confess to the murders of all those you’ve been accused of. I sign this contact as a mark of my word.”

      A sheet of parchment appeared in the air, and slowly drifted across to Felix. He took a deep breath as he looked across it, seemingly finding the contents to his satisfaction. “This…” said the Faerie, “in exchange for the ring?”

      It was not a deal you negotiated. However, Felix stood quietly, mouth tight. The Faerie looked upon Felix with its dazzling eyes. And I could see the way it regarded this bold young man, the same way I would look upon a three-year old.

      “You’ve been harvesting souls,” Felix said in a small frightened voice. “You framed me. You kidnapped my friend. You cursed and killed my clients. You made people hate me.”

      The Faeries face didn’t even move a millimetre. Before withdrawing a small blade from his belt. “I will sign the contract in my own blood.”

      “No,” Felix said, chest rising and falling fast. “I can’t.”

      The air went a few degrees colder. The Faerie turned to face him. “Then you will watch all the people you care about be hung from their toes and have their throats slit. You will watch them squirm in agony as the life drips from them. And then spend the remainder of your miserable life in with that memory going round and round, and round your mind.”

      Felix swallowed, as the contract and a pen floated just in front of him.

      “All you have to do to avoid a lifetime of pain is hand over the ring.”

      The silver ring on Felix’s left hand, now became the focal point of everyone’s attention. Felix’s eyes rose upwards at me. And in that instant, it somehow became apparent, as if telepathically, what I needed to do. Even though, it was the last thing in the world I wanted to do. The very last thing.

      I swallowed, and glanced down the stairs at the crossbow. Felix reached out towards the contract and pen, which swam gratefully into his hands. All eyes were on him. As I, bent down and as quietly as anything I had ever done, reached out for the crossbow.
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      I crept as silent as a mouse, in slow motion. Bending and reaching for the crossbow several stairs away. The scene below was like a landscape picture. Each person frozen in time. Felix, the focal point for all in the room had the pen outstretched, ready to sign. Fae and Edward watched gleefully as they were about to win. Eric cradling Wolfie in his arms. And a gagged Sharon, all watching on transfixed. No one noticed me, the only unbound human in the room, reaching down and touching the cool metal frame of the crossbow. My heartbeat in my chest like a drum, surely it was loud enough to alert them all? Images of the Fae turning and seeing what I was doing flashed through my mind as I wrapped my hand around the handle and lifted.

      From here I surveyed the scene. There was no clear shot. I was far too low. The banisters and some chairs were in the way.

      “Well…” Edward called. “Are you doing it?”

      “Let me read it fully!” Felix said. “I don’t want to be caught out on a technicality do I? It happened to me once with a mobile phone contract, I was overpaying…” he was buying me time. Using his projected voice as cover, I started to ease myself back up the stairs behind the owl. “… and that was a big lesson when it comes to reading contracts, you should always check the T’s and C’s.”

      I glanced through the banisters and saw Felix flick his eyes up at me, seeing me in position, eyes gliding over the contract. Kneeling down, I slowly raised the crossbow, resting it as gently as I possibly could atop the banister rail.

      “Will you sign it!” Edward called again, reacting to a disgruntled movement on the Fae’s face.

      But there was a problem. The Fae was standing side on next to Edward, neither had their back to me. There was no clear shot. I closed my eye and glanced down the sight. The silver tip of the arrow glinted. This was speculative to say the least. There was no part of the Fae I could aim at—and it had a dark wizard in front of it. But then, something strange happened. As I attempted to move the crossbow toward the Fae, the sight resting towards his head, the bow gave a short tug. And a jump. As if it had a mind of its own, the bow averted itself from aiming at the Fae. Not only that, but I felt the strange nightmarish feeling creep over me. For a moment, I swear I could see snow falling inside the hall. No, not snow. Ash. The dreamlike feeling of standing atop the boggy Faerie hillside washed across me. It was as if, somehow, I was half in this world, half in another. One foot in the hall, one foot in the Faerie world.

      When I averted the crossbow sight upwards, the feeling disappeared completely. I took a breath, letting my mind catch up with what had just happened. This wasn’t going to be as easy as I thought. This was a Faerie after all, with magic a wizard couldn’t even comprehend.

      Felix must have seen my troubles, for he suddenly looked worried. Before gulping. I could visibly see him thinking up a plan on the spot. And I had a feeling I knew what it would be. He lowered the pen slowly.

      “What are you doing?” Edward called, anger rising faster than a jet of lava from a volcano.

      “I need…” Felix’s voice audibly cracked with nerves before saying again more assuredly. “I need assurances.”

      “Of what?”

      “That none of my friends or clients will ever be harmed in any way, nor any magic done to interfere with their lives.”

      Edward sniffed, eyes narrowing—he suspected Felix was playing for time. “The contract in front of you states such a clause.”

      Felix glanced at it. “It’s not… specific enough.”

      Without moving the Fae raised a bony, white hand. The words on the parchment contract visibly changed before the Fae nodded once. “It is done,” Edward announced. “As you wish. Now please sign.”

      “I will,” said Felix gulping again. “But I would like your bit signed in Faerie blood.”

      The Fae’s wrinkled his face in annoyance. But then, lifted his hand before him, withdrew a small dagger and slit his palm. The parchment flapped across the room to him, where he dabbed the pen into his palm before scribbling. The red blood seemed to sparkle with light, as if it was neon. The parchment slowly flapped back across the room to Felix, who now really had no choice but to sign it. His eyes flicked up at me.

