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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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      Written by William Thomas Norton B.A. (Hons)

      

      I have written these stories from memory, of my times and adventures with the wizard. My memory is clear and accurate on all order and events; however, some of the speech is paraphrased as best my memory would serve to recall it.

      

      This is a true story.

      

      Signed,

      

      Will Norton,

      

      London

      December 2018

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

        

      

    

    
      I was standing on the dome of St. Paul’s Cathedral, looking down at the mass of police and onlookers. I felt the wind whip my hair violently. My heart beat faster than at any other time in my life.

      Felix, my best friend, a wizard, was locked in a battle at the tip of the Cathedral with a dark wizard called Edward.

      This madman had set a bomb to detonate below St. Paul’s, blowing us and the 800 people inside St. Paul’s to smithereens. Unless, Felix gave him what he wanted. A very special magical item. A silver ring that gave the wearer the power to teleport anywhere in the world. But Felix wasn’t willing to give it up.

      A spell blasted into the top of the dome and now it cracked. The iconic masterpiece was about to cave in. Sending us with it!

      “I’m putting this over your neck now,” said Edward. “To stop you doing any more magic.” Edward put some kind of pendant necklace around Felix’s neck. “I don’t want you doing magic and miraculously surviving the fall now do I?” Edward laughed. “You’re the only one who can stop me.”

      Then, quick as a flash and without any time to react, Edward raised Felix into the air high above where he dangled in mid-air. “Where is the ring Felix?”

      Felix hung over the precipice. “I won’t give it to you.”

      Felix floated up and down over the edge of the tower. Edward demonstrating his power over Felix’s life. Edward reached out and inspected Felix’s right hand, waving his wand over it. Sure enough, the silver ring sparkled into existence. “Thank you very much,” he said plucking it from Felix’s limp finger.

      “No…” Felix mumbled as Edward pocketed the ring.

      “You’ve got what you came for!” I cried. “Now let him go!”

      Edward smiled. “As you wish.”

      As he lowered his wand, the spell keeping Felix floating in mid-air stopped. Felix, who was hovering over the side of the tower and now with nothing to support him… fell.

      “NOO!” I screamed into the wind. My best friend fell over the ledge and out of sight, plummeting towards the ground. Screams from the square rang high and shrill at the sight. As my best friend, the wizard, fell to his death.
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            The Room That Isn’t There

          

        

      

    

    
      My name is William Norton. I am by all accounts, an ordinary man. However, the story I am about to tell you is quite extraordinary...

      

      I pulled up outside it… 66 Fox Close, London.

      The area, Canning Town, was what you would call “run down”, and for London, that was saying something. The houses were council built: big, ugly, concrete brutalist blocks in an estate spanning a mile or so. The house I had agreed to rent and already paid the deposit on, was a maisonette. This meant that it was a house on top of a house, in a terraced block of ten. To say it was grotty was being kind. Downright ready for knocking down was slightly harsh. Somewhere in between was fair.

      I felt that familiar wave of sadness crash through me as I took up my two holdall bags from the back seat of my car. A Honda Civic 2007 silver which uses diesel fuel, definitely a mistake for driving in London! I slung both bags over my shoulder and locked the car. It was  the sort of place that you had to lock the door.

      I pressed for number 6 on the intercom to let me through the double security doors, a necessity in a place like this, I would have thought.

      “Come up,” said Ms McCall, the landlady, in a gravelled, lifetime smoker’s voice.

      Ms McCall greeted me at the front door. A walking stereotype of a no-shit-taking landlady if ever I saw one: hair curlers, cigarette, pink fluffy slippers and nightdress, which was brave for this January weather. She put out the cigarette on the wall and ushered me inside. She turned on me in the hallway before I had even wiped my feet.

      “This is my house, so no funny business goes on under my roof. Got it? I live in that room at the end,” she pointed a long bony finger to a door with a sign on it reading: Landlady.

      “If there’s a problem you knock for me. Rent is £390 every month paid the first day of the month, and it includes bills, unless you go crazy with the electric.”

      She turned to the stairs and asked me to follow. The upstairs landing held three doors and a small flight of stairs.

      “Oh, this is a three story house is it?” I said pointing at the stairs.

      “No,” said Ms McCall blankly, before pushing a door straight ahead and ushering me inside.

      A single bed in the corner, a desk and a wardrobe. Upon closer inspection, the floor, dark oak, looked like it was splintering. The bed looked like it had come straight from a whore house, the magnolia paint was peeling in several corners, the wardrobe looked ancient and sagging, and the window was thick with a layer of crusted dirt which dampened the light. But for the price, not bad.

      “There you are, Bill. I’ll leave you to get settled in.”

      I didn’t bother correcting her, simply giving my thanks and closing the door, wanting to be alone. It was sparse and cold, and my footsteps echoed like they do in an empty unfilled room. Still, it was cheap. I put my suitcase and holdall on the desk, all my worldly possessions. Twenty-nine years on earth and all I owned in the world fitted neatly inside two bags.

      I sat on the edge of the bed, my gaze caught by a nasty looking, brown stain on the wall opposite me, next to the fireplace. God knows what that was.

      

      And then I cried.
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        * * *

      

      It wasn't long before I met a man living in the house, who would change my life completely...

      

      I didn’t think much on the fact that this two story house had an extra flight of stairs. There was no space for a third floor. Perhaps it led to the roof, I thought, justifying this anomaly.

      After feeling sorry for myself a while longer, I deepened my woe by getting my iPhone out and following my habitual routine. Telling myself not to didn’t work. Like a child sitting opposite a bowl of sweets, I just had to.

      First: Facebook, type Ginny’s name into the search bar to see what she was up to. I knew she was back in England now and back working as normal. I scanned her pictures and updates, nothing new. No pictures with the new man.

      Second: Instagram. No new pictures.

      Third: Find Friends. This one was naughty. It was an app that showed me her location. We had it set up for each other when going out. Location: Oxford Circus, that’s where she worked.

      I had to stop this. It was bordering on the obsessive, but I couldn’t bring myself to admit it was over. To make a statement of intent to myself, I charged across the room and chucked the phone into one of the desk drawers. Never again would I check it. Yeah, right.

      Attempting to take my mind off her, I set about unpacking my things. The wardrobe creaked ominously as I hung its new contents. I wondered how long it would last. I was convinced that the radiator, the only source of heat in the room, had perished. However, after some fiddling, it came to life with no clear method. I did not care, as heat is a primal thing that makes a cold person happy. Indeed, my spirits did lift as I set about the room, placing my laptop on the desk and flicking the lamp on. In one of the desk drawers was a page of old newspaper, so I crunched it up, pulled open the window and rubbed it down. Canary Wharf and the big glass buildings were just in view across the way, and in my foreground were the brutalist concrete blocks. What a juxtaposition between the richest of the rich and the poorest of the poor.

      After changing the bed sheets, I settled in bed as best you can in a new place, waiting for sleep to alleviate the day’s stresses. I set the alarm on my phone for work, a little earlier than usual anticipating my new route would take time to work out. I tried for sleep.

      It was as I was dozing that a sharp bang, like a dropped mug echoed from the ceiling above. I jolted awake, straining my ears. Did that bang just come from above? Wait, but above this was only rooftops? Perhaps it was a seagull, or a fallen television antenna, I mused, rolling over.

      But not ten minutes later, I heard something else. This noise was not unlike a firework, but it wasn’t loud. Like one of those catherine wheels which makes a screeching, whizzing noise before a bang. It occurred three more times, a screeching, a whizzing… and then a bang! Some person must be on the roof letting off fireworks, and on a Thursday evening? This area was worse than I thought.

      I sat up and checked my phone: 1:13am. Christ! I had to be up in six hours. If I did not get my full quota of sleep, my day’s work would not be good, and I was already being monitored for poor performance.

      Wrapped  in my dressing gown and slippers, I set foot into the dark, quiet, landing. The noise set off again in the exact same fashion. How had no one else heard this, let alone doing something about it?

      The staircase up was covered in darkness, and I fumbled around for a light switch, to no avail. Not one for confrontation, I took a breath and ventured upwards. At the top was a door.

      Screech, whizz, bang! Went the noise again, loud enough so as to jolt me back against the wall with fright. It sounded very much like a firework. I was nervous about confronting anyone setting off fireworks. I was about to leave and scuttle back to my room. But then, I heard movement and muttering, a shuffling of heavy boots and a falling of books.

      Ms McCall was quite mistaken. She did have a third floor, and someone seemed to occupy it. I wrapped my hand on the door and waited. All noise stopped for a second as whoever was inside seemed to stop dead.

      The door flew open.

      A man stood looking down at me, I being three steps below. He had an expression that told me he did not like being interrupted. “Yes?” he said in an expectant tone. Past the man, I could see the room he occupied. It was an attic room, littered and full to the brim with stuff. This made the mystery of the fireworks even more of a curiosity. “Can I help you?” he said, his voice growing in  annoyance.

      “Well, yes. My name is Will Norton. I moved into the room below earlier today.”

      I was hoping he would fill in the blanks for me like a good housemate, and promise to keep the noise down. Instead, he was flat out rude.

      “So? Why should I care?”

      “I was hoping you would, perhaps, keep the noise to a minimum at this late hour?”

      “Why you talking like you’re from Victorian times?”

      That threw me. I stammered some. “I... w-was trying to be courteous to my new housemate. And I hoped you would do the same. Until we get to know each other.”

      The man mumbled ‘get to know each other?’ under his breath and laughed a little. However, he pushed the door aside and stepped away.

      “So Will Norton, you’re new here, huh?” he said, I stepped up into this most strangest of rooms. “You must be desperate, or just unlucky,” he said, shutting the door then looked me up and down, then muttered “Or both.”

      It was a bedroom, with a sloped roof and a skylight, but so full of stuff that my eyes felt assaulted. It was like a laboratory, with whirring instruments and things moving of their own accord. I would say it was ‘organised messy’. A bookshelf in the corner was spilling over with so many books the shelves were sagging. A big pot I can only describe as a cauldron, perched atop a chest of drawers, was being stirred by a wooden spoon as if by an invisible hand. There was heat being produced by something else too, which made the room feel warmer than a sauna.

      “I am confused,” I said, “how can this room possibly be here? I saw the building from the outside. There are two floors only to this house.”

      In a flash, this man put a hand straight up to my face. “Sleep!” he said.

      I bent my head around his hand. “That would be nice. I’ve got work early.”

      The man, looking confused, held his calloused hand a few seconds longer. Then, apparently changing tack, he clicked his fingers. Some strange rhythmic music began to play from a nearby record player, and he started muttering at me. “You will forget this ever happened. Forget this ever happened. You will not hear anything from my room again. Nothing from my room. These stairs will not appear to you, they are invisible to you from now on. I do not exist. Do not exist…”

      I stood in quiet amazement as he seemingly finished what he was saying. He opened the door. “You may go now. Go now.”

      “What was that?” I said. He was either a complete nutcase or a failed hypnotist. Either way, I was tempted to take for the door but had to get some guarantee the noises would cease, my job depended on it.

      The man looked perplexed and stunned. “You mean, it didn’t work?”

      “What didn’t?”

      “Never mind,” he looked utterly put out and began muttering things about that never happening before and his powers were waning.

      “It didn’t work on you. That’s strange.”

      His tone changed towards me with this new revelation. “Usually I hypnotise new people who come into the house, to make sure I am not disturbed. I am very busy. But you must have a natural aversion to it. Very rare, very rare…” he muttered.

      A huge desk sat at the end of his bed, three times the size of mine. What struck me was how every available surface was covered by open books. Three open notebooks in the middle and a well-used pen and ink. Did people still use pen and ink? Obviously they did. I scanned the room for some clues of the strange whizzing noises, but apart from odd metallic devices, a large, ornate mirror, and a carved, foot-long wooden stick on a velvet lined box, there were no fireworks. It was perhaps the oddest room I had ever seen.

      “So you live here too?” I said. He replied impatiently that he did, still holding the door open. “In an attic that doesn’t exist?”

      He shut the door and seemingly resigned himself to pleasantries.

      “Felix Freeman is the name. Wizardry is the game.”

      He stuck out a hand without making eye contact. I shook it. “A wizard? You mean like a stage magician?”

      Felix gave me the dirtiest stare. “I certainly do not. I am a real wizard and a bloody good one at that.”

      Perhaps he was crazy. Just my luck, move into a house with a noisy nut-job upstairs. They don’t tell you that on the advert.

      Felix said in the most un-interested voice. “So what do you do?”

      “I work in sales,” I said to a glazed expression. “But I want to be an author.”

      Felix’s eyes suddenly lit up, like a fire that burst to life with the addition of petrol. “Do you really? Well that is interesting.” He stood up from his book. “Would you care for a cup of tea?”

      “Er, it’s bit late.”

      He ignored me, pulled the stick out of its velvet lined box and pointed it towards a tea pot sitting on a gas ring. A few seconds later steam arose from the spout. “I’ve seen them,” I said, pointing to his stick. “You can buy them most places now. They control the TV, but they’re shaped like a wand. But I didn’t know they could work kettles too?”

      Felix fixed me with a long stare. “You really do have a tiny mind, don’t you Norton?” Felix sat down on the edge of his bed. “Please, have a seat on my chesterfield.”

      I don’t think it was a chesterfield but didn’t want to split hairs. Then, I watched as a quite incredible thing happened... the teapot poured itself in mid-air. Yes, you heard me correctly and no, I was not dreaming. I know the flipping difference. It poured itself into two cups nearby then sat itself back down, as if being poured by an invisible hand.

      “Milk?” said Felix.

      “Please,” I said dreamily.

      A small jug lifted into the air and dropped a splash into each mug which then lifted into the air and sailed across the room, one straight into my outstretched hand, the other to Felix.

      I looked at the contents… it was definitely tea-hot, milky, brown tea. Felix was watching me expectantly. “How the fu—”

      “I told you. I am a wizard.”

      “But they don’t exist?”

      Felix made a bored face, like he had heard this protestation a thousand times. “You’ve just seen proof with your own eyes. You saw that tea make itself. True or false?”

      “True. But it could have been a trick.”

      Felix sat down on the edge of his bed facing me. His looks were as idiosyncratic as his so called profession. His face, staring at me intently, had the eyes of a fox- untrustworthy, cunning, unpredictable. His nose was narrow and hooked like the beak of a hawk. Mousy brown hair fell just above his shoulders, tucked behind the ears. I suspected out of laziness to get it cut. Age was hard to guess, but if you made me, I would say early thirties. So skinny did he look you could be forgiven for thinking he had an eating disorder.

      He dressed well, with a fine pressed, white collarless shirt, buttoned to the throat. Over this a fur lined undertakers coat, skinny black jeans and well worn Dr Marten boots. Now, what you make of those details is up to you, my powers of cold-reading are limited.

      He continued to stare at me with his cunning, cold eyes. To say I felt comfortable in his presence would be a lie. I would have a cup of tea, be friendly and endeavour to get him to agree to make less noise, before I left.

      A cone shaped device in the corner that was dripping hot water into a container, all of a sudden, stopped whirring. I looked closer, recognising the instrument.

      “Is that a water distiller?” Felix nodded. “But why do you need one of those, unless for scientific experiments?”

      “You expect me to use tap water for my potions?” He jumped up—cup of tea floating in the air behind him—before he grabbed the two litre glass flask of water, corked it, and put it away on a shelf. “So…” he said. “Why have you moved here?”

      I took a deep breath. “I er—”

      “Aha! So you’ve split up with your long term girlfriend.”

      “Yes, how did you—”

      “People always take a deep breath before they say something psychologically painful. Add to that, you hold yourself in a dejected manner which means you’ve recently been rejected. Let me guess, you look to be around twenty-eight. You were together what, seven years?”

      I felt one of those smiles hit my face, that only a magician can do when they show you a trick and you don’t understand how they did. “You looked me up on Facebook, that’s all you did. Ms McCall told you my name and you searched me.”

      “Sure I did tiny-mind,” he said refilling the water distiller at a small sink. “Now you feel lost and lonely, but you’re also, deep down, a little bit glad because you weren’t sure if she was right for you anyway, and she was ruling the roost so to speak and taking over your life.”

      “How the fuc—”

      “Your aura is easier to read than a child's,” he waved, then under his breath, “You wanted me to read it, you want sympathy.”

      “Bollocks!” I laughed. It was incredulous that this stranger knew more about me and how I thought than my closest friends. “How do you know all that?”

      “It matters not how I know, only that I do. Can you pass me that jug next to the chair?” I did so. He pressed a button, the distiller whirred to life. “So tell me more about wanting to be an author…”

      

      That was my first meeting with the man that boldly called himself a real wizard. Were it not for my own eyes, I would have regarded the meeting with this man the same as I would with any nutter in an institution—very little. However, the third floor of a two story house, the tea that poured itself and the way the wizard seemed to know more about me than I did, all made for a rather fascinating entry into the world of the magical. I went to bed that night, thinking for once, not of my ex-girlfriend, but of Felix the wizard, who lived upstairs.
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            On Seeing the Miraculous

          

        

      

    

    
      It was the end of 2017, when my life fell apart. Up until that time, my life was quite good. Ordinary, you could say, but good. I lived in a three bedroom house with my, then, girlfriend of seven years. We met the first week at the University of Bath and had been going out without a hitch ever since, or so I thought. Possibly I had become lazy, inattentive, or just plain boring (the latter being the most likely), for my loving, kind, and beautiful girlfriend took a job abroad for three months. She had always wanted to travel, so I encouraged it, believing it to be a good thing that her employers trusted her to help open a new branch in Cancun. I began to worry, however, when two weeks passed without so much as a phone call. My fears solidified as a month went by with no contact. Then one day, quite out of the blue, she finally rang. Sadly, it was only to tell me she had met someone else in Mexico and wanted to make our split official. Though I had suspected this, the pain was like a swift, hard punch to the gut.

      My experience in romance was limited, to say the least, but finally I understood why there were so many songs of love and heartbreak. Listening to them afresh finally made sense as I sat alone in our house, knotted up with jealous, lonely frustration. We had mutual friends, all of whom migrated to her after our split. Like a divorce settlement, I kept the house, she kept the friends.

      It’s odd how something like this can change your life so irrevocably and thrust you forthwith into the wilderness. Up until that time I was comfortable. Perhaps, too comfortable. Living alone in that big, three bedroom house in Essex, I had plenty of time to feel sorry for myself and wonder how life could have treated me better. My friend said to me, over his pint in the Hamilton Hall at Liverpool Street Station: “Life throws us curve balls because we all have to experience a love lost, and it’s the ones that never do, who are cheating themselves of the life lessons… you and Ginny had your time. Now you can find someone who really suits you.”

      I didn’t pay much attention to it at the time, but it rang true weeks later.

      Three years ago, I took a job in London. That great sprawling metropolis that seems to attract the wide-eyed, world beating ambitious, and turn them into the robotic, bleary eyed, world weary I see everyday on the tube. The job itself, you could say, is a good one. The office is in Aldgate, with great panoramic views. My job is to call people who have expressed an interest in blinds or shutters for their home and arrange a time to go round. In their home, I demonstrate the shutters and attempt to make a sale there and then. I receive 10% cut of any sale on top of a basic wage of £12,000 per year. Out of our team of fifteen, I am neither the best nor the worst.

      I took the decision to move to London so as to cut my previous awful daily commute from Essex to Central London, which used to involve one bus and two train journeys totalling an hour and a half. Also, my three remaining friends lived in London: Islington, Clapham and Hammersmith respectively.

      What with being quite depressed at the situation of finding myself alone, my work ethic had rather dropped, leading to very few sales. Thus, I found myself in a monetary quandary. The only money I had was the deposit I got back from the previous three bedroomed house, a little over £600. This made my choices for renting quite narrow. Renting an entire place in London is next to impossible, unless you are an oligarch’s heir, a talented banker or some other rich so-and-so. What I am trying to get at is that a room in a shared house was all I could afford. And I just so happened to find one, on a website called Spareroom; it had no picture of the room, but it was cheap, at £390 a month, all bills included. This was more than half the normal rent you’d expect to pay in London for a room.

      So, rather dejectedly, I resigned myself to taking this room no matter the state of it. I did, however, come to regret this cavalier attitude when I pulled up outside it.
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        * * *

      

      But back to the exciting story and how I got embroiled in the world of wizards, magic and crime…

      

      My alarm went off several times before I stirred, such was the deep sleep I was having. I sat sharply up. A few seconds went by where I did not know where I was until I realised the surroundings of my new abode. Grogginess enveloped me, the warm bed calling me back. I could call in sick? No, I had used all my sick days for the year already due to Ginny.

      Rising reluctantly, I got ready: showering, shaving and dressing. I went to the kitchen for coffee. The kitchen was empty, thank goodness. Meeting new housemates this early, before work, was never a good thing.

      I didn’t give much thought to what went on the night before, until I was sitting with my coffee at the kitchen table, and in he walked. Fresh as a daisy by all accounts, not a sign of tiredness upon him. He was dressed in exactly the same clothes as he was in last night. Leaning in the doorway, he said, “I need a lift to Langham Place, near Tottenham Court Road on your way into work.”

      I struggled for a reply. To me, a friendship has to be built to a certain level before a lift can be asked for. Raising an objection that it was too far out of my way, he waved my protestation away with “twenty minutes max, if we leave now it will give us plenty of time.”

      So, somehow, I found myself obliging. He was in my car, rifling through the glove box before I had locked the front door! When I got inside and turned on the engine, he had already put on my leather gloves and looked to be all for keeping them. He had chewed his way through three sticks of gum and tuned the radio to TalkSport. Still, nothing rose in me to correct him, however much it burdened my nerves.