      I glanced around, seeing if I could find a better spot. But this was the only spot, I was hidden here behind the owl statue. If I moved down the stairs, to my right, they would see me. If I moved to the left along the balcony, they would see me. But even when I attempted, again, to aim the bow towards the Fae, the exact same thing happened. The bow veered away, as if by a magnet. And I felt myself slip into a dream-state.

      I pulled it away and returned. We needed to think of something else.

      “This is silly,” said Felix pushing the contract aside. “We can do this verbally if you like?”

      Edward and the Fae were losing patience. The atmosphere descended a few degrees more.

      “Look at all this Edward,” said Felix gazing around at the enormous hall. “You’ve done so well. You’re a natural wizard, you’ve learnt so much and have done some incredible things in such a short space of time.” Felix, letting his mouth run away with him was playing for time, while his mind thought up a solution. “When bad things happen to us, it kind of fractures us, the same way as when you break your arm. If you don’t heal it, you become weak. When you study magic properly you must heal that fracture, or magic will exploit it. Only the weak need dark magic. Bad things have happened to you. Your whole family dying is the worst thing that can ever happen to anyone…”

      For some reason, both an unimpressed Edward and the Fae stood still, listening. They knew that they needed to keep Felix sweet to hand over the ring willingly. However, that patience was wearing very thin. Felix’s eyes, I noticed, had seemed to hone in on Edwards face, searching for any humanity that he had left.

      Edward blinked. “If you are trying to spell me with your words, then it won’t work.”

      “Did you ever find out who it was?” Felix persisted. “Who killed your family?”

      “HOW DARE YOU!” Edward erupted spitting like a hot furnace. “MENTION MY FAMILY!”

      Felix, blindly, perhaps stupidly, carried on. “You’ve given over to the dark side because you are weak. Not because you are powerful. Faeries and other manipulative elementals—”

      The Fae seemed to take offence to the word elementals.

      “—Because that’s what he is.” Felix cried, jabbing a finger in the Fae’s direction. “They are tricksters! They look for fractured, broken people like you, because you are easier to control. You know this, you just don’t want to know it. Do you think your family will be proud of what you’ve done in their name? Do you think they will understand that you caused all these atrocities because of them?”

      Edward shook his head, the way a man does when he hears the truth but doesn’t want to. “You know nothing.”

      “You are being played.” Now Felix really did sound like he was trying to hypnotise Edward, speaking in a soft comforting voice. “Your thoughts are not your own. You are a useful idiot. You’ve been played. And there’s no harm in admitting that a Faerie has hoodwinked you. Especially the likes of Jack Found—”

      The Fae suddenly, out of nowhere roared with displeasure at the sound of this name. It was a horrible noise, like a bear trapped in a claw trap. The sound of which shook the walls.

      Edward swallowed, looking frightened. “You address him as FERLUCI! How dare you use that name for his Majesty!” He took a few steps forward towards Felix. “The wizarding world is the one which is broken and fractured. How dare it hoard all the magic for itself and deny entry for those deemed unworthy. The wizarding world is dangerous. It is the final bastion of roguery that stands in the way of the New World Order.”

      Felix blinked with an unbelieving expression. “You don’t understand what you are talking about.”

      “Oh, I do, I’ve seen it. This has to happen,”—by seen it, I imagined Edward had meant he had glimpsed the future in some way unbeknownst to us all. “It shall open its walls, or I shall make it.” Edward announced importantly.

      “All this because they denied you entry?” said Felix, his eyes flicked to me squinting over the top of the banister rail. Even though Edward was no longer next to Ferluci, the shot was still hard. Harder than it needed to be. Added that to the fact that every time I aimed at Ferluci, the bow veered away. “Because they denied me entry too, but it doesn’t mean I want to damage it!”

      “Damage it?” said Edward with a sly chuckle. “I don’t want to damage it… I want to blow the fuck out of it.”

      Felix gulped. “This isn’t your plan. This is his.” He said, pointing at Ferluci. “You’re a gullible fool.”

      Edward merely smiled at this. “On the contrary, twas I who called upon his Majesty Ferluci to aid me in my mission. I couldn’t do it without his help,” Edward softly touched the locket that hung around his chest.

      “He’s made you think it’s your idea.”

      “On the contrary. His Majesty helped me erect the Obelisks and direct its energy—using the soul energy from those captured directed straight to me. I don’t need sleep. I don’t need rest. I don’t need food or drink. I am ascending from my bodily functions, and joining the gods. No longer bound by my physical restraints.”

      Now it was Felix’s turn to look mystified.

      “And so we come to the sordid, fickle point in the negotiations Felix, where I must remind you that if you decline the contract—or try something, then you face the possibility of seeing your friends and very attractive girlfriend sliced to bits in front of you. And I will make sure that those images, NEVER leave your mind. I will condemn you to eternity, with all the other poor souls I’ve captured. The images of your friends disembowelment going round and round until you fade into madness, for eternity.”

      Edward’s words sparked so much fear inside my gut (that could soon be all over the floor) that I was tempted to stand up and tell Felix he must sign the contract and hand over the ring! That this was not worth it! What was I even doing? Saving a magical world that didn’t give a shit about me!

      But then the thought of Mrs Pemberton, Barrie, and Steve, among others floated into my minds eye. And a pang of guilt at my earlier decision and a refreshed understanding of why Felix was doing this. Not to save the magic world—but to save the innocent lives. This was the only way.

      But if Edward released them, he would die. Seeing as he had been using their soul energy to keep him alive without food or sleep for months.

      “It’s a good deal,” said Edward in a soothing voice, taking another step towards Felix. “A very good deal.”