      Someone had parked an ancient Mini Cooper so close to the front of my car that it took some wangling to get mine out. “Look how close it’s parked to me. Heap of junk!” I exclaimed, perhaps taking my frustration with my changed route and rude wizard in my car out on the Mini.

      “It’s got more rust than an iron works, the headlamps are smashed and look at all those scratches. It looks like it’s been used in the banger racing!”

      “Have you quite finished?” said Felix adjusting the fingers on the leather gloves. “That car happens to be mine.”

      “If that car is yours,” I said skeptical thinking perhaps he was being funny, “then why don’t you drive yourself?”

      I pulled away from Fox Close, following Google Maps. Felix took his seat belt off and started to adjust his jacket. “Doesn’t work. Can’t afford a new one. Sentimental value,” he said, answering most of my arising thoughts.

      

      8am London traffic has to be among the worst experiences anyone should go through. Never mind broken bones, this was far more excruciating.

      Felix, after sorting through my bags of sales kit on the back seat, mumbling to himself and tutting, had calmed. “Why do you drive in London?” he said.

      “Because I have to drive to people’s houses and do sales appointments.”

      “I know. I was just pretending to be like a normal person for a moment. Except I already know the answers,” he said puffing himself up with a self satisfied smile. Like a child who got a question right and was told what a clever boy he was.

      Letting the silence fall, I felt the need to make small talk. Asking him where he was going this morning, he replied “to meet a man about a dog.”

      We rumbled and stumbled through the heavy traffic to Central London. “What is your job?” I said.

      “Job?” he replied as if the notion was a foreign concept. “Job to me is an anagram. J.O.B, which equals… Just Over Broke. I made it up myself.”

      He persisted in a passionate way. “Look at you, like a good little slave, driving through hell and high water to make it to a place that will replace you within a week if you die. Where you make the owner of the business all the profits, and he gives you a 10% slice, for doing all the work!”

      “But it’s a good job,” I protested.

      “Ahh,” he cooed like talking to a baby. “Tiny-mind Norton at it again.”

      I felt aggrieved; here I was doing this man a favour and all he did was insult me. I think he sensed it for his tone softened. “You hate your job right?”

      I pretended to think about it for a second. “I suppose I-”

      “Yes or no?”

      “-Yes.”

      “Then quit!” he said punching the dashboard and giving me a fright.

      After calming, I laughed. “I can’t just quit! I’ve got bills to pay, rent, what will I do instead?”

      Felix’s fox-like eyes narrowed on me; it felt like a full frontal attack. “How much do you have saved in your bank?”

      There was no way I was going to tell him that. He might be childly charismatic, but he could be a scammer. He might be able to magic it out of my account or something. “I don’t see why that is any-”

      Felix wound himself up. “Well, seeing as you’ve just split from your girlfriend around two months ago. I guess you’ve had time off work, and the time you have had at work has not been fruitful, so you’ve made the minimum and covered your bills. You look like a careful man, but you were up early and ready for work with just a few hours sleep. And to top it all off you took a room in a house without seeing any pictures of it online, just because the rent was 25% lower than anywhere else. So you are either frugal, or broke. I imagine the only money you have left is from, say, the deposit on your previous house, which on a three bedroomed house in Essex probably amounts to around £1200, halved is £600. That’s how much you have?”

      I was lost for words, but only for a minute. “You are the sneakiest little snake I’ve ever—you looked at my phone, at my online banking didn’t you?”

      “£600 is enough for 4 weeks rent, including food and living costs. Quit your job, it’s pointless anyway.”

      “Quit? And do what?”

      “You want to write a book,” he said plainly.

      “Yeah but… I don’t even know what to write about!”

      He looked at me pityingly and said, as if it was the most obvious thing in the world, “Me of course.”

      At that moment, I pulled onto Tottenham Court Road. Felix directed me to Langham Place and forced me to pull into the bus lane. So busy was it, that I thought I could have a panic attack at any moment. It wasn’t just pulling into a busy bus lane, or contravening most traffic laws on this road, but also because the wizard was taking his time upon leaving.

      Then he was off, leaping out the seat, pulling his coat on. “I thought about it last night…” he shouted, holding the door open and leaning in, oblivious to the maddening crowd. “I am a wizard. People love books about wizards, and real wizards, well—” he pointed at himself and pulled a face. “You, Will Norton could be the next JK Rawlings.”

      “You mean, Rowling?”

      The door slammed, and he was gone, thank goodness! I drove nervously out a small way. A foot-long wooden stick rolled forwards from under the passenger seat.

      The wizard had forgotten his wand! Cursing the time, for I was going to be late for work. I pulled left into a small private road between All Souls, Langham Place, which if you don’t know it is a tall ornate, stone church right outside the front of the BBC studios and Pizza Express. Grabbing the wand up I got out the car to shout for Felix, but found myself watching him marching quickly to a set of three red phone boxes. Heading for the middle of the three, he stepped inside and picked up the receiver. I strained to see as a double decker bus went past. When it did, it revealed the telephone box to be empty. The only sign that someone had been there was the phone receiver hanging to the ground swinging softly.

      What on earth had happened to the wizard? He had not left the box; the time of the bus passing was merely a few seconds. I would have seen him leave the box. A man cannot just vanish into thin air. No, it couldn’t be right, I thought. There had to be a reasonable explanation. He was a trickster, that was all. That’s how he knew how much money I had and all those other parlour tricks last night.

      What I had not spotted when I parked up in the road marked PRIVATE, was a well placed Traffic Officer, who proceeded to slap a ticket on my car. I sent a curse up to the sky, that £600 had just become £500.

      But more important to me right now was: where on earth had the wizard gone? And why had he forgotten his wand?
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      It would be so much easier to travel by train or underground, I thought, as I pulled into a parking space in the corporate underground car park. I could change jobs, so that I wouldn’t have to drive through London everyday. The wizards voice echoed through my mind “Just quit!”

      It really was as simple as that to him wasn’t it?

      

      My desk was almost slap-bang in the middle of the large open floor plan. Glass windows surrounded us on two sides, with fantastic views of the London skyline. The job could be worth that view alone, if it wasn’t such a fucking chore. Each desk was separated by a fabric divider giving the effect of a cubicle. It gave enough privacy so that I could look at Facebook unhindered, but not enough that managers couldn’t check who was busy and who wasn’t.

      To the left of my desk was a man I almost never spoke to, in all the time I had been here. He worked weekends, which was more than I was prepared to offer.

      Stan was on the desk to the right of me, lovely chap, but doddery. He was almost always near bottom of the sales chart, but somehow just did enough each month to continue on.

      Up until lunch time involved calling prospective customers that had enquired about having some blinds or shutters in their home. It’s as boring as it sounds. So, on turns the charm as I dial a number, build some rapport (as they tell us in the morning meetings everyday!) and try and arrange an appointment at their home.

      I looked up at 11:15am (coffee break time). “Any luck Stan?” I said, standing and stretching.

      He put the receiver down. “No,” he said in his nervous quivering voice. “Not a bean.”

      Poor guy, he had a continually nervous disposition, and by all accounts had a wife who liked to spend money, as well as a sick kid. The others made fun of him behind his back saying things like ‘Don’t do a Stan!’ — that meant talking a customer out of the sale, which he had a bad habit of doing. Or dropping a cup of tea all over a customers new carpet. Or breaking their toilet. All things that have happened to Stan. He was more down on his luck than me, and that was saying something. I asked him if he wanted a coffee. He nodded as he dialled a new number.

      The guy on my left, who I didn’t like, was talking loudly into the telephone like he was the Wolf of Wall Street or something. Dickhead.

      I reached the staff room and flicked on the kettle and was somewhat accosted, as was her management style, by Gemma, who stood in the doorway with her I am better than you because I am a manager face.

      “Anything to report Will?” she said knowing the bloody answer. She was a thickset woman who had given up her chance of being beautiful, or nice, in exchange for a career. “You’re slipping down the board,” she said leaning in showing off her massive cleavage (and not in a good way). “You will be below Stan soon.” I explained  myself as best I could.  I knew I was on thin ice.

      “Can you explain why you were late this morning?”

      I thought about it for a moment, wondering if I should tell her it was because I had to give my new housemate, a wizard, a lift to Tottenham Court Road. “Traffic,” I said.

      She left me in peace to make the coffee, my only respite, so I took my time. Coffee, the only thing keeping me going after little sleep. As I stirred in the milk, I wondered if I, like Stan, would still be here in thirty years? Working 6 days a week, with no respect, feeling unfulfilled and resentful. Earning just enough to pay the bills, I chuckled to myself as the words ‘J.O.B. Just Over Broke’ replayed themselves.

      In the top desk drawer, I had left a framed photo of Ginny and me on holiday in Venice. The sight of it stirred up unwanted feelings again. I watched Stan, nearly at retirement age, stressing and wracking his nerves over each call.

      After a mediocre lunch that consisted of an egg sandwich, crisps and another coffee, I settled at my desk for the second leg of afternoon work.

      

      But everything was about to change with one phone call…

      

      The phone on my desk rang, like it did sometimes when a client called back, it was a good sign, so I gratefully snatched up the receiver.

      “Norton?”

      The voice on the end of the phone was not the one I was expecting. “It’s me.”

      I waited for some more information as I didn’t recognise the voice. “Who?”

      “Who do you think!” he shouted. And the voice became clear to me — it was the wizard, perhaps he was wondering if I had his wand?

      “Felix?” I said. “What are you doing calling me at work—”

      “Shush,” he butted in. Manners of a pig. “I haven’t got long, I am at the Paddington Green Police Station. I need you to come as soon as possible on a matter of life or death.”

      Then he hung up!

      Strange thoughts ran through my head as I sat in quiet contemplation for a minute judging what I should do. But curiosity had got the better of me, let alone what the wizard would do to me if I didn't go. I took a deep breath, put my coat on and marched to Gemma’s office, knocking hard on the glass door. She seemed affronted by my newfound energy.

      “I have to go, family emergency!” I said, before slipping my coat on and running out of the office. It sounds strange now, but I felt this wondrous sense of liberation as I ran out, down the stairs to my car.

      

      Google maps was correct, it took 30 minutes, even with road works which seem to litter London streets so liberally. The blank 60’s police station was on the corner of a busy 6 lane road, opposite Edgware Road Underground. Why was everything so complicated? I navigated to the nearest (expensive!) car park behind the Underground station.

      The thoughts that ran through my head as I walked smartly, consisted of how the wizard had found himself in police custody, possibly it had something to do with leaving his wand in my car? Or the phone box in which he had, seemingly, disappeared from?

      The reception was similar to any state-run 60’s building, dun-coloured walls, static carpet and fixed plastic chairs in a small waiting area. It was empty and quiet. I approached the policeman behind the glass screen tentatively — I didn’t do well with manly men like builders, or soldiers or anyone taller and bigger than me. “Will Norton, here for Felix Freeman?” I said, wishing I could sound more forthright.

      This man, who had bigger bags under his eyes than I, clicked around on the computer.

      “ID?” he said. I looked plainly at him, hoping he would elucidate. But he, rather rudely, perhaps having his fill of rude, unpleasant customers, stared back. I pulled out my wallet, withdrew my driving license and passed it through the gap.

      “Sign here,” he said passing through a form, before handing me a lanyard marked Visitor. The door made a buzzing noise as he withdrew from the room and showed me onwards. Following the man to the floor below, a clinical looking questioning suite full of rooms and metal doors. It rather put the frighteners up me. I didn’t have a clue about what was supposed to happen when you collected someone from police custody, never having done it. However, that was not what was to happen.

      The man knocked on a nearby brown door, pushed and lazily announced my appearance and left again. Inside, Felix sat back on his chair gazing up at the ceiling nonchalantly. Two people sat facing him with an annoyed expression, before one, an attractive blonde lady, stood to greet me. Her expression of annoyance didn’t fade as she shook my hand and showed  me to the seat next to Felix, who didn’t even greet me.

      I was struggling to work out how was this a matter of death?

      “This is my lawyer.” Felix announced.

      Trying to to hide my look of shock, as the wizard lied, I looked about the cold, clinical room instead, feeling all eyes looking at me.

      “I don’t recognise you,” said the blonde lady.

      “I am… new.” I said with a cursory glance at Felix, trying to convey my pissed-off-ness to him. I had never so much as been told off by a police officer in my life, now here I was pretending to be a fucking lawyer to what could be an absolute madman. “Very new.”

      “Glad you could make it in a timely manner,” said the blonde lady sardonically. “He refused to say anything until you arrived.” Her voice was an octave lower than suited her. “My name’s Inspector Jena Hawkins, this is my colleague Police Constable Rasheed Kahn.”

      “They’re more than colleagues,” Felix whispered audible enough for all to hear. In which, he got his way, as an awkward few seconds of silence fell and a tint of red grew on Jena’s cheeks.

      “Right, we shall start,” she said opening her file before looking curiously at me.

      “Don’t you have any papers?”

      Felix started shaking his head before I could answer. “He doesn’t need them, he has a photographic memory.” He was in a playful mood, but it was like a smart-alec kid playing up in class. Annoying. “They think I stole something.”

      Rasheed passed Jena a picture. “Yes on that subject,” she said. “Do you recognise any of these items of jewellery?”

      The picture had several items, a golden brooch, a silver hair piece, a stack of golden coins and a pearl pendant. Looked valuable.

      “They were found earlier this morning by a passerby, who said he saw someone of your description running down the road dropping them.”

      Felix snorted. “I wouldn’t drop them.”

      “But you do recognise the items?”

      Felix jabbed me in the arm. “You going to let her talk to me like that?”

      “Er,” I mumbled. “I object to that… line of questioning.”

      They all stared at me, Felix had an eyebrow raised in disappointment. What did he expect? I wasn’t a fucking lawyer.

      “You’re not the usual two that question me,” Felix said leaning forwards.

      Jena ignored him. “Can you tell me why someone saw you running away from the scene?”

      “You two are just the warm ups I’m guessing?”

      “Where were you at 3:15 this morning?” said Rasheed.

      “Could kill for a cup of tea.”

      It went on in this vain for a while longer, like a tennis match. It felt to me that Felix was playing with them, like a cat does with a mouse until a more interesting line of inquiry came up.

      Jena took a breath, sat back in her chair, relented from her current line of questions. Her expression changed to a relaxed, comfortable, curiosity. “So, you claim that you are a… wizard, is that correct?”

      “Correct,” said Felix bowing importantly. “To be more precise, in this world I am a S.P.O.P.E.”

      He left it hanging there like a bad fart.

      “S.P.O.P.E?” we all repeated back to him like good backup singers.

      Felix sighed as if it hardly needed explaining. “Supernatural Paranormal and Occult Phenomenon Expert,” he reeled off. “Or in other words: a wizard.”

      Jena and Rasheed glanced at each other before bursting into laughter. To say it rather dampened Felix’s mood would be an understatement, he turned downright stormy.

      Jena continued to giggle patronisingly. “We needed a good laugh after a bad day didn’t we Rasheed?” she said.

      “It could get a lot worse.” Felix’s voice had gone down a level, inspiring a ripple of fear somewhere in my stomach. His eyes stayed fixed on them both, as the light in the room started to flicker.

      “Dam lights,” said Rasheed standing to take a closer look. But I don’t think it would help, faulty wiring it wasn’t.
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      Another 20 minutes passed of incessant questioning, but Felix seemed to be in a dull mood now. His mood seemed so delicate that one insult could throw him into a stupor. I was struggling to keep up with the questions, but it seemed that they suspected Felix of stealing some jewellery last night from a safety deposit box in Covent Garden, and that a witness saw someone of his description running away.

      Wracking my brains, I tried to recall the time that I withdrew from his room to bed, it was likely a little before 3am, but I couldn’t confirm it, not even to myself. Did the wizard have time to get from Canning Town to Covent Garden in 15 minutes? I doubt he used public transport, so maybe, with some magical device, if indeed he was a wizard and not some madman who had taken me in.

      You see how knotty this situation was?

      The wizard, in one day, had already cost me a parking ticket, an afternoon from work and a possible blight to my impeccable criminal record. Now I had at least six more months of it. Unless I forfeited my deposit.

      Either I had made friends with a wizarding thief, or the police were mistaken. Whichever way, it felt like an ominous position to be in. And if I didn’t continue to play along as his lawyer, a charge for perjury would most likely be on the cards.

      But things were about to develop.

      A short, sharp knock at the door and in walked two people, an air of high rank about them, for they barely acknowledged Jena and Rasheed, who stood.

      “Mam,” said Jena with a respectful nod.

      The lady she called Mam, was a silver-haired lady with an air of importance and high stature, like she could smell bullshit in a cow shed. She reminded me of a mixture between Judy Dench and Helen Mirren.

      Felix perked up and sat straight in his chair. This was who he seemed to be waiting for.

      “You must be William Norton, the wizard’s lawyer?”

      I stood and shook her hand. “Yes. But only recently.”

      She gave me a look like she already knew. Her emerald green eyes seemed to twinkle with a strange sense of all-knowingness. “I am Chief Inspector Karen Magdalen.”

      Felix stood in a dramatic flurry. “Am I under arrest?” To which Karen replied with a scripted answer telling him he wasn’t, but they appreciate his help on this matter. “Happy to help,” said Felix sitting down with a big smile.

      He was an odd one.

      “This is my right-hand man on this case, Inspector Bob Bennett.”

      In behind her, just at the right moment, stepped Bob Bennett, a big lumbering northern powerhouse. Thick set and stubby with a face used to frowning, he glowered round at us, with an air of wanting to be anywhere else. The suit he squeezed himself into threatened to split as he sat down to face us.  I could see Felix out the corner of my eye scanning Bob from head to toe, a wry smile danced across his lips.

      “Thank you for taking the time to speak to us today,” said Karen cordially. “We would like your help in something that happened yesterday, that my colleagues have already briefed you about. However, it’s become a damn-site more serious, now that it’s also a double murder investigation.”

      The air in the room tightened.

      “Christ,” said Felix opting for serious. He did have some decorum then.

      “And…” Karen said winding up to something big, with a cursory glance at Bob who continued chewing his gum. “We think, that it is a… murder by magic.”

      Felix’s eyebrows raised, and I swear I saw him lick his lips.

      Bob kept his gaze fixed upon Felix with absolute distrust. “And you know who did it.”

      The wizard’s head turned ever so gently to Bob. “Do I?” he said soft as a gentle breeze.

      I cleared my throat wanting some clarification. “When you say, murder by magic, could you just clarify that definition.”

      Karen shot Felix a look of disappointment. “Did you not brief your brief?”

      The wizard passed the disappointed look to me and said he did, but that I must have forgotten.

      Bob chuckled. “Thought he had a photographic memory?”

      They had been listening to us. Sneaky.

      Karen opened her file and slid some pictures towards us of a safety deposit holding in Covent Garden that had been broken into that morning. It looked to be a professional job: the steel doors somehow cleaved apart, the safety deposit boxes jammed open, the nearby sewer tunnel used for entry.

      “So?” said Felix pushing the pictures back. “What am I looking at?”

      Karen explained that they suspected a local gang, highly organised, with insider help. “One of the security guards was shot, a second killed by…” Bob seemed in pain to say the last word: “Magic.”

      “We’ve had it verified, independently, that it was magic that was used to kill the guard,” said Karen, she didn’t pause. “And not some, god awful new gun.”

      Bob slammed a fat fist on the table. “Blew a hole straight through him!” Then with relish: “And you are our only suspect.”

      Felix tutted, “Oh Karen, after all we’ve been through? I feel spurned.” He put his fist to his mouth, indicating how hurt he was, but it just came off as ham acting. “Anyway,” he said, “I’m the only suspect because you only know two wizards. I suppose it was Alister at PI Wizz, who was your source to get it verified independently? You see, I am the only wizard you know. I can name plenty. What it doesn’t mean is that I broke into a bank, shot one man and killed another with magic.”

      “Never said ya’ did!” cried Bob. “But we know you’re for hire… and broke. I bet you got a call from a rather shady collection of people who asked if you wanted in on a lucrative operation. You go along, help them break in with ya’ magic and what-not, but things take a turn for the worse, two security guards catch ya’ at it. One of the gang shoots one, and you… kill the other with ya’ magic in a mad panic. You all leg it, you get seen running away chucking the loot out ya’ pockets!”

      I piped up in my best lawyerly voice. “That’s conjecture.”

      Bob shot me the dirtiest look I had ever seen, like I had just insulted his mother.

      “Norton is right, you’re talking bollocks Bob,” Felix said gaily, pointing a long finger at him. “Yes, I am wizard for hire, I do… odd jobs.”

      “Odd jobs?” Karen repeated.

      Felix felt himself on the ropes and replied in a fast voice. “Finding things, retrieving lost goods, getting rid of poltergeists Karen.”

      Karen bristled and pursed her lips. From the intimation, I assumed Felix had done work for her in the line of a poltergeist. “Things that normal people can’t do but are easy peasy to me, and I get paid a moderate amount for them. Seeing as work is shy — people don’t seem to think I am a real wizard — I take it as it comes.”

      He brushed his hair back behind his ears and re-adjusted the baseball cap he had on backwards (I noticed it had Cocaine and Caviar written upon it and looked like a drug dealers cap). “If you needed help with this case, why didn’t you just ask Alister and his agency? They’re Wizards and PI’s.”

      Karen looked sheepish. “They’re too busy.”

      Felix looked incredulous, and for once, lost for words. I sensed a spot of rivalry between himself and this Alister character. After a second of puffed-up-ness he sniggered. “So, just because I am the only non-busy wizard you know, that makes me the prime suspect in a break in of a bank?”

      “Pretty much,” said Bob facetiously, knowing it would wind the wizard up.

      Karen fixed her emerald eyes upon Felix. “Where were you between the hours of 2:30 and 4 this morning?”

      A few seconds elapsed before I said something. I had to. “He was with me,” I said. Bob’s eyebrow raised. “Not like that, we just stayed up talking, until about 3:30am.” Slight exaggeration, but it was around that time.

      Bob maintained the raised eyebrow, passing it to Felix. “You live with ya’ lawyer?”

      “It’s a… temporary arrangement,” I said.

      

      That was the worst of it, I don’t think they really suspected the wizard too strongly. What followed was an admission from Karen that they needed help of an occult angle and seeing as the specialists at the Wizarding Private Investigation company (PI Wizz), a team which this Alister character ran, were busy. Then they needed Felix to help clarify a few things.

      Felix negotiated more information out of them, needing it for “context”. They went on to say that this break-in was the third in two weeks around the capital. Of which all had a strange angle to them. One bank with safety deposit boxes near Regents Park had been broken into and searched, but nothing was taken except several rings. A trait which followed to the next break in days later at Belgravia. No cash or other jewellery was taken, again, only rings. The other strange aspect included how no power tools were used to break in. By all accounts it was as if the thief just walked in and locked the doors behind him on his way out. The police were alerted when the CCTV was spotted to be on a loop. Finally, the death of the security guard last night had been picked up by the media, which meant they had to act fast.

      Karen read aloud from the Daily Express. “… killed by a shot of electricity so powerful it must have been done by a homemade weapon. This can’t get out.”

      Bob grinned like a weasel that caught its first prey. “If it does leak out, then we know whose leaked it.”

      Felix agreed to help them straight away and go to the site with them. Then followed a short interchange in which he said he wouldn’t come unless I did too. Karen relented.

      “The car is waiting round the back,” she said ushering us out the room. Felix followed Bob smartly up the way as Karen turned on me with her piercing green eyes. “If you really are Felix’s lawyer, I’d quit. That man is more trouble than he is worth. It’s not worth getting involved in. And that’s coming from a friend.”
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      The car was posh, leather seats set far enough back from the two front seats to make it feel like first class on an aeroplane. Bob drove. I got the impression he wasn’t happy about any of this. He was clearly the sort of man that did not believe in magic and never would. Heck I wasn’t even sure if I did. He clearly suspected Felix and his ways, wondering if Karen’s clear sentimental spot for the wizard was leading to trouble.

      As we drove, his eyes were firmly closed, before he proceeded to reel off the road names as we turned onto them.

      “Chandos Place, Bedford Street, Bedfordbury, William IV Street…” he continued muttering in this way, before I interrupted him, giving him a cursory tap. He didn’t open his eyes but waved his hand giving me the sign to proceed with speech.

      I leaned closer, trying to whisper as he kept muttering. “Why am I here?” It came out a little harshly.

      “Thought you would be interested—A400, Duncannon Street to the left. Seeing as you are writing a book about me. Strand, coming up to the roundabout with the equestrian statue of Charles the first.”

      I was stunned, and not just by his seemingly encyclopaedic knowledge of London roads, but of his brash assumption. “When did I agree to write a book about you?”

      “The Mall, Spring Gardens to the right, coming up to Horse Guards Road.”

      Cursing under my breath at his lack of compliance, I turned back and gave him a bigger nudge. “Where did you go… in that telephone box?”

      “The Mall road continues for ages until we get to Victoria Memorial,” he opened his eyes, finally, and blinked at the light. “Hm, I was right.”

      Karen and Bob were muttering between themselves.

      “Well?” I said, frustration growing. “Where did you go? I got out because you left your… wand, in my car and then I see you disappear inside a phone box.”

      “Booth,” he said. “It’s a telephone booth.”

      “I don’t give a shit, just tell me, it’s winding me right up.”

      “I told you, to see a man about a dog.” On seeing my exasperated face, he relented. “I’ll tell you another time, not now.”

      Sometimes I get an instinct for how to weasel information out of people, you know, how to push their buttons to talk. I could have made a good police officer, if it didn’t scare me too much. Muttering under my breath, just loud enough for the wizard to hear. “Can’t write a book about him if he doesn’t tell me anything.”

      That worked, his head swung at me like a dog when you say walkies.

      He made a gruff noise, seemingly agreeing on something in his mind. “I had to meet someone, another wizard, I couldn’t do it in broad daylight. So we use that booth, it’s a magical lift, goes underground. No one sees.”

      I nodded appeased.

      “And how did they,” I pointed subtly at Karen and Bob, “think that I was your lawyer?”

      “How does a hypnotist make someone think they’re a chicken?” Then his eyes snapped shut. “Constitution Hill, Piccadilly on the right, onto the A4202.”

      

      The car pulled up outside a large, yellow stone, faceless building, teeming with more police than fleas at a flea circus. Felix was writhing in his seat, reminding me of a Labrador, whining and scratching at the car door, itching to get out. The bank had no discernible features telling you it was a bank. In fact, if I passed by this building a hundred times a day, I would still argue that it wasn’t. It could have been anything. Blue ticker tape surrounded the area, which was not a busy street anyway. Five people in all white suits, forensics I assumed, were entering together with bags of equipment.

      Karen turned in her seat as Bob parked up. “Now remember Felix, please be good. If anyone asks, you are with me, don’t give any more information than that—”

      “Yes I know, I know!” Felix bounced in his seat, clutching at the door handle which had a child lock on it. “Come on Norton.”

      Bob proceeded to tell Karen why I couldn’t come in. I was all for staying in the car, but Felix threw a temper tantrum until I was allowed.

      We approached some sort of organiser policeman with a clipboard. They exchanged credentials, Karen was obviously someone who held good rank, and we were given lanyard passes. Some snotty nosed DI behind the organiser saw Felix, and her face blew up like a balloon. “Why you bringing the freak in?” she said. “Don’t you think this crime scene is messed up enough?”

      

      To get to the crime scene, we entered a large marble floored hall, passed through two body scanners and escorted by management down three flights of stairs. The first thing that hit me was the stink; it was worse than anything I’ve ever come across. Caked across the entirety of the bottom floor was the remains of the sewerage that had been used as means of entry. We were given wellington boots to wade through the brown-green sludge. Felix didn’t seem to be paying much attention to the smell, his eyes darted all over the place, up at the ceiling, down at the floor, then intently at a mark on the wall. But there was something in his eye as he did so. To me I would describe it as a glazed expression. However knowing what I do about him now, I would rather suggest he had his magical mind on. All the better to hunt for magical clues I supposed.

      We went down into the dark depths of the bank’s smelly belly, through two metal doors which buzzed as we entered through them.

      “And,” said the manager of the bank, a rather portly, camp fellow, “these doors were smashed open with what we presume was a small boring drill.”

      Bob chuckled. “That don’t mean it was boring,” he said with a glance at Felix and me. “That means it was used for boring out tunnels.”

      Felix wasn’t paying attention, he was already inside the safety deposit box room before anyone could tell him not to. “Felix, you can’t just—”

      “Leave me in peace!” he cried.

      Karen tapped Bob to check over something further down the tunnel. As they passed me, I heard them muttering, Bob was not happy about leaving Felix alone. Apart from the vile smell of the leaked sewer, there was another smell that I couldn’t quite put my finger on. Kind of metallic.

      “Found anything?” I said, looking at the boxes that had been jammed open. He didn’t respond for a moment as his fingers ran up and down the metal drawers. Suitably appeased, he turned to me arms a-wide.

      “It’s odd. Doesn’t match up with what they were saying about it being a wizard suspect.” I asked why. “Well, the other break-ins, the suspect only took a select few rings. In this one, not only was it broken into, but a lot of stuff was taken. Which leads to a conclusion I don’t think they will like.”

      In a spurt of energy and change of thought, he was off, speeding past me towards Karen and Bob. Three people in white suits and one photographer were standing over a body that lay in the filth and muck. As I got closer, I had to hold a hand over my mouth, never had I seen a dead body before. He was a bald man with grey stubble and a portly stomach. Navy uniform stained black around the abdomen. Right in the center was a small black hole. The finality of it hit me. One minute he was here working, with his life that he’d built, and the next he was shot dead. Just like that. He looked like the sort of person I could talk to in the pub over a beer. An honest man.

      Felix glanced over the body, gently placing his index finger between the man’s eyes and closing his own. He sighed softly and nodded to himself.

      “Yep, thought so.” He stood sharp. “Where’s the other one?”

      Felix said other one, in such a way as to make one think that this was what he was really here for. The manager tentatively guided us down a narrow passage. The light in the passage ceiling flickered, like a good horror film. I cowered behind Felix as he knelt down beside another man.

      Felix made a small, unhappy noise. This rather more unfortunate man had a football sized hole in the middle of his chest. The mix of blood and sewer filth stirred the bile in my stomach. It wasn’t just the sick sight of it, but the strange metallic smell in the air that I’d smelled earlier. It did something that raised the anxiety in me.

      “First guard shot, second pierced with an electromagnetic pulse through the heart. Around 12 minutes between deaths.”

      Felix looked around again with that same glazed expression, like he was looking at something we couldn’t see, shushing any potential noise.

      He took a deep breath, beckoning us in closer. “This was a double break-in.”

      “How dya’ work that out?” said Bob arms crossed.

      “And I know how he got in,” said Felix happily, despite the dead body on the floor beneath his feet. “What was this guard doing here? Why was the bald one shot and this one killed by magic 12 minutes later?”

      Karen looked eager to know, but without the dramatics. “Hurry up and tell us Felix.”

      “This wall has high levels of electromagnetic energy, which tells me, that this person is breaking into banks, using magic to get through the walls. Then rebuilding the walls when he leaves. Unfortunately for…” he bent down to look at the man’s name tag. “Brett. He must have heard the wall coming apart, after trying to save his colleague and gone to check. That’s when he came down here, face to face with the wizard who was spooked and killed him. But this wizard was too late… the bank had already been broken into moments earlier via the entrance over yonder, coming up through the sewers. Hence why that man was shot, and Brett killed by magic.”

      Bob looked affronted, like he was annoyed at such an explanation. “Anything else?” But Felix’s gaze was already taken. He made an odd noise, like a whine.

      “Fine,” said Karen. “We will go and report this new evidence, see what comes up.”

      Karen and Bob left telling us to wrap up as quick as we could, taking the manager to the safety deposit room.

      Felix was still staring at something, looking frozen stiff. “Shhh,” he whispered finger to lips, creeping forwards out of the passage like a tiger.

      “What is it?”

      “I can sense a…” he didn’t say the last word. “It’s holding a spell, but where is it?”

      I backed away against the wall at the sight of a scared Felix. It was rather unsettling.

      He patted his coat. “Please tell me you have my wand.”

      “Oh, err… it’s still in my car.”

      The look he gave me was like I had just condemned him to death. I was about to say it wasn’t my fault, he left it there.

      But, the next second this comment was null and void. Because I was about to have the shit scared out of me, which wouldn’t have even mattered, I was surrounded by it.

      It swooped out of a dark corner. The appearance of a flapping bat, suddenly morphed into a black smoke cloud. A pair of bright red eyes, like fire came face to face with my own.

      Absolute terror did not do it justice. I was petrified beyond belief, paralysed into submission. This thing stared into my eyes, I felt its ice cold contempt, its murderous intent, the very antithesis of good.

      Out the corner of my paralysed eye, I saw Felix dart towards it. The thing, that I now know as a demon, flashed at him like a snake. Felix flew back off his feet as if hit by a car, skidding through the crap into the wall.

      The demon’s black smoke body hung in mid air for a second. Sparks of purple collected around its abdomen, for it had no arms.

      “No!” Felix cried coming to stand.

      The demon dropped the purple sparks which were now a spell, fell to the floor beneath Felix’s feet. It burst to life, as the demon shot out through the wall. “Shit!” Felix screamed, the purple spell turned to a raging purple fire in a split second. It covered the floor and raced to the murdered bodies. Felix yanked me out of the way of it, into the wall just as Karen and Bob came running back to see what the noise was.

      “What have you done?!” Bob screamed at Felix, running down the passage to him and grabbing him by the collar. Karen cried at Bob for answers.

      Bob screamed back. “He’s done magic! He’s trying ta’ destroy evidence!” he screamed.

      “Detain him then.”

      Bob shouted that he was trying.

      “Don’t be stupid! You can’t detain me you fool. This wasn’t me, the wizard came back to finish the job and make sure we didn’t find anything!”

      “You expect me to believe that rubbish?” cried Bob, struggling to keep a hold of Felix as the purple fire started to spread up the walls. “I knew we shouldn’t have trusted ya’, I told her and told her. Well now you can get ya’ just desserts.”

      “Piss off Bob!” Felix did something, because there was a short sharp CRACK! noise with the effect of a taser. Bob relinquished his hold immediately and danced backwards. Felix grabbed me, dragging me along after him as we ran past Karen and out of the underground.

      “Get after them!” I heard Karen scream.

      Felix and I skidded round the corner, ran up the stairs, finding ourselves in a marble hall full of police.
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      For a moment, I thought that was it. We had been caught. Twenty police officers, mostly armed with heavy machine guns stared at us. My imagination started to run quickly through how I would survive a one year jail sentence for perjury, if that’s all I was charged for. But the wizard had a trick up his sleeve, and not the magical one I was expecting.

      Felix started pointing frantically at them. “He’s down there!” he screamed in an authoritative voice. “Get after him!”

      At once, the twenty police officers charged down the way we had come from. Felix and I burst out of the bank and sprinted away as fast as we could. The fresh air hit my face, I felt like a free man. Except the extent of what we had done hadn’t quite hit me yet, but it was about to. The adrenaline coursed through my veins a moment longer as we cornered two roads and came to a jog down a cobblestone alley. And then my mind went into panic mode.

      “Please tell me why we… just ran away… from the police!” I cried panting.

      Felix did not look the least bit worried, as if he did this all the time. Mind you, he was just as unfit as I was, puffing and gasping for breath, which is pretty tricky in amongst the fumes and London smog.

      Without saying a word, I think he was just trying to recover after the run, I followed Felix like a good little boy. The choice was made for me, I had just seen the scariest thing of my life and had to stick with the wizard out of protection.

      We walked along Embankment, where to, I didn’t know. It was on this rather silent walk, in which I suspected the wizard was thinking, for his brow was furrowed, that I remembered my car. Twas still parked at the multi-storey in Paddington Green. Shit. More money wasted.

      Felix pushed the door open to: Sid’s Caff, just off Westminster, after a 30 minute walk. It was odd, but a cafe was the last place I expected him to go. Especially after coming face to face with a demon, lying and running away from the police. When I said this, he asked if I had a better suggestion than a fry-up and a strong tea. I had to agree.

      The cafe itself was like a time warp from the 1960’s, a proper greasy spoon. The sound of a big fryer in the kitchen sizzling bacon and sausages mixed in with the television on the wall showing 24/7 news, and a light smattering of working class conversations across the half-full tables.

      Felix took a table against the wall, something told me this was his usual spot. Nodding to a man behind the counter who I presumed was Sid, a middle aged bloke with a dusting of shaggy greying hair. A big protruding beer belly poked out under his apron, but at least he looked like he knew his way around tasty, unhealthy food.

      Felix took his baseball cap off and ruffled his hair, lined with a layer of sweat from running. Sid, without a word, came over and poured two mugs of tea for us, from a large, well-used steel teapot. The tea was well stewed. I was grateful for something warm, soothing and familiar after the day I’d had.

      “So,” I started. “You going to tell me what the flip just happened?”

      Felix rubbed his eyes, slumping back against the wall, now he looked tired. “It was a demon.”

      Now, I am a skeptical sort of person, I like to see proof that something is real. And I had seen that proof with my own eyes, but I couldn’t just drop everything and trust this man. “What do you mean, a demon?”

      “A worker-demon. To be more precise.”

      “Oh that clears it up,” I said sarcastically. “Would you care to elucidate?”

      Felix grinned. “Nice word, might use that myself. Elucidate.”

      I let out a sigh, and Felix must have recalled what I said earlier, in the car, about the book. For he sat up straight, and looking into his tea started to talk.

      “A worker demon is something that has to be summoned by a wizard. It does the wizard’s bidding when the wizard is either too busy, doesn’t want to be seen, or can’t fulfil that particular area of magic.”

      I wondered if I should perhaps be taking notes. “So what was this particular worker-demon doing?”

      “The wizard that broke into that bank and killed Brett the security guard, must have left in a mad panic, presumably because he saw the bank had already been broken into moments before. He was already spooked because he killed Brett and forgot to destroy the evidence that showed he was there. He sent the worker-demon there when he realised that it was swarming with a police investigation, and moi, and quickly acted getting the demon to set what we call a Purple Incandium — that’s the posh name for it — the purple fire doesn’t destroy the building, just any evidence you may have left. It’s like artificially intelligent fire.”

      “Fascinating,” I said involuntarily. At this, the wizard seemed to puff-up. He was as open to praise as he was damaged by criticism.

      Asking how he knew Karen Magdalen, he spoke with a newfound smile on his face. “Did some work for her, didn’t know she was police at the time. She contacted me out the blue one day, three years ago, said a friend passed her my details. This poltergeist was giving her bother, so I removed it. Rather tricky old bugger that was. I’ll tell you about it sometime.”

      He grinned a wry grin, recalling the experience. “Nearly killed me it did. Anyway, we became friends from there. And I’ve been trying to negotiate regular work with her side of the police ever since. London is teeming with magic Norton, there’s so much work!” he cried, slamming a fist on the table. Some people behind him jumped and looked round. “She’s my only contact in the police. And for some reason, she seems to like me. Even though she pretends she doesn’t. And she’s a believer.”

      “I assume a believer is your word for someone that is open to the possibility that magic is real?”

      “Of course. Problem is, her husband is higher up in the police, and he hates me. Thinks I’m a charlatan.”

      Sid brought two plates of food over. A full English breakfast. Not one jot did I care that it was 5pm in the afternoon, and it was starting to get dark, so hungry was I, that I didn’t care to moan about eating a breakfast this late.

      Sadly, when Sid lowered the plates, his brown stained cloth that hung over his shoulder dipped into my baked beans. I thought he might take it back and get me another plate, but he didn’t. I was too cowardly to say anything.

      Even the wizard’s eating habits were strange. With one slice of bread, he put one piece of everything on his plate; beans, sausage, egg, bacon, black pudding, hash brown, mushrooms. The ingredients in this breakfast-mixture-sandwich, split the bread and fell out. But that didn’t stop him eating it anyway as it all fell in a big mess back onto his plate. He tried to say he had not eaten all day, hence his rabid appetite, but it just came out as a garbled mass of barely comprehensible words.

      Half way through his food, he took a break, wiping his mouth incessantly with a paper napkin. “So, now they think it’s me what dunnit’. Don’t blame them. I’d come to the same conclusion. Actually, no I wouldn’t.”

      “Why did they arrest you this morning in the first place?”

      “Because they wanted some free advice from a working wizard. They know I used to be involved in shady goings-on, and think I know every magical criminal in this wonderful cesspit of a town. I didn’t have to let them take me to the station, they don’t have anything to constrain a wizard, handcuffs won’t work,” he giggled taking a glug of tea. “But I let them arrest me, because then they revealed all this lovely information in their questioning.”

      “You let them arrest you, so you can find out what’s going on?”

      “Yep. It’s imperative to my work that I know what’s happening in the underworld of London crime.”

      I pointed a finger. “What about that witness that saw you chucking jewellery out your pockets?”

      “That witness saw someone of my description,” he corrected. “Anyway, that witness is a good friend.”

      “You arranged it!” I cried flabbergasted, coming to understand. “They had just enough evidence to arrest you, but not enough to take it further, reveal all the useful information to you, and then ask for your help,” I said, sitting back in amazement at the sheer balls required to do something like that. It was unbelievable.

      He shrugged taking a bite of toast. “Gotta do what ya’ gotta do.”

      

      After our plates were taken away and the light outside had turned to black, or as black as it can in central London, the wizard enclosed his fingers together and fixed me with a stare. “You will need to learn self-defence if you plan on sticking around with me,” he said matter of factly. “I suggest Krav Maga, it’s the most useful and quickest to learn. There’s an intensive class up the road from our house, go 3 times a week—”

      “Hang on, hang on,” I said waving a hand. “Who said anything about me sticking around with you?”

      The wizard grinned. “Course you are going to. Today has been the most exciting day in your boring little life. You write a book about me, I will show you excitement, wonder and magic.”

      “Who says I want exciting?”

      “Your eyes have looked alive in the last hour. When I first met you they were dull, little grey things, lifeless, bored. Your posture hung like a damp flannel. You spoke like an undertaker. Look at you now, scared shitless, but the adrenaline pumping through your veins is better than any drug. You look pumped like a bodybuilder after a heavy workout. You look alive.”

      It was hard to argue with such a charismatic, well meaning statement. It was also true, I did feel alive for the first time in a long time. I wish at the time I had said “yes, but for how much longer will I be alive?”

      “London is teeming with magic,” he said with a flurry. “You can feel it. More than all other cities. London is built on an energetic centre, a crossing of huge ley-lines. Which has made this city the energetic capital of the world. Thus, that energy attracts all sorts of strange and weird people, like a moth to light.”