      “But not a fair deal, how can it be warranted by Fae magic if you’ve had a hand in the circumstances? Coercing me along the way and giving me little choice but to accept a deal?”

      “Fae magic only states that one hands over the ring willingly as per terms, it only states that it cannot be taken by force.”

      Felix gave a gulp. I felt terrifically sorry for him. He was out of options and I, nor the vampire or werewolf were any help whatsoever. It was him vs a dark wizard and a Faerie.

      Then, Felix seemed to snap, as per his self-destructive nature. He flicked his wand towards the contract, which burst into flames.

      “AHHHHH!” Ferluci screamed, as if the fire was burning him and not the parchment.

      In one movement of the Fae’s hands, Felix spun upside down and floated in the air. Ferluci was breathing heavily as Felix cried out. “I will never give YOU THE RING!” as he floated upwards in front of them, and hung in the middle of the room. Suspended as if by an invisible rope.

      My heart was in my mouth—what the fuck did I do? What the fuck could I do?!

      “Poor Mary Pemberton, poor Barrie Parker, poor little Felix and all his friends, family and clients,” Edward said in a mock baby voice. “All DEAD! Or about to horrifically die!” he screamed. “All because of one stubborn, idiotic man. YOU! Because of your stubbornness to not give me the ring of power, you have condemned them TO A FATE WORSE THAN DEATH! And now you and your friends will get the same. At least you will all be together… forever.”

      “If you curse any of them, you will never see the ring again.”

      “Oh I think we will,” Edward cried. “I will kill them one by one, until you decide to hand it over.”

      “Fuck you!” There was a burst of red light. A tunnelling kaleidoscope of red spirals, which exploded from his wand towards Ferluci and Edward. A huge blue shield erupted in front of Edward and Ferluci, sending the red blast into the ceiling. Which cracked ominously. The next second, Ferluci held up a hand and Felix’s wand flew toward him. “Holly wood,” he said in a soft interested voice, before taking it in his other hand and snapping it.

      Felix let out an audible, visceral cry. Golden flakes of light, like tiny miniature flowers floated out of the middle and evaporated. Before both halves were tossed to the floor.

      “I will curse you like I cursed the others and vampire off your soul energy when I kill you.” Edward chuckled. “And you go to purgatory for eternity.”

      “So.” Felix said, still sniffing from his broken wand as he twisted this way and that.

      “We will kill everyone.”

      “So?” said Felix, this time he sounded dangerously serious. “I don’t care. Go for it. I hardly know them anyway. I knew life before all of them. I think you underestimate me.”

      I couldn’t believe it—he sounded deadly serious, and in a voice that I knew to be his true voice. He really wouldn’t care if he saw us all get killed. But then I understood it… this ring was a once in a lifetime piece of magic. He had known me, a rather uninteresting human, barely three months. Sharon six weeks. And the vampire and werewolf, barely a few days. Was that his plan all along? To use us as bait? The breath was rising up fast in my chest as I tried to contemplate the dire consequences of what could possibly happen next.

      “Anyway, if you kill me, you kill the ring… as per Faerie magic.”

      Edward received a nod from Ferluci confirming this fact. “True. But there is a… loophole, so to speak.” Edward ran his fingers through his long greying hair. “If someone else, unaffiliated, kills you. Then, we pry  it freely from your cold, dead hands.”

      Felix didn’t say anything, he just swung gently back and forth.

      “And we happen to know just the being.” Edward clicked his fingers, and the next second, in a blaze of black smoke appeared three shapes. The demon Zagakowski, by his side; two dark, transparent demons with glowing eyes. He appeared nonchalant, if slightly miffed at being called here as he was. But he didn’t meet the gaze from Ferluci, keeping it squarely at the floor.

      “Demon Zagakowski,” called Edward with as much pomp as he could muster. “You made a deal with the wizard Felix Freeman?”

      “I did.”

      “Was this deal stuck to?”

      “No.”

      “Then, we now formally offer you Felix’s blood and life. Which will sustain you in your current form for many years.”

      Zagakowski looked up, eyes glinting—a square smile creeping across his demonic face. “What an interesting proposition.” He said. “One which I am very flattered to be invited to.” Zagakowski turned his attention to Felix, walking over to him and looking up, licking his lips. “I think I will have to… accept!”

      This was going from bad to worse.

      Zagakowski’s cronies made an excited gaggle, as Zagakowski jumped and landed on Felix like a cat.

      “I told you didn’t I young Felix?” he smarted gleefully. “I told you.”

      I aimed the crossbow towards Zagakowski. But I only had one arrow. If I used it on the demon, then I couldn’t use it on Ferluci—not that I could anyway!

      Then, as Edward and Ferluci watched happily as Zagakowski sniffed around Felix’s neck, Felix suddenly called out. “If you kill me, you’ll have to find the ring!”

      Edward held up a hand at the demon to stop. “What?”

      Felix swung a little with the weight of the demon on him. “I don’t have the ring.”

      “Impossible. I can see it!” said Edward.

      “You really think I’d come here, give you the ring. Then let you kill us all? Give me some credit. I passed the ring to my Scrutator, which is long gone by now. But I do know where it’s going. And I will tell you. But only once you agree to my demands.”

      An icy cold chill dropped, like someone had just turned all the floor to ice.

      Ferluci took a step forward, his voice even though soft seemed otherworldly, “We have the power, not you.” Ferluci seemed to have lost his temper. For the next second, he started the thrash his hands at Felix. Zagakowski jumped out of the way, as spell after spell fired at Felix like a machine gun. Felix grunted and cried as he magically batted them away as best he could. But it wasn’t enough, as one touched him he screamed in purest agony.