      “Why me?” I said after a few seconds pause. “I mean, there’s plenty of other people out there, far better than I, who would write a book about you, I mean you’re a wizard for fuck sake.”

      “It has to be you Norton.”

      I sighed and sat back in the chair. “One part of me wants to just go home, back to my old house and forget this ever happened.”

      “Too late now.”

      “Why?” I barked.

      Felix rolled his tongue. “The demon has seen you. It will report you back to its master. I am 99% certain it will come back for us.”

      “99% is not certain,” I muttered, feeling a wrench that my old, comfortable life was dying a quick death.

      “I suggest staying close to me, if you want to stay alive.”

      A second later the doors to the cafe swung wide open, in stepped a tall serious looking man. He wore a long grey mac and trilby hat. Felix cursed, straight to anger at the sight of him, turning his face to the wall in some pathetic attempt at hiding.

      The man spotted him and barked: “Felix Freeman, you are under arrest!”
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      Felix still didn’t turn his head away from the wall, like a shy child, until this man had marched through the cafe and placed a large hand on his shoulder.

      “Earth to Felix,” said the man jovially.

      Felix turned his head in a slow fashion, reminding me somewhat of an owl, before looking at the man. “Alister,” said Felix, in a voice that rippled with resentment. “How the devil are you?” he could not have sounded less genuine if he tried.

      “Very well, in fact, very well.”

      So this was the famous Alister, who I had gathered from the conversation at the police station, was another wizard. He ran the wizarding private investigation company: PI Wizz, if I remembered rightly. He stood like a confident city salesman with a white smile so bright you could use him in a toothpaste advert. Classically good looking, what I would call a ‘proper man’; tall, dark and handsome. Turned out he was only joking about arresting Felix.

      Alister’s eyes fell on me, waiting for Felix to introduce us. But the moment didn’t come.

      “I’m his er…” I started, wondering what I was to him. A friend was pushing it. But it was rude to say acquaintance, wasn't it?

      It didn’t matter much, for Felix saved my blushes. “He’s my apprentice,” said Felix puffing himself up with pride.

      “Ahh,” Alister eyed me playfully. “The Sorcerer’s Apprentice. Where have I heard that before?”

      Felix cleared his throat in an annoyed way.

      “You might know me,” he said in a loud, brash voice that carried through the cafe causing a few uptight people to look around in an aggravated way. This put me on edge. “I run PI Wizz, with a colleague, our office is opposite Scotland Yard.”

      I shook his hand, and felt his business card slide into mine — was that by magic or just good sleight of hand? It was hard to tell. The business card was really cool, probably the best card I had ever seen.

      PI Wizz — Alister & Bundy, Wizard Private Investigators, stood in the centre of the card in curling golden font. Before fading out like a film title. An orange spurt of light shot out of the card into the air in front of me, into a line of numbers. I looked around the cafe, but no one had noticed.

      “Call me if you ever need some assistance.” I knew what he was hinting at — he, like everyone else it seemed, didn’t trust Felix. Alister turned his attention back to Felix, taking a seat.

      “Oh, he’s sitting down now, that’s good,” Felix muttered failing to hide his disappointment.

      Alister looked like he was enjoying himself. The relationship they seemed to have reminded me of two brothers. Alister taking the older brother role, talking down to Felix, winding him up, with an air of disapproval about his life choices. “So,” he said. “How’s business?”

      Felix didn’t look at Alister once, keep his gaze fixed firmly on his mug of tea. “Good… very good indeed. Great in fact.”

      “Oh that’s good. Last thing I heard was in The Sanctuary,” he looked at me and said in a patronising voice. “That’s a pub for wizards,” before turning back. “The guys in there seem to think that you’re stone broke? So I am glad you’ve managed to rectify your economical situation.”

      “Yep.”

      “So we’re all doing well! Of course if I keep catching all these criminals, I won’t have any work left…” he giggled playfully. “Mind you, at the moment we have so much work we’re turning it away!”

      Felix pursed his lips.

      Alister stood and fished inside his pocket and pulled out the largest wad of bank notes I’ve seen. It must have been thousands. I heard Felix made a small squeak at the sight of it. “Tell you what, seeing as I am in a generous mood, I will pay for your dinners.”

      Felix stiffened and waved a hand. “Put your money away Alister, I told you we’re quite alright.”

      “We?” he mused. “So you two are an item then?”

      Felix looked perplexed at the question. “An item?”

      “No we are not!” I said.

      Alister raised his hands in surrender. “Fair enough, just asking.”

      There was something about the way Alister spoke, the comments were loaded, like there was an agenda to this little visit. And I couldn’t quite put my finger on it.

      Felix turned his whole body away. “I don’t want your filthy money…” he said into his mug. “What did you do to get that sort of money anyway? Rob a bank?”

      “Ah, well I am glad you mentioned that.”

      Sid came over, placed a mug down and filled it for Alister, before silently topping ours and retreating. This meeting must be a semi-regular occurrence because he looked to be on named terms with both the wizards.

      Alister leant closer. “Interesting isn’t it? That I learn Felix Freeman is as broke as a poor man’s bike. The next day, I hear he’s allegedly been involved in a break in of a bank. What conclusion should I come to?”

      Karen Magdalen’s voice replayed, when she advised me of Felix: “That man is more trouble than he is worth, it’s not worth getting involved with…”

      I was starting to see what she meant, for there was not one person we had met today that had a good word to say about the man. But still, I was beyond fascinated.

      On hearing these words, Felix bristled with anger. So much so, that I felt a static charge like when you pull a fleece over your head, it enveloped the surrounding area.

      “How dare you!” Felix said in a small voice. “Karen asked for my help, what happened was unfortunate, but nothing to do with me.” He said, voice like acid.

      Alister leaned a little closer still. “What happened? Tell me and I will help you.”

      “Bull-shit! The only person you help is yourself.”

      Felix stood sharply from his chair, which scraped along the floor. “Come on Norton, we’re leaving.”

      “Yes run along,” said Alister smiling, with the look of a father who knew his son’s moods too well. “But now it’s a murder investigation, they all but begged for my services, paying way more than I feel comfortable with charging. But that’s business. If you help me, I will help you.”

      Felix stopped dead as he was putting his coat on. “You came in here to find out if I did it. You don’t want to help me. You’ve never helped me. Why start now? You want me behind bars, and you always have. You’re as slippery as a…” Felix struggled for a metaphor. “Bar of soap in prison.”

      He put his cap on backwards, brushing his hair back. “Sid!” he called. “Stick the bill on the slate.”

      Sid nodded once and returned to his newspaper. Felix leant down to Alister and whispered. “I didn’t do it.”

      I followed Felix dutifully, leaving Alister at the table. We were halfway across the cafe when Alister carried on talking. “I will catch you one of these days, and I can feel it won’t be long now. You are bad through and through.”

      Felix stopped dead. That static feeling returned, it made my hair feel like it was upside-down. Alister came to stand in a slow methodical way. Tension felt thick and I am sure would have ignited if exposed to a flame.

      “Everyone will come to realise what you are: a criminal. A user of black magic,” he said black magic in a way that I would have said: child molester. “It won’t take them long to find that you are bad through and through. And that it was you… who killed your own mother.”

      That was the fuel the tension needed. Felix’s face screwed into pain and livid anger. All I saw next was a flash of his coat, he spun, arms a-wide like he was throwing a baseball. In his outstretched hand collected a contact-lens shaped collection of pink light. There was this split second of silence as his fingers closed around the spell, it  sucked all noise from the nearby vicinity. His fingers released. Sound returned. Like one huge rush of wind through trees, the spell expelled at Alister like a bolt of lightning. The burst of pink light, scorched through the air. But Alister was ready for it, lazily flicking his wand at it, and sending it into the ceiling with a loud: THWACK!

      Plaster and dust fell to ground, around the feet of the cafe occupants who had ducked beneath the tables.

      “NOT IN MY CAFE!” Sid screamed charging round the counter at them. “BOTH OF YA’ OUT!”

      Felix stormed out, in a huge huff and, as I followed I heard Alister say he would cover the cost of repairs.

      My heart was beating so fast at this most outrageous and obvious performance of magic as to render me dumbfounded.

      

      Felix stormed aimlessly around Westminster for a while, with no obvious destination. Simply expending his anger. Muttering resentfully, cursing Alister over and over. After a while of this, he decided it may be a good idea to go and collect my car. Grateful at this sudden emergence of common sense, and wondering where on earth it had grown from, we set forth, back towards Paddington Green.

      “They will be on the look-out for us though,” he said. “So, put your hood up. We’ll take the Underground, it will be so packed no one will notice us.”

      We snuck out of Edgware Road Underground, which was opposite the police station we were at earlier, hoods up. I paid the bill on the car, with no offer for payment from the wizard whatsoever. Once inside the comforting familiarity of the car Felix turned to me. “We need to do laps.”

      “Laps?” I repeated, wondering if I could manage any more running today.

      “Yes, we must do laps of the city to evade the demon. It’s a precautionary tactic that I always do, or face the consequences of it finding us,” he said in a deathly tone.

      “Fine,” he had suitably scared me into submission. “What do I need to do?”

      “Just drive around, I will direct you.”

      “Drive around?” I said, suddenly thinking how much I wanted my bed. “You want me to drive around London aimlessly in the rush hour?”

      “It’s either that, or wake up to a demon brutally murdering you and then eating the evidence.”

      I turned the engine on. “Well when you put it like that.”

      The wizard put his seat belt on, his hand catching something. “Oh look, my wand!”

      

      If I’d have known that we would have to drive around London all night, doing three laps of the M25, countless stops and two full tanks of fuel, I would have given serious thought to taking my chances with the demon.

      The journey was made all the more intolerable by the fact that the wizard firstly kept moaning about Alister: “The annoying thing is that Alister is the good guy. I am the bad guy. But he’s still a prick.”

      And secondly, that he kept reading out long passages to himself, seemingly narrating the book he wanted me to write about him. Mind you, I suppose this was better than listing fucking road names all night.

      He went on like this: “Reader: please imagine some moody, atmospheric jazz playing underneath me as I speak… my life is like a noir film, all black and white, the constant thud of rain in the background beating down upon my beige duster with the collar poked up. I light a cigarette—”

      “You don’t smoke.”

      “It’s all about image Norton,” he said clearly annoyed at my interruption. “I must project an image.”

      “Neither do you wear a beige duster.”

      “So?” he shrugged, nonplussed. “In this book I’d like to.” He continued: “I walk through the driving rain, a man on a mission, ready to take on the world. I flick the cigarette into the drain, and set forth to… the bathroom pub. There to meet a man about a dog. And perchance some food. I am a wizard, not of this world… well, born in this world but not wanted by it, not believed, treated like a charlatan wherever he goes. Sad and lonely, he marches on, determined to keep the people safe from the things they most fear…”

      He even started doing this odd little accent that sounded like American. In between these unannounced episodes of narrative, he would bark directions at me. Leading us to abandoned warehouses, industrial estates and riverbanks. How he knew where they all were was beyond me.

      Each time he got out, he took a little bag of magic with him, insisting I stay in the car, I wasn’t going to grumble at that, however I was curious as to what he was doing.

      “Laying scents,” he said after I asked. “There’s seven steps to avoiding a demon,” said Felix. “This should keep it busy for a while.”

      I repeated “laying scents?” back to him in a curious way until he expanded upon it.

      “It’s how demons operate, by smell. If I lay enough scents traps, it won’t be able to sniff us out. There must be seven, no more or less. Hence the seven steps.”

      

      It was past midnight by the time we returned home and I climbed, grateful beyond belief, into bed. I could say with absolute certainty, that this day had been the strangest I had ever had. Unless, somehow I was dreaming, hallucinating or in a coma, three options of many which I had not ruled out just yet.

      

      But, I had forgotten in my tiredness, to do one rather important thing… lock my door.
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      You know how when you are ill with the flu, or some other nasty, and you dream such vivid oddities? That’s what became of me last night, journeying through my tepid subconscious mind and all its ridiculous presentations, including flying across the Arctic on a giant Albatross. And others, of the like I won’t bore you with: dreams are like relationships, your very attached to your own, but it’s fucking boring hearing about other people’s.

      I slept like I had been made to stay awake for a week, such were the tremendous events of yesterday. Around 5am I woke briefly, having a quiet think to myself, and I remember now, wondering if the whole day had, in fact, been a dream, or perhaps someone had put LSD in my drink, or a prank for a TV show.

      Dozing peacefully as the sun beat it’s mid-morning Saturday vibes through my window, the soft flow of nearby traffic like the rise and fall of soft waves. It was all to be disturbed, very abruptly.

      Fortunately, dreams of demons didn’t occur to my subconscious mind. But they did, in the real world. I had forgotten to lock the door to my room last night, being in the state I was.

      I was in a comfortable mid-morning slumber, when my door flew open and hit the wall. It was like a gunshot going off.

      “How do you make the fucking coffee machine work!” Screamed the wizard. “It’s broken!”

      The coffee machine smashed into the wall above me, with a terrific bang. My heart jumped into my throat and I had to clutch my chest like you do. Anger like only that of being rudely awoken coursed through me.

      “It’s definitely broken now!” I said croaky voiced. “What do you think you’re doing storming in here like that?”

      As he stood in my doorway, with his bottom lip curled down, I was reminded of a child throwing a tantrum because his playstation wouldn’t turn on. “I wanted to make coffee.” I told him to wait for me in the kitchen while I got ready, giving myself time to calm.

      

      Saturday mornings were a strict routine for me, one which I enjoyed: read the weekend edition newspaper and talk about it, listen to Radio 4, drink lots of fresh coffee. In the afternoon, walk the mother-in-law’s dogs in the woods with Ginny. Since being alone I had adapted it, seeing as I had no one to talk to about the week's news and no dogs to walk.

      Placing my small battery operated radio on the kitchen table, I turned on the familiar dulcet tones. Ah, comfortable, normal, predictable. No magic, no wizards, and most of all, no demons.

      A minute later that all went to pot. “Ergh!” said Felix walking in dressed in a long dressing gown and pointing at the radio. I asked what was the matter. “Radio 4, pretentious nonsense, faux-intellectual bull-crap for the middle-classes who think they understand the world better than anyone else. Most biased news station ever!” I couldn’t remember asking for his opinion. He grabbed a mug and poured himself a coffee from the percolator. “Fixed it then?” he said.

      “Yes,” I said opening the Daily Telegraph.

      “How?”

      I fixed him a stare. “I plugged it in.”

      It puzzled me how one so obviously talented could be so stupid, like all his brain power was used for his wizardry and none allocated towards normal daily tasks.

      He sat opposite me gratefully sipping his coffee, watching me read the paper. The colour seemed to return to his face after this first mug, for when he first walked in he was whiter than Alister’s teeth.

      I felt like he was about to say something about my precious Saturday morning routine, but he didn’t. Eventually after another three cups of coffee (he didn’t offer to top me up once), he did speak.

      “Don’t you have that…” he struggled for the right words. “Place you have to go to?”

      “You mean work?” I said, without looking up. “No, it’s a Saturday.”

      This news seemed to come as a surprise to Felix. I wondered how much about the world he actually knew, for instance; that most people didn’t work the weekends.

      “Look at this Norton.” I looked up long enough to see a newspaper appear in mid-air between his fingers. It was folded up to the correct page. “It made the papers. Don’t crease the page,” he said holding a pair of scissors, presumably he was going to cut it out and put it in his scrapbook.

      As I remarked on this, he frowned. “Scrapbook indeed!” he said. “It’s a magical memento and wizarding news index.”

      I read the article: ‘Break in at Covent Garden has the Fuzz in a Muddle: A break in at a safety deposit bank in Covent Garden last night, where two security guards were killed is thought to be a highly efficient operation and took place at around 3:30am. The thieves gained entry to the bank, and the underground vaults via a sewer tunnel that ran parallel. Exploding their way in, they took over £1.5million worth of jewellery, banknotes and antiques. The investigation took an odd turn with the horrifying revelation that one of the security guards was murdered with what appeared to be a homemade weapon that according to sources ‘blew a hole straight through his chest’. It is not known who the criminal outfit are, but we are assured that the Police have now allocated extra officers to this case, after the second high profile bank robbery in 3 years.’

      Felix snatched the paper back and started cutting it out. “All over social media too, I checked this morning. Some interesting comments on the news articles about it on Facebook—”

      “Hang on,” I said stopping him. “You’re on Facebook?”

      Felix looked slightly offended. “Of course, who isn’t?”

      For some reason, my stereotype of a wizard was some kind of luddite who didn’t nor couldn’t handle modern technology.

      “Christ sake Norton. We don’t all sit in caves making potions all day, we do have lives too.” He said passionately. I held my hands up in apology, I had obviously touched a nerve.

      

      The wizard was getting anxious for attention, not allowing me to read the paper in peace without banging around the kitchen, or singing, or tapping. He had to always be doing something, even if it was inane. So I folded my paper away, there were a few rather pertinent questions I had to ask him that were at the forefront of my mind, and I felt reasonably eased into the day.

      His ears pricked up when I started talking. “What did Alister mean when he said you were a criminal?”

      This may not have been the question that Felix wanted to receive, but it bugged me that Felix had admitted in the car last night that Alister was: the good guy.

      Felix put the spoon down that he was using to tap on the mugs with. “I started working a year ago, opening up myself to independent work.”

      “Like a PI?” I said.

      “No, I couldn’t get a license. And the git Alister wouldn’t let me get away with doing it without one. So, I just did odd jobs. It just so happened that some of the people who needed my help and expertise, also happened to be connected with the criminal underworld. And I got sort of… sucked in.”

      “So you helped criminals?”

      Felix weighed up the question, rolling his head from side to side. “Kind of. I mean, I had little choice. I was desperate for money.” He pleaded. “My mother’s inheritance ran out.”

      I felt that awkward pull in my stomach when someone mentions a dead relative. “I’m sorry,” I muttered.

      “I tried to go straight, but you don’t understand how hard that is.”

      I asked what held him back from getting one, to which he replied coyly that he was involved in a court case, he would never get one while that continued.

      “The free time that money bought me was incredible,” said Felix, sitting back down at the table with a fresh mug. “Studying magic so intensively, deepening my knowledge, meeting mentors and teachers around the world, collecting magical old relics, deciphering forgotten books.” His eyes sparkled with passion as he spoke; I wished I could borrow some.

      “They think I killed my own mother Norton.” He sighed. “How could they think that? And now all this,” he pointed at the article he had cut out. “That demon made it look like I made the fire.”

      He drew his hands through his hair, before massaging his temples. “If I don’t prove my innocence I could go to magical jail.” He looked me full in the face with his grey-speckled eyes. “And trust me when I say this… I would rather die.”

      Downing the rest of his coffee, he put the mug in the sink and looked out the window. “But worse than that, if I don’t start getting some work through soon I will have to get a normal job.” He shivered. “Given the choice between a normal job or magical jail, I think I’d choose magical jail.”

      I didn’t know what to say. So I kept silent. He was opening up to me. Only knowing him one full day, this felt slightly premature, but in hindsight, I suppose we had been through more in our one day together than most people would in their entire lives.

      “This court case I mentioned,” said Felix standing stiff at the sink, still looking outside. “It’s only fair that you should know, what with you writing a book about me… that er…”

      He stopped, for another man appeared in the doorway to the kitchen. I learned later that his name was Dave Parry, another housemate who lived in the room opposite mine. “Oh good morning,” he said coming into the kitchen. “And what time did some of us arrive home last night?” he had a really condescending voice, and looked, with his beady beetle eyes at Felix and I.

      Dave Parry was middle-aged, with no hair on the top of his head. He worked in IT, had silly little glasses, and a flabby little belly. “I’ve told Ms McCall that I’m not happy about it.” His voice was exactly the same as a kid in school who would say: I’m telling the teacher. I bet he was bullied.

      

      Felix and I left the kitchen shortly after, leaving Dave Parry, the most annoying housemate in the world. Getting dressed and wondering what to do with the rest of my day, it wasn’t long before the wizard was back, to decide that for me. Halfway through dressing, I heard Ms McCall calling his name and stomping around the house for him.

      He opened my door and slid inside, closing it quietly behind him. Ms McCalls voice carried upstairs: “Have you paid your rent yet? It’s overdue!”

      “Shit!” Felix mouthed, trying to peer through the keyhole.

      After few more moments of silence, he came to sit at the end of my bed. Before looking around at my room. “Hm,” he nodded. “Minimalist.”

      “My ex-girlfriend kept all the stuff we had. The rest I sold. Reminded me of her.”

      “You have a bed, a desk, clothes, a laptop and an Arsenal mug. How can you survive with so few possessions?”

      It wasn’t a question, he was genuinely curious. But then his mind switched back to whatever he was thinking about before. He got his iPhone out, after flicking around for  a minute started tutting. “No work, nothing, nada, not a bean!” he huffed. “See this is the sort of stupidity I have to deal with… people sending me emails asking about Harry Potter trivia, or how to do a card trick.”

      

      He slammed the phone down on my bed.

      Ms McCalls voice echoed around the house once again. “I know you’re still in the house Felix Freeman!”

      “If she finds you in here, she’ll chuck us both out!”

      “Oh stop worrying your tiny-mind. Let’s go get breakfast, before she checks your room. But probably best if we find another cafe. Best to avoid Sid for a bit, til he calms down. We’ll have to sneak out, so Ms McCall doesn’t see us,” said Felix peering through the keyhole again.

      “This was not how I planned my weekend.”