      “I will do this all day and all night! Until you descend into madness unless you tell me where the ring is!”

      Blue sparks of electricity rained out from Ferluci’s hands at Felix, who attempted in vain to avoid it. Screaming at the top of his lungs with pain as each jolt passed through him.

      “Tell us where! Tell us where!”

      AHHHH! Felix screamed.

      “Tell us where! Tell us where!”

      It was horrifying to watch. I attempted in vain, to aim the crossbow at the Fae, but only for it to veer off again. “You think these are empty threats?” cried Ferluci with such ferocity that the demons ran and cowered in the corner. “Curse him!” Ferluci screamed, relenting from the torture.

      Edward stepped forwards and raised his hands, taking a deep breath before unleashing a stream of black wind. The wind was more demonic that the demons. It seemed to encompass the entire hall. Voices from the depths of hell whispered in my ear. Flashes of grinning faces filled my peripheral vision. Until the fright paralysed me. Then, all at once, like pulling the chain out of a bath, they vanished. Into Felix. Now, he jolted and swung, as black lines and markings littered his skin. With the Ram’s Eye, the mark of the bounty in the middle of his forehead.

      But Felix was already unconscious. His eyes has closed and he swung limply. I swallowed the lump in my throat as tears swelled in my eyes. I was powerless, useless. I couldn’t do anything for my friend, who hung and swung softly as black lines covered his skin before fading to nothing.

      There was a second of silence as all around caught up.

      Zagakowski’s thunderous expression looked up at Ferluci with barely concealed contempt. “Why did you do that?” he said.

      Ferluci eyed the demon, but Edward spoke as if Zagakowski was barely more than a worm. “Nothing to do with you demon.”

      “He was mine,” said Zagakowski in a dangerous voice. “And now he’s tainted. You have cursed my asset!” His voice rose high. Clearly, Zagakowski was struggling to hold back his anger. “And now myself and associates have nothing.” His cronies started to make discontented noises.

      Edward sneered. “Calm yourself demon, before we banish you.”

      “AHH!” Zagakowski suddenly cried, moving in a flash of darkness at Edward. There was a terrific BANG! As Edward flew back and fell into the fireplace. A plume of ash expelled from the grate, but not before Edward was already up, swirling his wand at the demons, who danced out the way of three expulsions of orange fire. Ferluci, looking mildly uninterested, stood in exactly the same place as a furore of explosions erupted around the hall.

      At this, Eric leapt up too and threw a pile of heavy books at Ferluci, which evaporated into mist. Before Eric hit the opposite wall so hard, he left an indent before sliding back down it. But that didn’t stop him, picking up and joining Zagakowski, who was sending demonic spell after spell at Edward.

      I propped the crossbow higher, and glanced down the sight. Still no shot!

      Just then, through the melee, Ferluci looked up, at me. I felt his eyes pour into my soul. And he smiled. I felt violated. But then his gaze was broken as a spell of fire flew just past his head, singeing the ends of his hair. He looked genuinely shocked. Then, all at once, he cast his hands aside. Everyone in the room was blasted backwards as if by a tornado.

      Then, his high, soft voice called out. “Kill them all, including the wizard.”

      I stepped forwards to the balcony now, as Eric, Wolfie and the demons were surrounded by fizzing electrical ropes, before spinning and falling into a neat circle around Sharon. “One by one,” called Ferluci joyously. “And get the human to kill the wizard.”

      Oh no.

      “William Norton,” Edward cried. I poked my head subserviently over the top of the bannisters, lowering the crossbow. Edward greeted me with a satisfied smile. Now they were all looking at me. “Shoot the wizard with your weapon.”

      I gulped. “W-what?” I said in a small voice. “I c-can’t do that.”

      “You must,” Edward said matter of factly. “Or you will watch all these people die. And it will be your fault.”

      Oh shit. Shit. Shit. Shit. This was bad.

      They needed me to kill Felix, because if they did it themselves they would void the ring. I swallowed again. I was all out of options. Neither scenario seemed anywhere near attractive. Watch my friends die. Or kill my best friend?

      “COME ON!” Edward screamed.

      I raised the crossbow. Breathing so heavily I thought I might pass out. I couldn’t believe it had come to this. I aimed towards Felix. He swung limply, twisting this way and that. I rested my finger on the trigger. “Do it,” came the horrible, hypnotically soft voice of Ferluci. “Do it, do it, do it.” It whispered with glee.

      I had no choice. I had to do it. He was as good as dead anyway. And to tell you the truth—I was too frightened not to. I squeezed the trigger a little, but then… I stopped.

      Because, suddenly… Felix vanished.

      Ferluci and Edward spun about the room, confused. As did I. However, an overriding sense of relief also flooded my system. There was a flash of white light across the room. “Up here!” it was Felix. Standing, only just, and glaring down at them from the opposite balcony. Felix glanced up at me, his eyes flashing.

      And now I understood. I understood why he had appeared up there. Because, now, Ferluci had his back to me. My heart jumped into my chest as the silk-clothed back of the Faerie presented itself. I lowered the crossbow, aiming it as fast as I could. And then, just as he was about to come into the sights, the bow veered away. It was impossible!

      The panic rose so high and terrible, that I screamed out. “I can’t! It won’t let me!” at Felix.

      Edward and Ferluci were confused.

      I saw Felix nod towards me once, eyes flashing with… hope. Suddenly a bang like a gunshot bust from Ferluci’s hands. A flash of light saw Felix vanish. The blast like a cannon, exploded into the wall behind where Felix was, shaking the floors and ceiling. Barely a second later. It happened. There was a flash of quick, bright white. And then…

      Felix had materialised directly in front of Ferluci. And before the light had even settled. He reached forwards and… hugged him. He hugged so tightly and so fast that the Fae didn’t even have the chance to realise.