      “No? What did you have planned exactly, walk around all lonely, pining after your stupid ex-girlfriend, feeling sorry for yourself?”

      I thought how wicked of me it would be if I called for Ms McCall, that would teach the know-it-all wizard not to talk about my ex like that. But my retort was interrupted by Felix’s phone suddenly making loud ding — he had a message.

      Looking at it for a moment wondering why it had made such a noise, perhaps he did not get many messages, he snatched it up and read.

      His face dropped and went white as a sheet. “What is is?” I said.

      After a long pause, he looked up. “We have to go. NOW.”
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      Felix didn’t tell me what the text read. Obtusely withholding that information from me, until we were out the sights of Ms McCall and far enough away from the house. He made me drive too, unlocking the car with magic and getting inside.

      “Drive me to Trafalgar Square!” he called, like some rich prima-dona celebrity. The cheek of it.

      “Not until you tell me what the text was about.”

      Felix grinned, rubbing his hands together like the cat who’d got the cream. “Looks like I may have a job at last!”

      And there’s me thinking something terrible had happened. The wizard was so excited about this job, the details of which he omitted to tell me, that I rather delayed sharing my reluctance at having to drive to Trafalgar Square. Driving in London is bad enough, but driving that centrally is like navigating your way out of hell.

      

      Felix ran off and found a cafe while I attempted to find a parking space, he got annoyed at my fussiness at finding the right parking spot, so got out, saying he would text me the whereabouts of the cafe. Someone pulled out of a space nearby, so I raced into it, beating a BMW to the space, and just narrowly avoiding a double decker bus.  This was central London, where car parking spaces must be battled for.

      Felix had found a chain cafe, which he looked uncomfortable in. He liked familiarity too. We were not that dissimilar. It was a small cafe, with a good view of Trafalgar Square.

      “They don’t bring your drink to the table!” he said as soon as I walked in. “You have to go up and get it yourself.” Genuinely annoyed by this. “So, you will have to go up and order.”

      “Why can’t you?” I said.

      “I need to keep a look out…” he used his fingers to demonstrate how he was looking out. The thing is, he had already cost me a shit ton of money and showed very little gratitude, but he didn’t mean to. Now, I run the risk of sounding like a parent. But he was genuinely fixated upon watching the Square, to the point that if someone came through the door he shot them an angry  glance. So, his seeming avoidance at paying for anything, no matter how small, made sense, he didn’t mean to, he was just so fixated on his goal. That took 100% attention. Unless he was just a con artist.

      “I will have a full breakfast,” he called. “I’m not meeting the man until 2pm.”

      I sighed. “They don’t do full breakfasts here.”

      “WHAT?” he cried, causing everyone in the cafe to look around. “How can they call this a cafe if they don’t serve breakfasts?”

      I felt the weight of accusing eyes from the other customers drift to me, as if I was responsible for my friend’s behaviour. I asked him what he would like instead. “Lemon muffin.” He replied.

      

      Caffeine circled my blood in high concentration. We had sat waiting for over an hour, three more cups of coffee had been ordered. On top of this morning I now felt jittery. But I had to order them, I felt guilty sitting in the cafe not drinking anything. Felix was still staring intently out the window, his frown growing deeper.

      I tried to take his mind off it, thinking this man would surely text when he had arrived. “So, you know about my ex-girlfriend right?” he didn’t respond. “I can’t decide if I should, perhaps, text her or not. I mean I have sent quite a few, but they were rubbish ones. I was thinking if I told her I still loved her.”

      He pulled his gaze away from the window long enough to fix me with his famous disappointed stare. For a moment, he almost looked like an adult. “She cheated on you, treated you like crap, kept all the friends and stuff, left you with nothing and you are still creeping after her? You, my friend are a cuck. She is a bitch. Where’s your self-respect?” he said, a bit too loud. “This is my only advice: delete and block her on every device you own and move on from that bad excuse for a woman. Most of them are a waste of time anyway.”

      He went back to staring out the window. A man on the opposite table gave me a knowing glance. I rolled my eyes in return.

      “What’s a cuck?” I said, curious. Knowing it wasn’t going to be a compliment, I braced myself.

      Felix, like a human dictionary, then reeled off: “A man who is desperate for acceptance, approval, and affection from women. This desperation has led to the compromise of his beliefs and values, the desecration of his dignity and self-worth, and his inability to stand up for himself and what he deserves as a human being, eg. loyalty, fidelity, and honesty in a romantic relationship.”

      Hmmm.

      The wizard’s phone started ringing, after answering he went wide-eyed and stared out the window. “On the way.”

      

      We crossed the road to a bustling Trafalgar Square. Following the wizard, I spotted a man sitting on the edge of the water fountain, holding a bunch of white flowers, lilies I think, if you’re going to put my horticultural knowledge to the test. He also had a small Jack Russell dog sitting next to him, but that wasn't the only thing I noticed about the man. He was shaking his leg and staring around the Square, agitation written all over him.

      He spotted Felix and stood, coming to meet us halfway. We shook hands.

      “How did you know who I was?” says Felix.

      “You just look like a wizard,” said the man who introduced himself as Kriston. He was around the same age as us and looked to be of greek descent, for his hair was dark, and skin olive. Felix did his usual scan of the man before nodding to himself, seemingly appeased with what he had found.

      Kriston’s dog started barking at Felix, in that way Jack Russell's do. Not viciously, just in that annoyingly consistent way. “Harry!” Kriston snapped. “Be quiet.”

      The dog quelled.

      “Don’t worry that’s normal,” said Felix guiding us all to sit on the edge of the water fountain. “Let’s all take a seat.”

      In front of the client, so far, Felix was a consummate professional, a far-cry from his usual blustering, nonsensical self.

      “So you are a real wizard?” said Kriston, still in an agitated voice. To which Felix replied that of course he was, but he appreciated it’s hard to understand in a world that doesn’t allow the discussion for real magic. “Okay, well, I will pay you well. I mean, I don’t know how much you charge or if you can even help me. But, your advert on Google said you could find things?”

      “Yes,” said Felix nodding once. “But why don’t you tell me what happened, from the start.”

      “Well, sure…” Kriston adjusted his coat, scanning the Square for the fifth time that minute. “I came into possession of this ring. A very special ring. It meant a lot to me. Sentimental value, you know? But then I lost it and I have no idea where it went, and it’s immensely important that I find it. Like, life or death important.”

      Felix asked questions and scribbled notes into a little pocket notebook as Kriston described this particular ring. “Any markings or discernible scratches on it?”

      “No.”

      “Colour?”

      “Silver,” said Kriston.

      The questioning went on for a while, so I played with the dog, which was a pleasant little thing now it had stopped barking.

      “I don’t know how much you charge,” said Kriston when the questions ceased. “But here’s £300 upfront. That’s all I could get out of the cash machine. And then, I will give you another £2000 when you get the item back to me. That’s all I can afford right now. Does that sound okay?”

      Felix made a small noise in his throat. “Yep, that should just about cover it.” I imagined that this was more than Felix was used to getting.

      Kriston passed the £300 to the wizard, who tucked it beneath his jacket. “How long do you think it will take you? Because it has to be ASAP!”

      “Of course, I will get on it right away and report back when I have news.”

      “How long?” Kriston strained.

      “I can’t say, if it’s a simple retrieval, then a few hours. If it’s more complicated, it could be a few days.”

      Kriston buckled, he looked on the edge. “Let’s hope it’s simple then. Gentlemen.” Kriston shook our hands again, and left with Harry the dog, walking fast towards the nearest Underground station.

      Felix couldn’t hide the smile on his face. His eyes alive with dollar signs. “The easiest job in the world!” he proclaimed, snatching up the bunch of lilies and passing them to a pretty lady walking past. “For you, beautiful lady.”

      It’s a good job the wizard had walked off because the lady’s partner had joined her looking towards the wizards with a deathly glare.

      “This is brilliant!” said Felix. “Just in time as well. I can pay all my debts off with this!”

      Oh good, I thought, he can pay me back too. That would be nice, if it ever happened.

      “Right, I need to make a stop off at a particularly brilliant shop to get some supplies.”

      He was in a high mood, but it would only last a few seconds…

      

      His phone rang again. “Hello?” he said joyfully.

      I could hear the voice of Karen Magdalen speak: “Felix, it’s Karen.” He stopped dead in the middle of Trafalgar Square. His tone changed, now it was his turn to be agitated.

      “Oh hi Karen, how can I help?”

      “Felix, I wanted to let you know that you are officially wanted for questioning in relation to the murders of the two security guards. It will look better for you if you come quietly.”

      Felix stared ahead silent.

      “The warrant for your arrest is out. They are coming for you. This is an occult murder investigation.”

      “Murder by magic.”

      The tinny voice echoed back. “Exactly. We’re working closely with another occult specialist…”

      “Don’t bullshit me Karen, I know you’re working with Alister at PI Wizz. Did you do that just to wind me up?”

      “Of course not! But we needed help seeing as the media have picked up on it, as you well know. I just wanted you to know that I…”

      As she spoke, I heard these soft clicking noises, Felix heard them too. A second later, he realised what she was doing. But it was too late.

      “You rang me to triangulate my position!” he cried.

      “I’m sorry Felix. It’s my job.”

      “Why me? You know I didn’t do this!”

      The ominous sound in the background of: “We’ve got him!” shouted a voice and then: “All units!”

      Suddenly, not fifty feet away, a police car screeched to a halt. The blue lights and siren began to flash. Two police officers jumped out of the car and began frantically looking around the Square.

      Another nearby police car screeched to a halt the other side of the Square. And then the other. All roads and exits were blocked. We were cornered from all sides.

      “Please tell me you have your wand.”
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      Every exit was covered by police. Karen had thrown Felix under the bus, tracked his location by his phone and then called in all available nearby police cars to his whereabouts. This was getting serious, they were getting desperate for an arrest.

      I looked up at Felix, as we stood in the centre of Trafalgar Square, he looked scared and worried. His eyes had glazed again like they did when he was thinking hard.

      “Can’t you do some magic to get us out of this?” I cried, as the nearest police officers spotted us.

      But Felix had frozen to the spot, like a rabbit caught in headlights. I mean I assumed he would know what to do, have some escape plan already. But now, here I was wondering if I should just run away without him—but then I would be evading police?

      He stared intently at the stone ground as if he was looking through the floor at something, eyes flickering up and down.

      “Do some magic Felix!” I cried, giving him a hard shove, hoping it would prompt him into action.

      He muttered something sarcastic to himself about just doing magic. I had given up hope when six police officers approached tentatively in a large circle. A small crowd had gathered, prompting the wizard to pull the baseball cap over his face. The police got so close I could see the nose hairs on the nearest, a bit of food in the teeth of another, her hand stroking a taser. I gulped.

      Then, finally, the wizard acted.

      “I’m sorry Nelson,” he said, for a moment I thought he was talking to me. But then, he pointed his wand up at Nelson’s Column, that huge stone monument at the centre of Trafalgar Square. Felix screwed his face up like he was lifting up a truck.

      CRACK! Went the column. A long shard of cracked stone, right at the base. This caught the attention of the crowd and the police. With shouts of No! And, I couldn’t quite believe my own eyes, Nelson’s Column was about to fall!

      The wizard was using the wand like a fishing line, pulling it back as far as he could. It was as if he had a rope around the top of the column and was toppling it single handedly.

      “Woah! Go-go-GO!”

      The policemen jumped out of the way, running for cover as the column tottered.

      “Why are you pulling it towards us?” I said to Felix who wasn’t listening. Then in one moment of ominous silence, Felix relinquished his wand and effort. The Column poised, that odd stage, half between falling and not. “Felix?”

      “RUN NORTON!” He called, already half-way across the Square!

      “Christ!” he was a fucking maniac. And I had no choice but to follow the terrorist  wizard. I ran as fast as I could after the wizard who was in an ungainly sprint towards Charing Cross Underground which stood at the edge of Trafalgar Square. What he didn’t see, was a policeman pelting towards him from his blind spot.

      “Felix!” I cried. “Behind you!”

      Felix just had long enough to the see the whites of the policeman's eyes, as he tried to rugby-tackle Felix to the ground, before the wizard pointed the wand at him propelling him ten feet into the air.

      I caught up to Felix who was stumbling and grabbed him by the jacket. “What do we do now?”

      Hang on, in all the chaos, I hadn’t heard the crash of the column—I turned slowly around. And there, bold as brass was Nelson’s Column, untouched, no crack and still standing.

      “How?” I said in a rather confused tone.

      “I’ll explain later,” said the wizard, jumping down the stairs to the Underground three at a time. It had gotten worse though, apart from the police doing anything they could to try and capture us, now rather brazen members of the public took it upon themselves to try and trip us up on the stairs.

      “Can’t you do something about them?!”

      Felix pushed a lady away, this was impeding us big-time. “I can’t think of anything without hurting them.” He said, as I had to shove an older man in the chest—I am not proud of it, but what choice did I have? “Thought of something!” said Felix triumphantly, pointing his wand at the stairs. Instantly, they smoothed into a slide. Everyone fell to their arse, and slid all the way into Charing Cross Underground terminal. This may sound pretty sadistic, but that was so much fun.

      More sirens echoed behind us. “Armed response,” said Felix knowingly.

      “What’s the plan then?”

      “Escape!” he cried. “To be more precise, we get the 3:06pm train, which should be arriving any second now…”

      When I asked where to, he shouted back: “Anywhere!”

      Felix took up an enhanced rate of speed as we raced through the terminal, he jumped clean over the ticket barriers, to shouts of disapproval. But worse shouts echoed louder over them: “Armed police! STOP!”

      Oh my god. I was running away from armed police. I had known the wizard for 2 days, and I was running away from armed-fucking-police!

      Bursting through the tunnels as petrified Londoners stepped to the sides Felix said: “They won’t shoot us in here, too many pedestrians!” Oh that made me feel a lot better.

      Three underground guards came looming into view at the end of the tunnel, they looked big and strong and primed themselves for a fight.

      But Felix didn’t do magic. He whipped out his wallet from an inside pocket (I was as surprised as anyone to know he actually owned a wallet, he never used it), before screaming at them: “POLICE! Get out of the way!”

      That authoritative shout did enough, for their confidence dwindled and they made no attempt to catch us as we skidded onto the platform. The train was already there, doors about to shut. Felix grabbed me, yanking me forwards and throwing me into the carriage with him. Just as several heavy booted armed guards came storming onto the platform. But they were too late. The train had already pulled away.

      Felix childishly gave them a wave as the rest of the passengers in the carriage looked at us in only that way a Londoner riding the Underground does: perplexed at seeing me being thrown through the doors, but no one actually saying a thing.

      “That’s it,” Felix said. “Go back to your phones and devices.”

      We took a seat. “Bloody zombies,” he muttered. I sat, sweaty, hot and frightened.

      

      The train rumbled through the underground tunnels, with no idea where we were getting off or what the wizard’s plan was. He sat as quiet as I, contemplating what had just happened.

      “Are you going to tell me then?” I muttered in a rather small voice. “How you made Nelson’s Column look like it was falling?”

      “I couldn’t honestly blow it up for real could I?” said the wizard. “They’d have me up on charges of treason or something. I just made a holographic overlay, and projected it,” he said like he was explaining how to make a cup of tea. “The rest was just acting. My wand will have run out of charge now!” He said, rolling his eyes and tapping the wand.

      Out of charge? I wondered, imagining him plugging it into the mains like an iPhone.

      “Big holograms like that are very magically intensive, they will fool the general public, but not a wizard or psychic.”

      The person next to me got off, leaving his newspaper. I picked up The Metro, the front page read: Gas Explosion Blamed for Fire at Broken Into Bank.

      It’s thought that the recent break in at Covent Garden Security Vaults, was carried out by highly trained operatives. A fire broke out at the bank the next day, while police were searching the area. The fire all but destroyed any remaining evidence. It broke out at around 2:30pm and raged for 30 minutes, then quite suddenly before the fire brigade arrived, stopped. One witness even claimed that the fire was purple, a fact that one source in the police even confirmed. Police now think that this gang accidentally broke a gas pipe on their way in, which caused the explosion. Investigations are ongoing.

      My brain hurt.

      As the train stopped in Camden, I remembered my car — I had only paid for an hour’s parking. That car was becoming a complete money pit. How many parking tickets would it collect before I was able to get back to it? I wondered.

      “Thing is,” said Felix out the blue. “I would never kill anyone. I could break into a bank vault easily yeah, but I’d never kill anyone. I suppose people just don’t like me.”

      “Don’t be silly, it’s not about being liked. It’s politics.” I said. “Karen and Bob are under pressure to get a result because of the media’s pressure.” I flashed him the Metro Newspaper.

      “It’s all turning to shit,” he said. “If I can just find Kriston’s ring, I’ll have enough…”

      

      We changed a couple of stops, Felix knowing the map without having to look. And ended up getting out at Covent Garden. Following the wizard, I think we both felt quite weary, but he seemed charged up with the original mission of finding Kriston’s ring, no less because of the huge reward it offered.

      It was a ten minute walk from Covent Garden, I was reminded of coming here yesterday (which felt like years ago now) and investigating the bank break in with Felix.

      Now, as we walked, I felt exposed, every passerby that caught my eye could be the person that captured us. An undercover policeman, a general bystander who knew who we were, or even another wizard who ran a Private Investigation firm who had a grudge.

      ATLANTIS OCCULT

      Read the shop sign, painted in golden leaf, on a sky blue background with lots of tiny pentagrams and other odd markings in black I didn’t understand. It stood on Museum Street, which led on from Drury Lane.

      The bookshop made by no attempt to hide the fact that its main wares were magical. A big poster in the windows said: for all your wizardry needs. A businessman walked past us, saw the poster and laughed to himself.

      “That sums up the attitude of the normies,” Felix said.

      I gave him a wry look. “The what?”

      He stared blankly back, like he did when he expected me to work something out instead of just asking him. “Normies, you know really-normal people. Like you. Normie Norton,” he grinned, before pushing open the door to the shop.

      I stood annoyed at being called Normie Norton for a moment. That businessman would have been me two days ago.

      The inside of the shop smelt like dust, antique books, tobacco, leather, and a bit of, unless I was mistaken Nag-Champa incense. It looked like it had not been decorated in, and I am trying to be polite: over 50 years. It was small and cramped with bookshelves full to the brim covering all sides of the four walls. As well as a table in the middle of the floor covered in specially chosen books. At a desk at the back of the room, a large lady sat in a chair reading. As she looked up over the book, saw Felix and smiled. She had an air of serene understanding about her, like she knew exactly what you were thinking, what you had done and where you had been. It was like she knew you instantly just by looking at you.

      “Claudette my good lady,” said Felix collapsing on the desk in front of her. “We’ve had quite the day.”

      “I can see.” She said with canny clear-sightedness, if you made me guess, I’d say she was one of those psychics. Hec, I didn’t even believe in them yesterday, but now I’d seen the wizard do what he had—impossible things—and it was like a whole new world of weirdness had opened up to me. I think she sensed it, for her eyes fell on me, with a sorry look. “This one is struggling.”

      “He’s new to it all,” said Felix leaning back on the desk. “Blown his tiny mind wide open so fast he’s lucky he doesn’t have magical whiplash.”

      Claudette laughed, then to me: “You’ll be fine, if you feel a bit rough, that’s okay. It’s just your old paradigm dying.” Back to Felix: “So how can I help you?”

      “You already know.”

      “Of course I do.”

      Felix grinned at me and pointed at Claudette. “She can see things, she knows what we’ve been doing. She’s seen it all.”

      “Then you know we’re innocent?” I said. “You can tell the police.”

      Felix and Claudette laughed like hyenas.

      “Sorry Will,” she said at my scorned face before reaching down and lifting a big cardboard box onto the counter. “These are all the bits you should need to do the searching spell.”

      I snuck a small look inside the box, but all I saw was bubble wrapped glass bottles containing different coloured contents, I couldn’t see the rest, nor did I get a chance because Felix had snatched the box up. “Wonderful!” he cried, searching through it in private. “Excellent. I would never have thought of adding that,” he said happily.

      He reached inside his jacket and pulled out a wad of notes.

      “This is most peculiar,” said Claudette dryly. “You are actually paying for your items today?”

      Felix smiled. “A change in fortunes.”

      “Long may it continue,” she said snatching up the notes gratefully, before holding them to the light. “And good god, they’re real too!”

      Then, Claudette suddenly stopped, her eyes glazing over. Face turning ashen white. “You don’t have long. They are coming for you. They know where you are!”

      The sound of a siren and screeching tyres filled the air as a police car came racing round the corner.

      “But how did they know we were here?”

      “I have no charge left on my wand!” Felix cried.

      “Go NOW!” Claudette screamed.
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      The police car went screeching past us and turned left, the sound of the siren dissipating into the white noise of London. False alarm.

      Claudette maintained her stance that we had to hurry, her eyes still glazed with a horrified look on her face, like she was watching something terrible happening. She wasn’t telling us to leave now because of the police car, but because of something else.

      Felix took her seriously, bursting out of the shop with his box of magic. We ran, as best we could with a box of precious magical glass, to Holborn Underground.

      Holborn to Green Park (Piccadilly Line)

      Green Park to Canning Town (Jubilee Line)

      It couldn’t go quick enough for Felix who was tapping his leg and biting his lip. As soon as the doors opened he raced out, running back to the house. He didn’t even shut the front door, racing upstairs to his room and frantically unpacking the box of magic. His huge desk was now covered with antique looking glass bottles, several AA battery-sized vials, all filled with different coloured liquids, and an assortment of dried herbs.