      “NOW NORTON!”

      As fast as I had ever done anything in my life. I flung the bow in their direction. Aiming down the sights, bringing it into alignment with Ferluci’s back. And now… the sights fell directly onto the Faeries back. Edward was suddenly caught in two minds—spell me, or spell Felix. Ferluci, now realising what was happening gave a terrific struggle. Felix clung to him as tight as anything he had ever done. His hands joining, a white light surrounding him like a halo.

      This time, without hesitation, I squeezed the trigger hard. The bow gave a PING! And the silver tipped arrow flew across the hall. Just at that moment; Edward raised his wand and was about to spell it out of the air. Were it not for Wolfie. Who, spotting this, jumped up with his last ounce of strength, ran and skidded along the floor. Open jaw connecting fully with Edwards leg. CRUNCH. “Ahh!” screamed Edward in agony, falling backwards and hitting the floor.

      Unhindered, the arrow sailed true. As Felix clung on for dear life, white light vibrating with effort as Ferluci struggled harder than anything I’ve ever seen. The arrow ripped through his shoulder. And then, the most colossal, haunting and monstrous scream reverberated around the hall.

      “AHHHHH!” louder than a thousand aeroplanes. Scarier than the hordes of hell. Felix jumped backwards as Ferluci struggled, clutching at his back and pulled out the arrow.

      Ferluci was confused, in agony and apoplectic with rage. Swoons of red blood billowed out from his shoulder like smoke. And then, all at once, he grimaced and stumbled forwards, launching himself back through the mirror. Which, in a golden flash, vanished.

      The Faerie, Ferluci was gone.

      Edward sat up unbelieving. So fit with perplexed rage he seemed to vibrate. He stood, lip trembling. With his wand out in front of him, a jet of purple fire erupted into the room. In a matter of seconds it swooped around the hall, taking over everything. And then, in a blast of black smoke. He was gone!

      The purple fire was so loud and covered everything, so much so that I couldn’t see Felix or the others. The walls behind me were on fire. And the heat was so great, I thought I might pass out. The bannisters were on fire. And the stairs. I heard Felix calling my name. But he may as well have been miles away. Before I had a chance to move anywhere… I realised I was trapped. There was no way out. All around me was purple. Blazing, raging, purple inferno.

      We had won the battle. But not the war.

      For now, we would all die.

    

  



    
      
        
          
            26

          

          

      

    

    







            Three Fae Rings of Power

          

        

      

    

    
      The heat was so strong it engulfed the entire building in seconds. I had no chance. In fact, all I remember seeing through the haze of smoke and purple fire was; falling to the ground and screaming in pain as fire licked up my clothes and seared my skin. But there was nowhere to run and the smoke was filling my lungs faster than water.

      I remember seeing the world swim in front of my eyes. This was it. This was where I died.

      There was a sudden flash of white among the purple. Rough hands wrenched me up onto my limp feet. I just saw the long shaggy hair, beaky nose and long coat purple with fire. Felix.

      My hand was jammed into someone else’s, who held so tight that it hurt more than the fire. Then, as my vision swam, my thoughts dancing between madness and oblivion. I found myself in a tight circle, holding hands, as the purple fire erupted like an explosion around us. The next second all I saw was blackness. As I felt my entire being shooting into the sky… this was it. This was death.

      

      That was what I thought anyway. I mean wouldn’t you think that if you were surrounded by a magical fire attempting to blast you into extinction? I wasn’t too good though—maintaining consciousness was becoming harder and harder. The feeling of shooting into the sky was, I now know, not the fire, but the result of Felix and his ring of power. Which, had transported us away from danger and straight to…

      The in-between.

      Silent darkness fell quicker than a black bag over the face.

      It was blacker than obsidian. The air around us brisk. All sound completely mute. The only noise now came from our combined gasps for air, relinquishing each others grip and choking on the free and plentiful oxygen. I felt myself fall onto the wet, boggy sand. Felix jumped in a nearby pool of water, distinguishing the fire that had taken hold of his clothes. Sharon sat slumped, bruised and blackened. And Eric, the only standing member, his clothes singed, was peering down at a rather motionless Werewolf, which he cradled in his arms.

      No one said a thing.

      We were alive, but only just.

      I was impressed I managed to maintain my wherewithal. After a minute, a familiar small orange dingy came floating across the black water. “Get in,” I heard Felix say.

      We did so. And the dingy, once full of passengers, began to drift and glide back the way it had come. Maybe it was the peaceful serenity after such a hellish experience, being burrowed among others on a tiny dingy. But I, all at once, fell asleep as we all drifted into the silent, soothing blackness.

      

      Seven days later…

      

      The sun beat down blissfully on Hampstead Heath. Felix, Sharon and I lay around a tartan throw with a wicker box containing our pic-nic.

      “Another sandwich Norton me old boy?” Felix said gaily, like he was one of the Famous Five.

      I grinned. “Don’t mind if I do Mister Freeman.”

      Sharon shook her head in that what are boys like way, before pouring out some ginger beer. Felix grinned before taking a swig. “Lashings of ginger beer Norton, lashings!”

      I laughed, before taking a bite out of the cheese sandwich. Delicious. And all made by Sharon, who supplied a wonderful spread.

      She surprised me. Not because of the pic-nic (sexist!) I mean she was stronger than I thought. I mean, if most women had been kidnapped and nearly killed in a magical fire by a dark wizard, they would probably not continue to hang around the person who had all but caused that.