      He slammed the bedroom door and locked it. Racing round the room searching for things. “Don’t just stand there!” he called. “Make yourself useful and put the coffee machine on, this could take a while.”

      Even though he was jumping around the room like a blue-arsed-fly, he had a wry smile on his face, like he was enjoying himself. Like this is what he was born to do. I didn’t understand why Claudette had said we had to go so abruptly. Unless we were about to be caught by the police, then why say anything?

      On voicing this to the wizard he said: “She’s a See-er, she sees things way before anyone else. So, if she tells you to do something, you do it, for it will be for your benefit that you do.”

      Felix reached around his bookcase and pulled with all his might. The bookcase squealed the same pitch as Felix as it pulled away from the wall. I mean, if he just asked me, I would’ve helped.

      “Why don’t you just do magic to move it?” I said, a more attractive proposition to me than this undignified display.

      He grunted with effort, bent down like a sloth hanging onto a tree, face fixed with physical exertion. “Wand is… out of… charge… remember?!”

      On the table his wand was now surrounded by a dozen stones and crystals, all fixed around the wand in a pattern. I wondered how he would know when it was recharged? There were no lights or percentage gauges to tell him it was at 100%, like an iPhone.

      “How long does it take to charge?”

      “Few hours, maybe more.” He shrugged, panting.

      The bookcase had revealed a three foot tall hole in the wall, which the wizard dived into. I bent down and looked inside, it was like another whole room, but there wasn’t much space, for it was only around 4 feet tall in the middle. It was also cramped because it was full boxes and bags. Felix crawled around the dusty second-attic space grabbing things, he seemed to know where everything was.

      “Coffee!” he called.

      Rather dutifully, I jumped to attention and began to pour.

      

      Felix calmed slightly as he concentrated on his work, I sat in the chesterfield, half reading the paper, half watching the wizard. He complained that me watching him was off putting.

      The wizard grabbed up a large cauldron, the size of a large mixing bowl. “You see Norton,” he said waving his hand over his collection of ingredients, bottles and vials. “Making a magic potion is all about preparation, mise-en-scène, as the french say. Timing with a potion is the second most important thing, it’s like making a roast dinner… if you’ve cooked the meat before the potatoes are cooked, some of it goes cold and you’ve got…” he stopped. “Actually no, it’s nothing like making a roast dinner.”

      “And why are you making a potion?” I said, hoping for simple answers over complicated metaphors.

      “I’m making a potion that will blast open my third eye, combined with a seekers spell, which will allow me to see where the ring is. Top up!”

      I topped his mug of coffee up. If he had anymore he was at risk of a heart attack.

      “It’s experimental magic, I’ve done it loads of times before. The last time I did it,” he giggled. “I blew up the house. That’s why I had to move here…”

      “You did WHAAAT!” I cried, jumping for the door.

      He laughed hysterically. “Gotchaaa!”

      “Idiot.” I went back to the chair.

      “Pass me that!” he called pointing at the 2 litre glass of distilled water.

      

      I’ve got to say it, I found the process quite enthralling. There were small fizzes and bangs as the potion bubbled away atop a bunsen burner. Slowly being stirred by a long metal spoon at a certain rhythm the wizard had taught it: clockwise for three, anti-clockwise for one.

      My fondness for the automatic drinks machine that was the kettle of coffee, grew stronger and stronger. All I had to do, I worked out, was lift my empty mug into the air, and the coffee kettle would jump to attention and pour itself.

      “If you keep using it, my wand will never recharge!”

      Apologising in a small voice, I placed the mug down, perhaps that was enough coffee for now anyway. “Refill the water distiller and turn it on,” he said, carefully levering three drops of green liquid into the cauldron.

      “You never told me,” I said, as the wizard now snatched up three books holding them aloft, flicking through each of them as his left hand dictated the movements of the metal spoon. “How did you do that spell on Alister, in the cafe.”

      Felix didn’t look up. “It wasn’t as much a spell, more of a… release. I hate that guy and he wound me up, if I didn’t release that pent-up anger, that whole place including us could be halfway to the moon by now.”

      

      Felix stood, looking appeased, like a chef who had just garnished the finished meal with coriander. Then he started pacing around the room like a university lecturer talking to me as if I was somehow a much larger crowd. “To be able to see something that is hidden or lost, you need to open your third eye. This enables one to think outside the box, and see things you ordinarily would not. Making a potion is like baking a cake, you must follow the recipe. If you are making a cake and put flour in before sugar, it will not work. Thus, everything must go in the correct order.”

      He fixed me with a dirty stare. “Why aren’t you writing this down?!” he shouted. “You’re writing a fucking book about me, you need to know this shit.”

      “Jesus christ Felix, calm down.”

      I grabbed a nearby sheet of parchment and a pen and began scribbling. I knew I would be able to remember, but if it appeased him and stopped him shouting, then fine.

      “Cracked parsley seed, mixed with oregano oil and epsom salt are placed into the cauldron of distilled water, at 39 degrees Celsius, brought up to 45 degrees. In goes the mixture of one part Laxo, the green one, two parts Visitatio, the yellow one and three parts Sensus the red one. Followed by a shard of crushed white quartz, some uncooked basmati rice, used coffee grounds or tea leaves, I used coffee grounds but it's personal preference.”

      I scribbled furiously as the wizard spoke at breakneck speed. “This is then followed by a collection of things I couldn’t possibly tell you right now. But many would pay a pretty price for. One thing, but I won’t tell you when I put it in, is Herdu, which is the bark of an ancient and magical tree. This is where most of the psychoactive agent is, which is required to open my third eye, without years of meditative practice.”

      I didn’t like the sound of the psychoactive agent.

      “Herdu is funny, you will sometimes hear it be called Wizard’s Sleeve, look at the shape of it and you will understand why.”

      He held a piece up, and I don’t know why, but I cracked up laughing. So did Felix. It did indeed look like a wizard’s sleeve, but you know what I really mean when I say wizards sleeve right? (A ladies private part, is the politest way I can describe it). Being men, we instinctively found this funny.

      “Lastly,” he said placing it down and pointing one by one to  small bowls. “Comes a flurry of ingredients, including… Eyebright, Bilberry, Star Anise, Mugwort, Lavender, Juniper and Rosemary. And lastly…” he grabbed a large white packet and held it aloft. “A whole bag of sugar.”

      “A bag of sugar?” I said as he tipped the whole lot in.

      “For taste,” he said. “You’ll know what I mean if you ever have to try it! Now…” he said changing tack. “Usually, if I had more time, I would, Breaking Bad style, turn this into crystal form and snort it—it just happens to be a better delivery system.”

      He said defensively at my disapproving look.

      “But seeing as we don’t have time, you can pass me that empty flask.”

      Using his now suitably charged wand, he guided the cauldron to tip it’s boiling contents into the flask. Felix tried to be careful, but still spilt some, which sizzled into the wooden floorboards. He was really going to drink that stuff? The colour of it was dark brown, with a shade of purple.

      “A potion is like medicine,” he said waving at me to write this down. “It causes temporary but fundamental changes either physically, mentally or both. For example, you could take a potion and it would turn you into a frog. It’s magical chemistry. This one just so happens to be for me: cognitive far-sight abilities, heightened to such an extent that I can see where this man’s item has got to.”

      “Why couldn’t you just ask Claudette to see where it was?” I tried to explain myself as the wizard’s face showed disapproval. “I mean, if she’s a psychic and all.”

      He shook his head. “Don’t work like that.”

      Pouring some out of the flask and into the cup, he looked at it for a moment, seeming to brace himself, before downing the mixture.

      “Ergh!” he cried dropping the flask to the floor. Jumping across the room to check on him, he pushed me back. “Under control. Get me a pail of water.”

      What the fuck was a pail of water? “You mean a bowl of water?”

      “Whatever bitch.”

      

      Felix dropped to his knees, eyes closed, and started convulsing like he was about to be sick. I was worried and hovered over him. He shouted at me to get him what he had asked for. Easier said than done in a room full to the brim, eventually I found a black stone dish and filled it with water.

      “Good lad,” Felix muttered in a small, otherworldly voice, eyes still closed he pulled the dish towards him. Palm over the water, the ripples settled to still. Eventually, he opened his eyes and stared intently into the still water.

      He could obviously see something I couldn’t for his eyes were darting all over the place.

      “I can see… Kriston’s street, and his house… I am going inside… it’s the correct time, the time when he loses the ring. I can see him sitting in his chair. He’s eating something, and he’s looking at the ring, twirling it round in his fingers. Someone’s just knocked on the door. It scared him. He dropped the ring and his plate and sandwich fall to the floor. Hm, cheese. He looks nervous as he goes to the door. But, hang on, the dog… it’s sniffing the sandwich as Kriston is at the door… he’s eating the sandwich… and the ring! Stupid, bloody dog…”

      Felix flashed a hand over the water and stood up in a slightly giddy way. “Aha!” he cried punching the air. “The dog ate it. It’s in the dog!”

      “You sure?”

      “Course I am sure!” he cried looking at me with eyes that were not properly looking at me. He looked like he was high on drugs. “Norton, pack my surgical knives.”

      “What? You can’t cut it out of him!”

      “Where’s your sense of humour? Course I won’t cut it out! Only a joke.”

      I felt sheepish. “Oh, right, yeah, thought so.”

      “Easiest money I’ve ever earned!” said Felix putting his jacket on. “Just think, I could buy a new wand, or a…”

      But his shopping list was cut short, because the sound of a dozen heavy running boots filled the air like a gas leak—unwanted.

      “Shit!” said Felix, looking through the walls. “They’re here. The police are here. For real this time.”

      “Christ, why won’t they ever leave us alone!”

      “Alister must have destroyed my hiding spell I had on this house. Git!”

      Snatching up my coat I chased after Felix who had sprinted from his room. He got to the landing and looked out the window. Outside, there must have been a dozen or more police officers, in unmarked cars that made no noise. That was unfair, at least a siren gave you chance to escape.

      “What do we do?” I said.

      Felix bit his nail nervously, thinking about it for a second. The choice would be made for us unless we did something soon, for the sound of stomping, running boots was echoing up the stairwell outside.

      “We run,” said Felix, halfway down the stairs already! “I’ve got to earn that money Norton!”

      We charged into the kitchen, just as the police officers got to the front door. Ms McCall came out of her room. “What the hell is going on!?” she screamed.

      There was a colossal bang at the front door, as they smashed it with a battering ram. It flew off the hinges and hit the wall.

      “Ahh!” cried Ms McCall.

      Police officers charged inside screaming “POLICE!”
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      “This way…” Felix grabbed a firm hold of my neck, like a lioness to her cub, and guided me fast towards Ms McCalls room. “Emergency exit.”

      “POLICE! FREEZE!”

      Ms McCall screamed an ear piercing scream and fell to the floor. Felix jumped over her bed and lifted his wand at the door. A large ornate dressing cabinet slid along the floor in front of the door.

      “Open the window!” he cried.

      I did as he said, fearing now that he wanted us to jump out. Heights were not my strong point. And heights with a concrete landing from a third story window, were definitely not favourable conditions. The window took a good yank, but slid open. My stomach turned a flip at the sight of the drop.

      Felix spelled the dressing cabinet and the bed against the door too. “That should hold them off for a minute. Mind you, I think Ms McCall might charge me extra for rent this month.”

      Felix made a motion for me to go out the window first. “You’re not suggesting I climb out of this window, are you?!”

      “You either climb out, or I throw you out.”

      “What kind of a choice is that?”

      He could clearly see I was unmovable on this, so forcibly grabbed me. The self preservation chemicals in my brain instinctively reacted and fought back. But he pinned me to the edge of the window until most of my body was hanging out. “Trust me!” he said.

      “It’s really hard to trust you when you are pushing me out a windowwwwww!”

      I screamed. The air rushed out of my lungs. Free falling through the air I saw the concrete patio beneath me and wondered how on earth I was to avoid being horribly mangled.

      But I needn’t have worried. The next second, the nearest tree, swooped its entire trunk down towards me. I landed upon its sharp, prickly branches, a somewhat soft landing considering the alternative. The wizard kept his wand pointed at the tree as he leapt out the window too. The tree caught him, with far more dignity than I, and he was up and running in a flash.

      Sprinting to the back of the unkempt garden we jumped over the fence. Felix turned at this point, and watched as the Police smashed through Ms McCall’s furniture and entered her room. Her screams of fright continued to fill the air, as we leapt cleanly over numerous garden fences, to a few neighbours amazement. Until, at last, we found ourselves on a main road.

      “That was utterly ridiculous!” I said panting and feeling a stitch burn in my side. I couldn’t remember the last time I had one of those.

      Felix gave a loud whistle. A black taxi that happened to be passing, indicated and pulled over. “Got any cash?” he said.

      I hesitated. “Haven’t you?”

      The cabby grinned at us as we got in. “What ya’ all out’ a bref’ for? Ya’ both panting like dogs.”

      Felix pulled his notebook out of his pocket and flicked to Kriston’s notes. “Number 12 Fieldway Crescent, Islington.”

      “No worries,” he flicked the meter on and set off. It was nice to have escaped. And just sit down for a bit after all that running. Felix still looked charged, he was not going to let anything get in the way of him finishing this job and getting paid. I had to admire his professionalism, if I wasn’t so shocked and worried about evading the police, AGAIN!

      I wondered what my criminal record would look like now; perjury, evading police capture, accessory to the crime. Christ, they could throw the book at me, send me away for years!

      Felix had his eyes closed, probably silently memorising the street names. “What’s up?” I said. “You thinking?”

      “No, travel sickness, after all that potion.”

      

      Felix insisted we get out a slight way from the house, jumping out and leaving me to pay the bill. The cabby drove off, we were in a pleasant, well maintained street, lined with trees and pretty townhouses. It was empty too, not a sign of life anywhere.

      “Hang on, I’ve just realised!” I said. “You’ve got a pocket full of cash!”

      Felix walked up the path to number 12, ignoring me, running a finger along the fence and iron gate. It was just at that moment, that we both realised, the front door was slightly ajar.

      I mean, you know it’s never going to be good if a front door is slightly ajar. Especially in London, you fear the worst. However, maybe he was expecting our arrival and left the door open for us, I thought, optimistically.

      Felix bit his lip, before marching ahead, pushing the door open and going into the house.

      I stood in the hallway while Felix was in the living room and felt that strange static tingle run down my spine again, coupled with that odd, otherworldly metallic taste in the air. I knew instinctively what was around the corner but my logical mind told me it couldn’t be so, more out of wishful thinking than anything.

      Felix stood, cold and stiff as stone, peering down. I moved further into the room, against my better judgement.

      The bile rose fast in my throat causing me to wretch. Swallowing it and taking a deep breath, I stood next to Felix who was just standing and looking at the body of Kriston, laying very dead in the middle of his living room. The cream carpet was stained brown. Red blood glistened in several patches. I would say this murder was relatively recent, I deduced.

      Kriston’s face had terror blitzed across it. His eyes were wide open and frozen demonstrably at the point of death. But what was most disturbing, was the fact that he had a football sized hole blasted through the middle of his chest. The fibre ends of his shirt were burnt and singed around the hole, as if a ball of fire had gone clean through him.

      Felix was frozen to the spot. I had no idea what he was doing. Perhaps he was in shock, doing something magical or maybe, he was just plain pissed off. I found the breath to be rather short in my chest and had to turn away.

      

      At this moment, the wizard shook himself from his gaze and appeared stoked and alert. He walked to the front door—for a second I imagined him sprinting away—he slammed it shut, then came back in and looked at me.

      “What do I do?” he said, in a tight, constricted voice.

      “Check his pulse?” I offered.

      He gave me the disappointed look. “I think we can safely say he’s dead Norton.” He sighed. “You are kind of right. I am going to… touch him.”

      “Okayyyy,” I said, slightly worried by this announcement. “What do mean touch him?”

      Felix bent down next to Kriston’s body. “I’ve still got some potion going round my body, third eye still open, if I touch him I will perhaps see some of his last moments… just be ready in case anything bad happens.”

      Before I could reply, asking him to expand on what he meant by anything bad, he lent down and touched Kriston’s hand.

      At once, Felix’s head flew back like a rocket and he screamed at the ceiling. I stumbled back in shock as the whites of his eyes turned black and he sucked in air like a vacuum. Before returning to relative normal, closing his eyes and seeing, he read out what he saw.

      “He was killed by magic,” said the wizard, fingers still perched atop Kriston’s limp hand. “A man was here earlier… I can’t see him, he’s shrouded himself in dark magic… clouding himself from the memories of the dead… AH! He came here for… the ring… and when Kriston told him he didn’t have it anymore, he killed him. Just as Kriston is falling back into death… I can see… the dog… it disappears! No… it teleports! Then the man, this horrible creep, screams… he knows now that it’s in the dog.”

      Felix pulled his hand away and crawled back on the carpet, gasping for breath as the whites of his eyes returned.

      “Oh christ,” he said. “I think I am starting to understand everything. It’s all connected.” Then he started muttering that the universe doesn’t make mistakes, that the universe isn’t so lazy as to conjure up a coincidence of this magnitude. His eyes darted about for a moment, in deep contemplation, darting through hundreds of thoughts.

      I wasn’t sure if I wanted to know but asked nevertheless. “What do you mean?”

      He took a breath. “Kriston was killed the same way as the security guard; a hole through the chest. This Creep, the man who killed them both, was after Kriston’s ring. Can you remember what Karen told us?”

      “That all this thief took from the robberies were rings.”

      “Exactly! He’s been looking for one very specific ring, something that would perhaps magically teleport the wearer?” I raised an objection, but Felix was quick to continue. “I saw the dog teleport, Norton, the ring is inside the dog. It didn’t do it willingly, but at the point of highest emotion, seeing his owner die.” He ruffled his hair and placed his cap back on. “That’s what this Creep is after. A Ring of Power.”

      Felix stood, and looked again at the dead body. “But it also begs an another alarming question… how did Kriston get it?”

      

      “We need to search for clues,” said Felix. “We need to find out what he was up to.”

      “Felix,” I dug my heels in on this one. “You do realise that if we are caught here, with that,” I pointed at the dead body. “It will really not look great.”

      “Help me search!” he cried. “There’s nothing to link us here, so we just get the money and leave.”

      “Money?”

      “I meant… clues, of course.”

      Search for clues? The cheeky sod just wanted to find his money. I had a vested interest, you could say, I would quite like him to find that money too seeing as he owed me a fair whack.

      “Perhaps it was the demon that killed Kriston?” I said as I rifled along his mantelpiece.

      Felix snorted, obviously finding my lack of demon knowledge funny. “A demon can’t kill like that. A demon rips it’s enemy apart.”

      Oh good, glad that’s cleared up then.

      For the next ten minutes, Felix charged about the large, well-kept house getting angrier and angrier—for there was no wad or envelope of cash anywhere to be seen. It was a few minutes later, while both upstairs in the man’s study, which was a lovely room looking out onto a perfectly landscaped garden, that Felix’s mood turned from anger to fright.

      His phone made an odd noise, like the sound of a radar blip. When he got it out and had a look, his face dropped. Turning it round to show me, the screen read:

      YOUR LOCATION IS BEING USED

      Shit!
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      Felix grabbed his wand, aimed it at the sim-card holder, until it popped open. Pocketing the sim-card, he then turned the phone off. For a moment, I thought he might smash it to bits.

      “So…” he said. “If I am right in thinking, they just used my device to track my location, which means they can now place us both here, at this house, with a dead body, that was killed by magic, exactly the same way as the other murder they think I did.”

      A torrent of swear words my Grandma would be proud of, streamed forth from my filthy mouth.

      “So we’re fucked then?!” I cried. “That’s it, 30 years in jail where—” I was about to list all the horrible things that would happen to me, before Felix grabbed me by the shoulders and shook.

      “Snap out of it Norton!” he screamed in my face. That was one way of doing it. “Now, more than ever, it’s imperative we find some sort of evidence in this house that will find us innocent.”

      “And how do we do that?”

      “We find out anything we can about this Creep who actually did murder Kriston, but also find anything that links Kriston to that ring and why he had it.”

      I took on this new challenge with gusto, the alternative weighing heavy. Prison had always terrified me and I vowed to do everything in my life to avoid it; be a good boy, follow the rules, do the right thing.

      Scanning round the house, the wizard called at me from the study that we had around 10 minutes maximum. I felt terrible rifling through Kriston’s possessions, it was terribly uncouth to rummage around a dead man’s things. But needs must.

      After a few minutes of frantic searching, not knowing what I was looking for, I started feeling panic creep in: tight chest, wobbly stomach, feeling of helplessness.

      “What was that?” said Felix, tip-toeing down the stairs, finger pointing at the front door.

      “What was what?”

      “I heard a noise. Quick, look out the window.”

      I moved to the living room’s large bay window and peeked out. An old lady next door was tending to her garden. “Just the neighbour,” I said.

      “Phew,” said Felix darting back upstairs.

      Leaving the bottom of the house and re-joining Felix on the second floor, I opened a door to a spare room. Well kept, but very empty, it was perhaps used as a spare room or office. A small camp bed stood folded in the corner to my right. Gentle breeze drifted through the net curtains from a window left slightly ajar. A large desk stood nearest it, with well ordered papers. Slotting between wall and hearth was an old bureau. Glancing out the window to see if there were any police in the street below, and glad to see it empty, I opened the bureau door and peered inside. It was full to bursting with half-open letters, envelopes, stacks of papers, amongst an array of other assorted correspondences. Pulling out letters and having a quick read, nothing struck me as vital evidence to prove our innocence.