      “And one for Harry,” she said, giving Harry the dog a triangle of sandwich. Which he wolfed down in a second flat, wagging his tail and beaming his eyes at her for more.

      Neither Felix, Sharon, or I, remember getting home after sailing through the in-between. But home we got… in our own beds and awaking the next morning with sun streaming in through the window. I woke around midday. Groggy, confused and aching. But very much alive. My chest hurt and felt tight, but everything outside the window was very much the same as it had been the day before. I felt so normal standing naked in my bedroom, grateful at still being alive, that it kind of felt like it had all been a dream. Or some mad hallucinogenic trip! Yes, Felix must have given me some potion and it made me dream it all… the vampire and werewolf, the dark wizard, the Faerie and the purple fire. Yes, of course it was all a dream. How could all that have been real?

      But then I saw my clothes, in a messy pile on the floor. They were blackened, singed and charred. And the smell was pungent the closer I got; acrid, acidic smoke.

      It was real. All of it.

      And then someone outside whistled at me standing naked in the window. I jumped away, put some clean trousers on and went straight upstairs. I pushed Felix’s bedroom door open. And then stopped. Whoops. I went red. As I saw Felix naked in bed. Lying next to him was Sharon. Also naked.

      Felix opened one eye lid, and stared at me. “What’s the…” he looked confused. Sat up a little and rubbed his eyes. Then he looked round, saw Sharon and looked even more confused. And blinked a few times. “How much did we drink last night?”

      He did the same as me, peered around, saw the clothes on the floor and remembered. “Ah shit.”

      Then he swung out of bed and sat on the edge, completely billy-bollock-naked. “Wizard!” I cried turning away to face the wall and wishing I could unsee what I just had. “Put some clothes on! Cover your… modesty!”

      Then it was Sharon’s turn to look confused and scramble for the duvet. “Christ,” she exclaimed, cheeks going red.

      It’s fair to say we tried to forget this rather embarrassing moment as quickly as possible. Felix said afterwards that the in-between must have led us all home as if we were sleepwalking—“the ring has powers.” That was his explanation. I was not impressed, strip us all naked too did it?

      Later that day, Felix took Sharon and I to see the Healer (the one who had stopped me turning into a vampire), who patched us up, rubbing some stinging potions on us healing our burns and bruises. And this time, Felix settled his entire bill in cash. Where he got such a large wad of notes I was unsure, I would’ve asked, were it not for the Healer shoving a wand in my mouth to check for cavities.

      We didn’t see or hear what became of Eric and Wolfie. They had simply vanished after going to the in-between. I did ask Felix in a concerned manner, for they had played a large part in our continued existence, but he said they were; “fine and recovering, like us.” How he knew this I didn’t know. But I did see his nostrils flare once or twice as we walked home.

      

      But to now sit on Hampstead Heath, with the sun beating down and a beautiful woman handing us and endless supply of tasty food, made me think how lucky we were. Unless I had died and this actually was heaven?

      The wizard put his book down and smiled contentedly. “So when you gonna get a new girlfriend Norton?”

      It definitely wasn’t heaven. Heaven would not have a wizard winding me up.

      “Don’t be nasty,” said Sharon giving Felix a slap. “Norton will find someone in good time.”

      “Yes maybe,” said Felix. “But it might be a good idea to do so before he gets grey hair.”

      All week we had barely spoken of what had actually happened. And now, after our fill of sandwiches, when Harry had curled up on the blanket and we watched the sun sinking down lower and lower in the sky, I felt all of our attention turning to it.

      It was actually Felix who first sighed and said: “I never thought I would get a bounty put on me. Not in all my life.” Sharon and I looked at the wizards pale sunken face. “It’s the worst thing that can ever happen to a wizard. Worse than death.” He said shaking his head softly. “Trust it to happen to me!”

      “So what does it mean?” I said, Sharon and I had no idea what it actually was or meant.

      He sighed. “It’s a curse. Once the bounty is put on you, it means that when you die, your soul is controlled by them.”

      “By Edward and the Fae?” Sharon offered.

      Felix nodded curtly.

      “You should have just given them the ring,” I said looking down at his now purple finger with disgust. He had used the ring several times over the last week, seeing as the police were still after us. He has put powerful spells and incantations over the house, which meant that they couldn’t locate us. Our house effectively went ‘off the map’. In fact when I typed our address into Google Maps, it was just non-existent. However it didn’t stop them spotting us walking along the street and screeching to a halt beside us. Causing Felix to have to quickly grab the both of us and materialise some place safe. This happened on a daily basis, if we went out. And it was fine, but now, just this morning Felix had taken his gloves off and revealed a long purple finger under the silver ring.

      Now he raised it to the sun, it looked as if he had placed it in a mangler for it was entirely purple. “I need the other two rings of power. If I am to stay alive.”

      Sharon and I both sighed. By proxy, that meant that if he didn’t find the other 2 rings, we would also be dead. For the wizard was the only person that had kept us alive and out of jail. “It’s the three rings together that make them work as one. They don’t work properly if they are separate.” Felix said, twirling the blackened purple finger before popping his glove back on.

      “How did you know the rings couldn’t be taken by force?” I said, recalling the lengths Edward and the Fae went to, placing Felix in the most compromising position where handing over the ring was the only solution—avoiding taking it by force at all costs.

      Felix ran his hand through his hair. “The ring wouldn’t work for them if they took it by force. The powers would be gone.” he shrugged. “But I do happen to know where the next ring is.”

      “Really?” Sharon cried excitedly. “How?”