      I was about to shut the door and leave it when a glint of silver reflected off a stream of sunshine. Further inside, atop one of the small shelves was a small round disc.

      Written upon it was:

      Vitalie’s Casino

      £5000

      VIP

      I didn’t think much of it at the time, but it was the only thing I found that struck me as interesting and didn’t want to return to the wizard empty handed. Also, we could always cash it in and get paid, I think £5000 would just about cover the fee for finding out where the ring was, and the trauma for the intervening time spent evading the police who would wrongly accuse of us of double-murder.

      “NORTON!” Felix cried. “Help me wipe down.”

      I pocketed the poker chip and jogged downstairs, where the wizard was guiding four dusters with his wand, wiping the surfaces of fingerprints.

      “Did you touch anything that I haven’t wiped?”

      “Err,” I thought quickly, but didn’t have time to answer. Felix bolted upright, the cloths fell to the floor.

      Sound: the squeal of tyres driving fast round a bend. The police had just turned into the road.

      “Let’s go,” said Felix turning towards the backdoor. Obviously we were going to run through gardens again. Oh joy. In that adrenaline filled moment, a thought struck Felix. “Hang on…”

      He quickly rattled off his idea: if he still had some third-eye potion floating round him which he used to see what happened to Kriston. Then, perhaps he could find out where the dog Harry was, by touching his dog lead.

      It didn’t make any sense to me. “Why do you want to find the dog?”

      At this, Felix snapped his fingers and grinned. “Knew you’d come in handy,” he said charging towards the front door, as flashing blue lights shone through the window.

      “Felix?!” I called nervously. “They’re here.”

      Next to the front door was a coat stand, Felix plucked a black leather dog lead from it. Instantly, upon touching it, his head flew back, eyes went black and he started talking. I wanted to interrupt and say we didn’t have time; police were coming up the pathway!

      “I am the dog, I can see what he saw… the door creaks open… Kriston is scared… I am scared… the Creep is after the ring, we know that… then he kills Kriston… and…”

      BANG! “Open up. POLICE!”

      Felix continued regardless: “… I feel a rush of pain at seeing my owner hurt… but I am too scared to do anything… the Creep sees me and realises the ring is in me… I feel a strange swelling inside my stomach… BLAM! I’ve teleported. I’m in a park… I recognise it…”

      I gave Felix a hard shove. “Snap out of it!” I cried, pulling him up. The black left his eyes and he stood, jelly-legged. Seeing the police already at the door, snapped him into escape mode.

      We turned and ran.

      

      Sticky weed and nettles covered my trousers, and I had a soaking wet foot, where I had trod in a pond. Felix of course was bone dry. We exited the garden’s onto a quiet residential street, still the sound of police sirens were easily heard a few blocks away.

      “We’ve got to find that dog Norton. It could be our get out of jail free card.”

      I struggled to see how it could be such a thing, but what other choice did we have?

      The wizard made me call for an Uber, so we could go back to Trafalgar Square and get my car. At first I thought how nice of him to think of me for once, but I was soon to realise that this apparent altruism was not solely for my purpose.

      I did as he asked and we got into the Prius, heading back to Trafalgar.

      “Is this such a good idea?” I said. “Going back there?”

      “Maybe not, but we need your car.”

      I sighed. “It’s probably been clamped by now anyway.”

      Felix still had the dog lead in his pocket and kept touching it very slightly.

      

      We got out, thanking the taxi driver, and snuck slyly across the street. “Walk normally,” said Felix. “Don’t attract attention.”

      “What like blowing up Nelson’s Column? Yeah, I’ll try my best.”

      I stopped creeping, as per the wizards wishes, and walked casually. Passing the cafe we were in earlier and turning the corner, Felix stopped sharp. He saw something of danger ahead. I looked about to see if I could identify what he had seen. The road was packed with people; shoppers and tourists. My car was still there, thank god, the only silver one in a line of 10 black and navy cars.

      There was a man standing opposite my car, leaning against the wall smoking and checking his phone. Felix had him in his sights. He took the small flask of potion we filled earlier and took a swig. His eyes almost went into the back of his head. “Ergh!” he went, gagging against the taste. “Wait here.”

      Gladly, I watched as Felix nonchalantly passed the man, who didn’t even look up. Felix turned back and pretended to know the man, I heard him say: “How the devil are you? Long time, no see!”

      Felix reached a hand out for the man to shake, he looked confused for a second but went along with it and they shook. The wizard’s eyes went slightly funny as he tried to contain what he was seeing, and pretended to have a coughing fit, bending down so the man couldn’t see him.

      “Take care of yourself!” said Felix, standing a second later.

      Felix walked back towards me and pushed me back around the corner out of sight. “He’s undercover police. I just had to make sure. They’ve got him watching your car.”

      “How come he didn’t recognise you?”

      “Made a facial overlay of myself,” Felix demonstrated it, his face changing to that of an older gentleman, completely different from his own. I looked around nervously in case any one just saw that. “These sheeple don’t see anything,” he said. “Anyway, I can only keep it going a few seconds, the wand isn’t powerful enough to sustain a holographic overlay that long. And it hurts my face.” He said rubbing it.

      “So what now?”

      “Get your car keys ready.”

      A slither of apprehension filled me at these words. I followed him back to the car, fear rising in me. “Go straight to the car Norton.”

      This time, the man looked up and did recognise us. In a mad panic, he didn’t know what to do first. Phone for backup or reach for his taser. Felix had his wand trained subtly towards the man, from inside his sleeve.

      The man’s phone melted like hot wax through his hand, before he suddenly screamed as the taser began to come alive in his pocket. Small flashes of blue light in his back pocket, made him jump around the road like a looney. What he didn’t realise was his shoe laces were tied together, so he fell to the floor, writhing like a snake.

      “Hurry up and get in the car!” said Felix. I yanked the ticket off the windscreen (another £100!) and started the engine, revving loudly as a small crowd gathered about the writhing man.

      “Drive towards the coast,” Felix commanded.

      “Which coast?!” I said. “I don’t know if you realised this, but Britain is an Island, it’s all coast!”

      My nerves were shattered to bits, like they were made from glass. I drove through rush-hour London traffic, my hands trembling. The wizard had his eyes closed again, either because he felt travel sick because of the potion or he was deep in thought.

      I took the first road I saw out of London, heading towards Dartford.

      “All I can sense is that he’s by the sea,” said Felix touching the dog’s lead again. “Problem is, he’s teleported three times already. That ring inside him is a teleporting-fucking-ring Norton! Do you know how valuable that is?!”

      “Very?” I offered.

      

      For a while I thought Felix was asleep. As I entered Essex, aimlessly driving hoping he would start directing me soon, he suddenly cried: “I CANT SEE HIM!”

      I swerved and nearly hit the car next to me, forcing them to blow the horn at me.

      “You stupid idiot!” I cried. “Why did you shout like that?”

      “I’ve lost contact.” He chucked the dog lead on the back seat. “Had too much potion, third-eye has closed up.”

      After a few more seconds of huffing and puffing at this apparent annoyance, he said. “Take this turn here.”

      I dutifully followed his direction, pulling off the main road and down onto a narrow country road which wound on for miles. “I’m going to have to do something unpleasant if we want to beat this Creep to the ring.”

      After more winding country roads, we came to a small run down petrol station. Felix went inside, straight to the toilets before I had even got my seatbelt off. Seemingly appeased, he ran back to the car. “You coming or what?”

      I got out and stretched. “What we doing?”

      “Getting help,” he said.

      Ah, music to my ears. However, the kind of help he was talking about was not what I would class as friendly help.

      The wizard opened my car boot and pulled out a large duffle-bag that I had never seen before. “What’s that?” I said.

      “It’s my portable bag of magic,” he said matter of factly.

      I locked the car and followed him into the service station. “Right, but what is it doing in my boot?”

      “Put it there when I first met you. It’s my magical essentials bag. For emergencies.”

      The lady behind the counter looked a mixture of scared and curious as Felix re-entered with a large hold-all. “Don’t worry, I’m not here to rob you. I need to be left undisturbed in the disabled toilets for a while with my friend.”

      Like leaving the stinkiest fart in the world just hanging in mid-air, he marched off to the toilet. “Norton!” he cried.

      “It’s nothing weird, we’re government agents.”

      She nodded, I think she believed me.

      Felix locked me inside a small, dirty disabled toilet with the flick of his wand. “What are you going to do?”

      “Raise a demon.”

      I stood in shock. “Seriously?” Fiddling with the lock on the door I realised it wouldn’t budge. “Should I wait outside? I might get a coffee. Do you want one?” I said desperately.

      “Don’t shit yourself Norton,” said the wizard, unravelling his bag of magic on the piss soaked floor. “It’s nothing like the last demon, this one will be under my control.”

      With no escape and numerous protestations from me, the wizard proceeded to mark the floor with chalk and salt. It took about fifteen minutes to light several different coloured candles, finish the complicated markings on the floor, and place a small bowl of his own blood in the middle of it. He even had me turn the lights out.

      This was followed by him kneeling on the floor, reading aloud from a book, what sounded like gobble-de-gook words.

      It felt like the air was being slowly sucked from the room until my ears felt funny, like they do when you’re on a flight.

      For the wizard to tell me not to shit myself because this demon would be under control was ridiculous in hindsight. When the thing did arrive, on cue, inside the salt circle next to the toilet, I felt complete terror grip me. A shard of ice ran down my spine as the silky black substance rose from the ground. The only thing remotely human about this black-smoke-entity was the eyes, which shined blue towards us.

      “Zagakowski,” said Felix, to which the demon bowed.

      I wondered why the wizard had made me stay in here with him to watch this torrid display. “I need you to tell me the final location of a creature. In return for this, I offer you my blood. To help you in this search, I provide you with one dog possession.”

      Felix chucked the lead into the demon’s salt circle.

      Picking it up, a large snout protruded from the smoke-black face and sniffed as loud as a vacuum cleaner.

      In a voice that I can only describe as what I would imagine a snake to sound like if it could speak English, said: “Place you request of dog is—Tintagel—Merlin’s Cave.”

      “Perfect!” Felix cried.

      “Another,” said Zagakowski. “Already half there.”

      Felix rolled his eyes and sighed. “Oh no, so the Creep knows about it too?”

      Zagakowski nodded. “More powerful.”

      “I’ll be the judge of that,” said Felix. “Thanks Zagakowski. I pay you in my blood.” Felix handed over the bowl of his blood, which I had to watch him extract from his arm earlier.

      The demon Zagakowski, did the most disgusting thing, he lent down and sucked with an almighty intake of air. Absorbing the blood seemed to be like the ultimate high. In a few seconds the black smoke seemed to morph into more of a human shape. With that, it bowed and descended down into the floor.

      Felix rolled up his equipment, in abandonment at the preservation of it, simply chucking it into his holdall. “Start the car! We’re going to Cornwall.”

      I daren’t argue with him, he was more charged than a nuclear power station. When he unlocked the door, the lady from behind the counter, was standing behind it. She took one look at the floor, the candles, the salt, the spilt blood… and screamed.
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      This day had been excruciatingly long already, but now I had to drive to Cornwall. Which, as you may know, is the furthest western point in Britain, meaning a 7 hour drive through the night.

      “You seriously want me to drive to Cornwall?” I said as the wizard got himself comfy in the seat like he was about to curl up and go to sleep.

      “It’s either that, or 15 years in jail for being an accessory to murder.”

      “Let’s go.”

      I started the engine and pulled out of the service station. Felix waved goodbye to the hypnotised lady behind the counter, who smiled and waved back. It was all he could do to stop her screaming.

      Felix plugged his thumb in his mouth and closed his eyes. It was late and the dark had well and truly set in. I would be driving through the night by the look of it, arriving by early morn. I popped the radio on, changing it from TalkSport to Radio 4, and cracked open a large Red Bull.

      

      After two hours of peace and quiet as I wound along the boring M25 motorway, Felix stirred. “Gotta’ get that dog Norton,” he mumbled, thumb still in mouth.

      “I know,” I said, unsure if he was sleep talking or not.

      “Put your foot down then.”

      He was awake. No one was as rude in sleep as they were awake.

      Continuing to mumble I had to turn the dial on the radio volume down to hear him. “Must get the dog, must prove innocence. Can’t let you get hurt again Barton.”

      “My name’s Norton, not Barton.” I chuckled. “Or you could just call me Will like everyone else does.”

      “Oh Barton, you always did make me laugh.” He wasn’t listening, but dozing, head pressed against the glass. “I like Radio 4, it’s very boring… but thats good, its relaxing.”

      He started snoring again.

      I cracked open another can of Red Bull.

      

      As a strict observer of the law, (not that it mattered too much with the list of crimes I had accrued so far), I always followed rules. Perhaps that’s why my ex-girlfriend found me so frustrating.

      Now, I would not normally admit this, but around 3am whilst passing Bristol, I did fall asleep momentarily. I know, I know, I should have pulled over right? That’s what I would have done normally, except there was a now very awake, very bored, very wired wizard next to me telling me to put my foot down instead, and that we didn’t have time to stop!

      He was wired because he stole and drank my last Red Bull that I had planned to drink on the home stretch. Now he was playing the drums using the dashboard with his wand as a drumstick.

      At least it kind of kept me awake, however fucking inanely annoying it was.

      After an hour of this, I couldn’t take it. “STOP IT!” I screamed, louder than I intended. I think some pent-up frustration and anger at this whole situation came pouring out with it.

      Felix did stop. I half expected him to carry on regardless, thinking it would be funny to see how far to push me. But, even he knew how important this journey was. Settling, I could see him watching me.

      He sniffed, then quite out the blue said: “Do you know why I like hanging around with you?”

      “Go on.”

      “You’re the first person not to laugh when I told you I was a wizard. You are a close-minded person with an open-mind, you want to believe secretly, but you don’t want anyone to know that you secretly believe, because you are still worried about what people think of you, which as you will find out is a biiiiiiiiig trap baby.”

      “So you submit to their version of the world. But that just makes you unhappy, because you don’t understand why someone gives their best years to say, a job or another person, and get nothing in return.

      But you also think that the world is insanely unfair, that you are missing out on something. That you ain’t been invited to the party. That there is something wayyyy more important that the weapons of mass distraction that account for television and video games. There has to be something… more… How close am I?”

      “Fuck you.”

      “Thought so.”

      He sniffed again. “Also, I couldn’t hypnotise you. I’ve tried over the last couple days, but it just doesn’t work. That’s never happened before.”

      “So,” I said brow furrowing deep due to the tiredness. “The only reason you’ve been hanging around with me is because you wanted to hypnotise me?”

      “See previous comment on why I like hanging around with you.”

      Involuntarily, I smiled, cheeky sod.

      

      It felt like we were driving to the north pole, it took ages! Mile upon mile of boring road, through the night, on and bloody on. Fortunately, the wizard decided to start voicing his thoughts, maybe he had seen how tired I was, and that it was perhaps in his interest (not to die) by engaging me in conversation.

      “The Creep who killed Kriston, also broke into the banks’ safety deposit boxes across London looking for the ring Kriston hired us to look for. Except, on the last one in Covent Garden, someone had beaten him to it—a well ordered criminal enterprise. We know that from the fact that they broke in via the sewer with tools, and they shot a guard with a gun before running off with a lot of loot. This ring the Creep was looking for, must have been taken unknowingly by the criminals.”

      He was looking at me expectantly, waiting for me to work it out. I said: “Which raises the question… how did Kriston get it?”

      “Two options,” said Felix. “One, he bought or acquired it from them—which, for many reasons, doesn’t quite fit. Or two, he was one of the criminals…”

      “No way!” I cried.

      “Now, your moralistic outlook on the world aside, I am the person a criminal calls when they need a hand retrieving their property, they can’t go to the police can they? So they must seek someone like me who comes recommended. Thus, Kriston knew it was stolen.”

      It took a moment’s pause to lay my morals aside and breeze over the wizard’s admittance to interacting with criminals. “But why are you in the frame for the murders?”

      “Ignorance on behalf of the police, got their priorities wrong… knotted up with ambition, statistics and an unhealthy understanding of real magic.”

      I bit my lip. “So, by getting this dog we can prove it was this Creep character?”

      “Exactly.” He went on, when I asked how the dog would prove that. “Because there are certain things I can do; extract memories for instance.”

      I squirmed at the phrase extract memories. “And this Creep is called such because he is not a born wizard?” I said. Felix nodded. “So he will be just a normal person then with a life and a driving license?”

      “Of course, but to find out who he is, catch him and make him admit it, I must invent a trap, that’s why getting this dog is so important.”

      

      I watched the sun rise over the horizon, glorious orange rays of sunshine casting the world a merry glow. Even though I was more tired than a tortured prisoner of war, we made it, arriving at the town of Tintagel at 6:37am, my spirits lifted.

      Felix was still wired, tapping his leg nervously and saying over and over again that he hoped the dog had not teleported away by now.

      Trundling through the narrow roads of the charming town of Tintagel, following Google Maps to the site of Merlin’s Cave, we passed a smattering of early risers, masochistic joggers and dog walkers.

      A trickle of nerves dripped into my stomach as Felix directed me off the road, past a sign marked NO ENTRY and onto the grassy clifftop. I pulled the handbrake tighter than usual, even though we were nowhere near the cliff edge.

      Having little energy to argue with the wizard about how this was not a suitable place to park, I rested my head on the steering wheel for the briefest moment of relaxation. Felix opened the car door and yanked me up.

      “Come on! We’re here!” he cried, as if we had just arrived at the best fairground in the world. The fresh air was rejuvenating, a wakeful agent that prompted one’s senses into affirmative action.

      Over the top of the cliff edge sat the sea, it’s rhythmic patterns soothing. I bent down and did a yoga stretch to alleviate the hours of sitting. The wizard, who was in the car boot rummaging around in his bag of magic, asked me what I was doing. When I told him he said that when one sleeps, one sleeps in the same position and doesn’t wake cramped up.

      I had not the energy to explain the difference. “Please don’t talk to me about sleep.”

      The wizard was putting things in his pockets, as a passer by gave us a dirty look for our choice of parking spaces. Breathing in a large breath of salty sea air, I nearly choked my guts up, for just at that moment did the wizard start spraying something foul.

      “Erghh!” I coughed. “What are you doing!”

      The wizard was holding a small perfume bottle full of yellow liquid, away from him like a rich aristocrat. “You walk into perfume don’t you?” he said spraying some and walking into it.

      “WHAT is it?” I snapped, losing patience.

      “It’s called Familiàrity,” he said in a French accent and little flourish of his arms, like he was a perfume model. “The smell isn’t great, but it’s not a perfume, it’s a potion.”

      “For what?”

      “To mimic the smell of the dog's owner. Now come on, I am ready.”

      Felix led the way, steep stone stairs etched into the cliff face, led down to the beach. The wind blew a gust, caught up against the tall rock face. The wizard knew where he was going, and I wondered if Merlin’s Cave was perhaps some secret wizards hideout or something. Leading the way along the beach, we stopped outside the cave. The hole was large, perhaps 15 feet tall and wide. The sea tide had only just given way, for the entrance was sodden wet, small pools still lay, causing me to tiptoe round them into the cave.

      Felix marched onwards, eyes a-glaze with magic, through the dimly lit cave tunnel. We walked for a thirty feet or so with no sign of the dog, until the light got dark and the comforting lapping sound of the waves became distant. When all of a sudden the wizard held up a hand for silence, I stopped dead still. A small pathetic sounding whining noise coming from further inside.

      Felix held a small metallic cube to his throat and started to speak. “Here boy, Harry, it’s me Kriston.”

      The cube made Felix’s voice sound exactly as I remembered Kriston’s to be. The whining grew louder, but this time, hopeful. All of a sudden Felix was pounced upon. The dog launched himself at Felix with so much gladness that the wizard nearly toppled over. The small Jack Russell jumping up at Felix, turning flips of excitement at seeing, what he thought in the darkness, was his owner. “Hello boy,” said Felix with the cube, before bending down, and receiving a face full of licks.

      Felix looked nonplussed by the love he was receiving and placed the dog lead on Harry’s collar.

      “Well thank christ for that,” I said, breathing a sigh of relief that thankfully it was all over. I bent down and played with Harry, who only had eyes for Felix. It looked a bit like his owner, and it definitely smelt like his owner, being so very glad to see him alive and well after being stuck terrified in a dark cave, after unwillingly teleporting around the country by magic.

      “Nice one dick-wad,” said Felix angry. I was confused, why was he angry at me? “You spoke too soon! You jinxed us.” He sighed and rubbed his temples.

      I didn’t know what to say because I was so confused, how on earth had I jinxed us?

      But I didn't need an answer, because Harry, sensing danger, began to bark loud and viciously at the entrance. It was a bark warning whatever he had seen that he meant business. I was the last to see this danger.

      Turning, I saw the silhouette of a man stood tall and still in the entrance to the cave. This overwhelming taste of metal filled the air, a shot of static ran up my spine. It felt more the case, that instead of seeing the Creep, you sensed him. And even though I did not know what he looked like, I knew, we all knew, that it was him.

      “Take Harry,” Felix whispered in a grave voice, passing the dog’s lead. “This could get ugly.”
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            The Wizarding Duel of Tintagel

          

        

      

    

    
      To try and explain what I was feeling in that moment is a disservice to feelings, with my limited vocabulary. But I will try my best; when I first started working in London, I didn’t know the area, nor the public transport well. And unknowingly, got off the Underground late at night, at the wrong stop. Walking around a council estate trying to find a taxi, I suddenly realised I was being watched by a gang with hoods up on their tracksuits. They saw me in my suit and executive leather bag and must have thought: easy pickings. There was this moment, when I saw them, and they saw me, when neither did anything. In that moment of standoff, the world seemed to stop. Like when an antelope spots a lion stalking it—it freezes up.