      “I did some work in my mind palace and some vodka the other night. Most ways of finding these rings is impossible by wizard magic, because wizard magic is useless compared to Faerie magic. But, it was being in that Hall where Edward had all his things. I went back there in my head and looked around, and I saw his research and a map on the wall.”

      “A map?” I said intrigued. “A map of where?”

      Felix grinned. “Paris.”

      “So…” Sharon winced and rubbed her face. “The second ring is somewhere in Paris?”

      “Yep!” said Felix, fairly certain of this fact. “If I am to stop my finger rotting away from overuse of a Fae magic, rescue all my clients who have their souls caught in the NetherWorld, and stop Edward once and for all and bring an end to his madness—and finally… prove my innocence in all of this. Then the only possible way to do all of that, is to get all three rings of power.”

      We sat contemplating this, as four men ran after a football nearby with a dog giving chase, Harry, with one eye towards it.

      “Is the Fae dead do you think?” I struggled saying this owing to the fact that I kept dreaming of the moment the silver tip ripped through the Fae’s shoulder and that horrible scream. Since then though, I had not once gone back to that dreamlike place atop the hillside where he was walking through the marshland towards me.

      Felix bit his lip and solemnly shook his head. “No way. It will take more than a silver tipped arrow to kill a Fae. Especially one as powerful as Jack Found. Mind you, it buys us some time while he licks his wounds. Bad news is, he will come back at us harder than ever.”

      Sharon took a swig of ginger beer. “Why do you call him Jack Found?” she said. “He didn't like it.”

      “That’s his human name,” Felix said. “He hates humans. That’s why he doesn't like being reminded of the fact that is half-human.”

      “So he has a human mother?” I offered.

      Felix nodded. “Most likely yes. Faerie men are very interested in human women who are deemed the most beautiful of all sentient species,” he said, my eye drifted across the utter perfection of Sharon as the sun glistened across her perfect golden skin. I could understand perfectly what Felix meant.

      Felix carried on: “Story goes… that one day, some four hundred years ago a farmer approaching retirement, in a Cornish corner of England was walking across his land. He spotted something white in the middle of the brown field. Strange. As he got closer he noticed it was a bundle of white cloth and blankets. Inside the blankets was a baby. A small, pale, quiet baby. The farmer of course, being a man of sound body and mind, picked up the baby and took it indoors for his wife. Their children had all grown up and left, and the farmer and his wife were too old for any more. But when she saw the baby, this usually rational woman, begged her husband to let her keep it. And that he did. There was something about the baby that seemed to transfix the farmers wife and she couldn’t take her eyes off him. The farmer thought his wife had caught the madness. They cared for the baby, which turned into a strapping young boy. But not an ordinary boy, a very strange boy indeed. He was quiet, with otherworldly piercing eyes, and when you felt his gaze upon you a chill would run down your spine. He was also extremely clever, and could speak perfectly and learnt anything they put in front of him all but instantly. They thought he had a photographic memory it seemed, and by the age of 6 was telling the farmer how to best sow his crops. Jack seemed to be able to foretell the weather for any day approaching for the next 3 weeks, just by sniffing the air. Which, the farmer was immensely grateful for. But his gratitude as the young boy’s gifts turned to latent caution the older the boy got, when he would vanish for days at a time. And refusing to tell them where he had been. As mysterious things happened in various nearby villages; robberies, attacks and strange goings on. He also seemed to have very little emotion. He showed no love towards his adoptive family, but the mother cared for him more than any of their other children. The named him Jack Found, so that people would know he wasn’t their child, the farmers last name being Dyble. But Found seemed appropriate, seeing as they had found him. This being simpler times.”

      “So, what happened then?” I said wanting to find out.

      “When Jack was 16, the farmer and his wife were burnt alive in a raging fire which consumed the entire farmhouse. Earlier that day they had scolded Jack after finding out that it was he who was going into nearby villages and stealing. For which they couldn’t understand.”

      “Christ,” I said. “Was it him who set the fire?”

      Felix shrugged. “Who knows. After that Jack Found disappeared from there. But his journey had only just begun. He was to find out and understand what he truly was. Why he felt so different to all other humans, who seemed worthless to him. He inevitably found the Faerie world and they, never seeing a half-human-Faerie, and with so much power, for he can easily co-exist in both worlds. They must have took him in, taught him their ways and their hatred towards humanity. He named himself Ferluci, that’s his Fae name.”

      Felix finished and took a bite of sandwich while rubbing Harry’s belly. Sharon puffed out her cheeks. I knew what she meant, that was quite a story. Whether it was true or not, I had no idea. However, even the idea of the Fae sent a chill down my spine. Especially at the idea that I was now the most powerful-magical-creature-in-the-world’s number one enemy!

      “Oh,” said Sharon pulling a postcard out of her handbag. “This came for you both this morning,” she said in a sheepish kind of way, the way I recognised when a woman talks about another woman she feels slightly threatened by; sort of mutish, trying to show how she doesn’t care, but unable not to display her concealed concern.

      She passed the postcard to Felix and took a swig of ginger beer.

      Felix sat up a little straighter, on the back of the postcard was a picture of Las Vegas and the Bellagio hotel. He read: “Dear Felix and Will, thank you both so much for all you did for me. My new life begins here. Yours, Clarice…”

      I smiled. “Clarice?” Felix looked a little dumbstruck too. “See, you did save someone.”

      His one success. This seemed to puff him up a little bit, and he clapped his hands together and rubbed them happily. “…the next few months are going to be the hardest yet. Harder than anything we’ve ever done…” he said eyes ablaze with what lay ahead, before fixing me and Sharon with a strong look, in turn. “I mean, really, really hard. Much harder than what we’ve just been through. So…”

      I knew what was coming, so did Sharon.

      “We’re not leaving you!” she cried.

      “Yeah!” I said. “You can’t do it all alone!”

      To be honest, I was surprised at myself. The events over the last 3 months had changed me. I was so quiet and unassuming and in many ways I still was. I thought I knew what I wanted; a quiet, peaceful, comfortable life. But, I had just instinctively called for the very opposite. To hell with safety, and calling for, in all likelihood; death.

      Felix couldn’t help a big cheesy smile grow across his face. “We are talking about defeating and beating an ancient Faerie with extraordinary magic and several lifetimes of study. It underestimated us the first time, but it won’t do again. Next time, it will be 5 steps ahead of us and we have to be more than ready.”

      

      It was nice to just relax. I pulled out today’s newspaper and re-read the news that involved us! Yes us. I shook my head in both amazement and awe, trying to shake off the feeling that I wasn’t perhaps in some kind of holographic simulation video game where I was the main character.

      “Felix Freeman, wanted terrorist for the murder of seven people.” I read.

      “Seven now is it!” he cried shaking his head.

      “Reports have now confirmed that Freeman had lured his targets to an abandoned warehouse in East London Docklands before brutally murdering them. It’s also thought that crazed madman Freeman must have been disturbed by a passer-by, for he quickly burnt down the entire building. The owner of Millennium Mills said it was a travesty that such an iconic building had been used and destroyed so suddenly and callously. But that didn’t stop skeptics on social media suggesting that it was an inside job, so that they could regenerate the area, for it was the last piece in the area yet to be developed.

      Further eye witness reports said that several people saw Freeman entering the building, with several accomplices, and moments later they saw what looked like fireworks being let off inside the building. Some have speculated that children had got inside the building earlier, and started to let off fireworks. Whether Freeman came across them and what happened to them is unknown.”

      Felix was frowning, trying to keep up with the stream of, what to us, was nonsense. “Fake news!” he called. “They shouldn’t be reporting on it anyway, not since the Magical Council has got involved and are investigating the area hoping it will lead to Edward.”

      “So they’re not after you anymore?” said Sharon.

      “Well, their interest has cooled while they figure out what happened. Let’s just say that.” He smiled. “Buys me some time at least. Talking about buying things, let’s get a few beers in for tonight have a celebration drink.” He pulled out the thick wad of notes I had been meaning to ask him about. I mean there must have been thousands in his hand in cash.

      “Where did you get all that from?” I said.

      He picked his lip before looking up over the wad. “Where do you think?” he said. “I palmed some from Edward’s big stash of it just before we left.”

      Of course.

      I was about to raise an objection and say was it really right he was using stolen money, but then he passed me a thick wad. “For your troubles,” he said. “Take it.”

      It must have been over a thousand. I sighed, hesitated, then took it. I did need it after all.

      “It will keep you going while you finish the book!” Felix grinned.

      I gave a timid grimace. “Yeah, if we ever survive.” I mumbled.

      “And this,” Felix said counting out nearly £2000. “Is for Claudette at Atlantis Occult.”

      Sharon rolled her eyes. “As if you owe her that.”

      “We paid for the crossbows in cash,” I said.

      Felix slowly shook his head. “Yeah but there was something else I owe her for…” now it was his turn to look a little sheepish. Before reaching into his pocket and pulling out a red plastic case like a shotgun barrel.

      “A barrel load of luck?” I said confused. “You… stole it?”

      The wizard pursed his lips like a scalded school-boy before nodding into the ground. “Stole it, used it.” He said tipping it upside down to reveal it empty of its contents. “I put it over you and I, just before we went a into the warehouse. You had no idea. Hey, we needed that luck!” he said in response to my livid expression. “If it were not for that barrel of luck, there’s no way we would have walked out of there alive.”

      “£2000! For that? Seriously?” Sharon cried.

      “Yeah well, things are double if not triple the price outside the magical world, they have to be smuggled out. That’s very tricky business.”

      Just then, from nearby we heard the screeching of car tire’s. We all sighed. “Christ sake,” Felix exclaimed. “I was all comfortable too!” he said standing. As we saw three nearby blacked out cars, turn into Hampstead Heath, and start to race up the path towards us.

      “Sharon, you get Harry. Norton, you carry the picnic basket we might need that. I am not a fan of french food.”

      I picked up the basket quickly, before snapping back: “French food?”

      Felix adjusted his coat, ran a hand through his hair and grinned. “Yes, we’re off to Paris.”

      “What now?” said Sharon picking Harry up and glancing towards the oncoming tirade of blacked-out police cars.

      “No time like the present!” cried the wizard. Before we even had time to argue, he grabbed us both and in a flash of white light London vanished.

      A much bigger challenge now awaited us. The biggest one yet… to collect all three Fae rings of power. And we started in Paris.
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      Did you reading Wizard for Hire? You made it this far, so I assume you did!

      

      I just wanted to let you know that you can start reading Book 3 in the series “The Third Ring” by clicking the link to get it now…

      

      Click here to BUY NOW
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      Get the low down on the next mystery in the Felix Freeman saga straight away…

      

      START reading book 3 now!

      

      Click here to BUY NOW
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        If you enjoyed reading this book then I would be honoured if you shared your thoughts via a review.

      

        

      
        When you turn the next page you will be asked for one. If you could quickly leave a review, it will only take 5 seconds max, but will really help me out. 

      

        

      
        I would really, really, really appreciate it!

      

        

      
        Thank you for supporting my work! :)

      

        

      
        Jack Simmonds
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