      Right then, with those wayward, violent children watching me, I felt like an antelope. Fortunately, I ran track and field for my school, so when they did give chase, I sprinted terrified out of the estate, until I found a taxi.

      But there was no such way out of this situation, facing a man of magic who stood in the only exit to safety.

      This man whom we knew as the Creep, stood gallantly atop a rock, long grey mac flapping in the wind. A gambler cowboy hat, pulled down at the front, covered most of his face. The Creep spoke in a voice softer than I expected, a gentle serenity to it, with an accent that I would attribute to someone of class and nobility. “I would appreciate it if you could give me back my dog.”

      Felix replied cautiously, voice echoing off the rock. “Your dog?”

      The Creep gathered from this that we were not ordinary members of the public, that we knew what this dog was. I could not make out a change on the Creep’s face through the darkness, but the silence spoke volumes.

      Felix’s right arm went stiff by his side, before, with the action of a gunslinger, he jerked his whole arm, shooting his wand into his hand.

      “Maybe I shall rephrase my request… give me the dog or I will end both of you.”

      His politeness had vanished faster than my confidence. Now the Creep extended his arm, displaying a thin piece of light coloured wood, held tightly. This was a warning.

      Felix took a tentative step forward and whispered. “Step back Norton, keep the dog safe.”

      Sure, keep the dog safe, don’t worry about me. Christ.

      “Just give him the dog,” I whispered back. “We will die. We can prove our innocence another way.” I begged as the two wizards stepped closer to one another.

      Holding tight to Harry’s lead, I pulled him back as he continued to bark incessantly, taking partial shelter behind a nook in the cave wall.

      “How would you like to die?” called the Creep. “A hole through the heart, or drown in this cave?”

      Felix suddenly screamed: “Fuck you!” Before launching himself forward, wand outstretched.

      Whizz. Fizz. BANG!

      There it was, the sound of the Catherine wheel firework—the end of Felix’s wand exploded like a shotgun, with a flash and a gust of pink wind so powerful,that  the Creep toppled backwards with an almighty splash.

      But he rose in an instant, like a Marvel Avenger or something, with a really pissed off expression. His hat had fallen off and now I saw his facial features. He was handsome, like a middle-aged model for a fitness magazine, but there was something tortured about him. They say the eyes are the windows to the soul, if that’s true, all I saw was a fractured, traumatised soul.

      But more than that, I was sure as anything that I recognised him. His wet hair fell over his chiselled, dishevelled face, which as I could just make out had a long pink scar running from his left ear down to his neck. It looked recent.

      “I hate wizards!” he cried. A ball of black fire, fizzing with static energy, collected in between the Creep’s outstretched hands, where he seemed to shape it, as if it were clay. Without warning, this black ball shot at Felix so fast as to become invisible.

      Seeming to have anticipated this, Felix had already made his next move—although I did not see anything. As the ball of black fire was a foot from Felix’s face, and as if by some invisible sword, it was cleaved asunder, like a bar of butter hitting a red hot knife.

      “Have you never fought a wizard before Creep?” Felix called with malice. “Come, what say we fight like men.”

      Felix raised his wand in front of him like a sword and bowed his head to it. At once, it lit with colour. A bright green substance now covered it, I would almost describe it like a Star Wars lightsaber, but this substance looked like hot wax in a lava lamp, and sounded like it was made of a high concentration of electricity.

      Or was it… pure magic?

      The Creep did the same, his wand turning red in the same way as Felix’s.

      “Green and red, how apt.” Felix chuckled. He looked almost maniacal with the wand light dazzling in his eyes.

      It was unlike anything I’d ever seen, unless at the movies, and it was quite breathtaking. The wizards charged at each other, wands outstretched before them like medieval jousters. As their wands collided, there was a flash of bright light which lit the cave like a flash of lightning.

      They fought like swordsmen, but it was more than that. Harder. A swordsman can easily find a gap and injure his opponent, when one of these two wizards found a gap, their opponents wand would flash that way to block, almost as if it had a mind of its own.

      Every-time the wands clashed, a flash of light lit up the cave. It seemed more than anything that their wands were an extension of oneself and one's willpower. The more willpower one had, the brighter one’s wand seemed to illuminate, which I assumed contributed to more wand power.

      In this case, Felix had more willpower, and began smashing his wand at the Creep in one barbarous motion. The Creep cowered back with gritted teeth, wand held aloft like a shield, as he backed into the wall.

      Felix knew what he was doing, his wand suddenly ceased to be lit, he jumped back out of the way of the Creep’s swipe, and pointed his wand at the rock wall.

      A large round stone face with a long beard, morphed into the wall behind the Creep as two stone arms, thicker than a greek god’s, extended out of the wall and pulled the Creep into a tight hold. Slowly, pulling him into the rock face.

      “Norton GO! Clifftop!” Felix cried.

      Dragging Harry with me, we sprinted for the exit. Felix and the Creep seemed to be locked in a battle, Felix trying to make the stone arms take the Creep into the rock. And the Creep fighting back, it resulted in a stalemate, but this bought us time to escape.

      Just as we got the cave entrance, a huge wave, I am talking ten feet tall, rose above us. “FELIX! WAVE!”

      It was no ordinary wave. This was the Creep’s doing. For all of a sudden, it hit us. It was like being punched by the sea. I felt myself turning somersaults, as my skin burned from the cold. But it wasn’t enough to stop us, I felt something lift me up, coughing and spluttering. A giant hand, made out of sand had risen Harry and I from the water, placing us several feet away on dry sandy land. But Felix was still inside the cave, now full of water, with the Creep. I watched it swell and bubble. He knew what he was doing, I reasoned, he had made the sand hand appear casting the dog and I to safety.

      Harry and I  ran up the stairs back to the clifftop. The wait was agonising, the sea was still swelling inside the cave. They would have drowned by now? Surely? Harry was crying softly, I picked him up. “It’s okay, he will be back soo—” the last word got caught in my throat.

      Something was rising up through the grass before us. Like a zombie escaping from a a grave, the Creep climbed from the earth and smiled.

      “Never fought a wizard?” he said. “I eat them for breakfast.”

      Ergh, if he thought that was some clever James Bond line, then he was mistaken—and then it struck me, this guy thought he was the good guy.

      Harry was looking over the edge for who he thought was his owner. I must admit, the worst had crossed my mind, if Felix was dead, then my future was extremely short.

      The Creep was soaking wet, muddy, and had burns all over him. But he still smiled. “Now give me the dog.”

      If I just gave it to him, he would surely just kill me after. If I didn’t give it to him he would just take the dog and kill me. So I started to frantically think.

      “You can’t… I… I… recognise you,” I said playing for time as I thought of a plan. If the wizard really was dead, there was no point me dying too. Heck, I ain’t no hero. “Where do I know you from?”

      I don’t think he was in the fashion of dishing out personal information, for he remained tight lipped. His singed and blackened rain mac billowed in the wind—there was something about him that reminded me of Felix, was it the maddened look in his eye? I had seen it before, in those driven mad with ambition, eating them from the inside out.

      A plan stuck me, without checking it over, for the Creep took a few steps towards me, I rolled with it.

      Holding Harry slightly tighter, I said. “If you try and take him, I will make him teleport again and then you won’t know where he goes.”

      The Creep’s smile dropped. “How will you do that exactly?”

      “How do you think he teleported here,” I bluffed. “Trust me, I know. Anyway do you really want to take the chance?”

      He paused, then started to walk towards me. I was frozen. He had sensed my bluff, he must have. The Creep’s face lowered until we were nose to nose. In his politest voice he said: “Pass me the dog.”

      Out of nowhere a voice sang in the style of the Ghostbusters: “I AIN’T AFRAID OF NO CREEP!”

      The Creep spun round looking for the voice, just in time not to notice, a fist made out of sand, the size of a two humans, come smashing into the side of him. The sound was like a giant SLAP! And he went flying! Finally landing, skidding through the earth thirty feet away.

      Felix standing atop another large sand fist, came over the top of the cliff edge, with his hands pressed together like he was Jesus Christ, taking small bows to an imaginary crowd. “I’m alive! I’m alive!” He called, jumping from the hand and observing the ground seemingly keeping a tight hold of the Creep.

      “Shall we?” said Felix, guiding me to the car. I ran, putting Harry on the back seat, and starting the engine. Felix, rather nonchalantly, took one last look at the Creep, struggling against the bonds of earth that held to him like a dozen arms.

      I put the car in gear and drove off. Harry jumped into the front seat, licking Felix all over. He didn’t even react, keeping his vision fixed behind us, at the Creep who had escaped his earthly bonds.

      Even from quite a way, we heard the Creep screaming.

      

      “What. The. Hell. Just. Happened?” I said.

      Felix didn’t looked bothered that he had just come face to face with death, rather he looked happier than at any point since I had known him.

      “We won, that’s what happened. And I like winning.”

      As we started the long drive back,  which was 100% adrenaline fuelled, Felix grabbed his bag of magic from the boot (clambering over the seats to do so), and began doing magic. He explained a little, the first making us untraceable to the Creep via most magical and non-magical means, he explained it in a clever way that I could understand: “It’s like blocking him on Facebook. He can’t search for us, nothing will come up. The only downside is that this also means, we can’t search for him.”

      Felix was right, this would make a great book. A great fiction book, for no one would actually believe any of this to be real. Heck, I was having trouble believing it to be real; the more I thought about it, the more I thought I must be in a coma, dosed up on so much drugs it had given me a crazy trip where I follow around a wizard, who duels others wizards with their wands like lightsabers.

      It was beyond crazy.

      Later on, I began to wrack my brain for how and where I recognised the Creep, but the memory was not forthcoming.

      We made one stop on the way home; a pet shop near our house. Felix purchased a food bowl, a bed, blanket, food and some treats. “He will be staying with us for a while.” He said.

      When we got home, Felix insisted that we sneak in. What with breaking out of the house through Ms McCall’s room and most likely breaking half her furniture, we most likely had crossed the line. Felix yawned and said he would hypnotise her later. Fortunately, little sneaking was required, Ms McCall was out, sourcing some new furniture probably.

      Harry sniffed around Felix’s room, like a dog does in a new environment. Felix pushed his bookcase aside and crawled inside the space moving things around, before placing Harry’s new dog bed and blanket down, next to a full food bowl, some treats and poop tray in the other corner, with what looked like an automatic perfume spray (magically adjusted probably). He also sprayed the vile smelling familiarity, around the space, before placing Harry inside.

      “Good boy,” he said. Harry looked happy, tail wagging madly as he settled in his new bed.

      “I’ll turn that into a void later,” said Felix. “When I’ve got time, so no one can get to him or the ring, until I’ve worked out a plan.”

      I chuckled, happy this was all over. “You can get his memories now and prove our innocence, at last.”

      “Yeahhhhh,” Felix said in sheepish voice. “About that, I kind of lied about being able to extract memories from a dog. That’s kind of impossible.”

      “You better be kidding me.”

      Felix shrugged. “You wouldn’t have come if I told you the truth. I needed you and you stepped up big time. I owe you!”

      He knew I was ridiculously tired, and that I had not the energy to raise a finger, let alone punch the wizard in the face. I would deal with him tomorrow, right now I needed my bed, I left him with the dirtiest look I could muster. My door was already open, my few possessions having been searched by police lay strewn about the room. Locking the door, I fell atop the bed and immediately to sleep, dreaming of revenge.
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            In Trouble with the Magical Government

          

        

      

    

    
      Nighttime in Central London always has a special feel to it, coupled with intoxicants and bright lights, it can dazzle many a young fool. I had had nights out in London before, mostly with work colleagues after a good week.

      I was to meet a friend in Shoreditch, so I walked soberly through the Friday night revellers towards the Jazz Kitchen, a favourite place of mine.

      Four days had passed since the events, let’s call them, and I had not seen a thing of the wizard. Returning to work on Tuesday, it was as if nothing had happened over the weekend, we had not found a man murdered in his own home, raised a demon in the toilets of a service station, nearly drowned in a cave and magically duelled someone for a dog.

      What was more surprising to me was that no policemen were knocking down my door. This, I was most concerned about, my thoughts constantly turning to what I would tell them when they did finally get around to pulling me in for questioning.

      I heard the wizard about in his room, small knocks and noises filtering through the ceiling in the middle of the night. We had not spoken all week. Not that I cared, angry at being lied to about the true statement of the mission we went on still bubbled inside me like lava.

      Jazz Kitchen was as it sounds, a jazz bar that did food. It was very cool with exposed brickwork walls, American Diner style food and live jazz, obviously. The friend I was meeting, Benjamin, also worked in the City, but was doing rather better than I, from all accounts. He was that sort anyway, his father well connected in the establishment. As soon as I pushed the door open, he was there waiting for me.

      “William!” he called, finishing his text message. “Be right with you old pal.”

      He hadn't changed one bit. Still a slickly dressed, silver tongued sod, but he was a good pal to me through University. “I’ve ordered us some cocktails at that table over there.”

      He was still texting.

      “Cool,” I said as we sat down. “So how are you?”

      “Oh you know,” he said popping his phone in his pocket, at last. “Busy as hell, clients are a nightmare, you know the score.” He grinned. He was a posh boy with a boarding school education, and played up to the stereotype, no rather, he liked the stereotype.

      “So what is your job? I never quite got the full memo.”

      He chuckled. “You don’t know?” he teased as a pretty waitress with—and forgive me for being so crass but there is not other way around it—very large breasts, put our cocktails down. Benjamin watched her walk away with a leering expression that he must have caught from his City mates. He was turning into one of them.

      “What I wouldn’t give,” he mouthed.

      I smiled. “How is Isabella?”

      Benjamin grinned knowingly. “Very good, you puritanical shit. We’re engaged, as you know.” Benjamin and Isabella had met in University, as had Ginny and I, so we made a good group of friends.

      Benjamin fixed me with a concerned expression, and for a moment I saw the old him, the real him. “So how are you… getting on?”

      “Getting on?” I said, knowing full well what he meant.

      “After the break up with…”

      “—You can say her name, I won’t cry.” I said.

      Isabella and Ginny were best friends, so of course Benjamin would know all about this new guy.

      Arranging tonight suddenly felt like a bad idea as old thoughts and feelings were rising to the surface. For the whole time with the wizard, I had not once thought about Ginny. Even this week not talking to him, what happened had still dominated my thoughts.

      “I am afraid it’s not good news,” said Benjamin sipping his cocktail. “Ginny is pretty serious on this new guy.”

      There is was again, that gut-punch feeling of jealousy. I paved over it, pretending I wasn’t bothered. “Good for her. I’m… glad for her.”

      Benjamin slumped back looking sheepish. “No you’re not, I wouldn’t be if I lost a girl that pretty.”

      I cleared my throat, as the jazz band took to the stage to a round of applause. “So…” I paused, did I really want to know? “What’s he like?”

      “He’s cool,” said Benjamin noncommittally. “He’s a good guy—personal trainer.”

      “Ah, a meathead.” I tutted.

      “Well, he actually owns three personal training gyms, my company manages them, they do very well. Jamie built them up from scratch.”

      I swallowed, he sounded like everything I wasn’t. “Sounds like you’re best buddies?”

      “You know how it is, girls get together, guys tag along. He’s actually training me currently, poor sod.” Benjamin flexed his muscles, he did look in the best shape I had ever seen him, as much as it pained me to admit. “But anyway, enough of all that…” he said waving it away. “What have you been up to?”

      I paused for a moment, before leaning forwards. “What if I told you that I had met a real wizard. That he had showed me real magic, raised a demon, and is being hunted by the police for a crime he didn’t commit?”

      Benjamin’s straw fell out of his mouth, then he burst out laughing. “Always did have a wicked imagination Will. You written any of those stories yet?”

      

      Several drinks later…

      

      It’s amazing how alcohol can loosen the tongue better than any truth serum (although I am sure the wizard would argue against that). The alcohol also blunted my feelings, which was a good thing, as Benjamin spoke freely of Ginny and Jamie and how they were all going places.

      Fortunately we did not just talk about my ex-girlfriend and her amazing new boyfriend. We talked about old times, what people from our University days were doing and then…

      Benjamin spoke of something, quite out of the blue, which wrenched me from the comfortable bar and led to me sprinting home. And this had nothing to do with Ginny…

      Benjamin looked a lot looser now than upon first entry to the bar. His sleeves were rolled up, tie was off, and several buttons undone.

      “Honestly, I’m sorry again that we can’t meet up like m-more often,” he slurred. “It’s tricky you know what with the women. But hey,” he pointed a wobbly finger at me. “Hey, I’ll tell you what we can do… next week I’m taking you to this casino I know. It’s brilliant. My work colleagues took us all on a jolly up the other day. We all put in a couple of grand, you know, just for a laugh—”

      A couple of grand for a laugh? What was his job again?

      “—But its amazing in there, it’s really plush, the girls walk around in skimpy outfits, there’s free drinks…”

      It sounded seedy and horrible and I definitely wouldn’t be going.

      “The other day,” he started to shake his head and laugh, remembering it. “What a crazy night, I don’t know if I won or lost… but this strange thing happened… we’d finished playing and were having drinks at the bar, when the lights kept cutting out. Flashing on and off. There was a load of shouting coming from upstairs, I mean we all just assumed it was some punter who had been caught cheating or what-not, anyway… this guy leaves the upstairs office looked roughed up but unharmed and goes to leave. How he single handedly fought off all those security guards I do not know. Then, to make matters stranger… my friend says ‘that’s Edward Rappaport.’”

      It hit me like a flash. “Did you say Edward Rappaport?”

      “Yeah! What’s he doing in a casino? I thought he was dead!”

      I sat dumbfounded for a moment, because I knew who Edward Rappaport was. But I was more dumbfounded by the fact that I had been wracking my brains trying to think how I recognised the Creep—and now I just had.

      The Creep was Edward Rappaport, a young ex-Conservative MP tipped to be the new Prime Minister before, about 5 years ago, disappeared from public life completely after a tragic accident.

      My voice quivered. “He’s the one who is a recluse right?”

      “That’s right, he went crazy after all his family were murdered a few years ago. Terrible business. Ruined his career. He’d have got my vote if he’d have run for PM.”

      “What casino was it?” I said, I may have said it too strongly, for Benjamin was looking curiously at me, but I already knew the answer.

      “Vitalies. Why? Do you want to go there now?” he said with a grin.

      “Christ,” I said involuntarily, and sliding out of the table. “I’ve got to go, listen, thanks for the drinks and we will catch up again soon!”

      Benjamin was put out, but I did not have the time to try and explain. Perhaps he thought I was upset about Ginny. Far from it.

      

      I ran to the underground station, running with a stomach full of alcohol didn’t do me any favours, in fact it left me quite sick and I had to stand upon the street corner regaining my breath.

      Tapping my leg impatiently on the tube, wishing for it to hurry, I now understood how the wizard felt, but I also felt bad having to leave Benjamin like that. However if this was correct, this was far too important to leave for another time. I fished a hand inside my pocket and felt the smooth outline of the poker chip I had found at Kriston’s house. A poker chip for Vitalies Casino.

      I made it back to Canning Town by 1am and ran to the house. Jumping up the wizards stairs and knocking upon the door with a dreadful noise.

      “Felix?” I called. “Are you there? Listen you really need to open the door! I’ve got news about…”

      His door clicked, unlocking. I gave it a short push and it swung clean open. The first thing I heard was that of a muffled struggle. And my heart jumped into my throat. Felix was being held in a tight grip by two large men. Both wore long brown tailcoats and a mean expression.

      “What’s happening?” I said. They had a hand around Felix’s mouth and looked to be in control of the situation. Felix seemed to be casting small spells with his hands at the two men, but they just fizzed and popped against the men with no effect whatsoever.

      Then, Felix bit the man’s hand and his hold relinquished with a short scream. “I’ve got to go, overdue meeting with some of my wizarding friends. Feel free to use my room if you wish. Your hair could do with a brush!” he said in a fast, strange voice, as if trying to communicate something to me.

      The two men grabbed Felix again, before pointing their wands to the sky. In one routine looking motion, they disappeared. Just like that. They were there, then they were not.

      I stood for a moment, letting my mind process what had just happened. Felix had just been kidnapped. I had just found out who the Creep was, which could have led to proving our innocence, and then he goes and gets himself magically kidnapped. Christ.

      What did he mean my hair could do with a brush?  I went to the large mirror—my hair was fine. I was just about to turn and leave, when something caught my eye—the mirror changed. Like it did before, but I had dismissed it. The surface was changing until it was no longer reflective, becoming more of a window.

      Moving closer, I pressed my nose to the cold surface and could see through this mirror to another place. Sound and vision enveloped me…

      I seemed to be 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, lots of doors, and was as busy as an Kings Cross Station at rush hour. Upon the walls, from where I was looking, were hundreds upon hundreds of picture paintings, mirrors and what looked like other assorted regalia.

      And then I saw Felix! He was being dragged through the hallway by the two strong men, putting up little fight now, they still held tightly to him, perhaps knowing how wily he could be.

      They took a room, bundled Felix inside, before there was a flash of white light. A second later, grey cloud began to cover the surface of the mirror. Until I was looking out of another mirror.

      This one revealed a broad, well to do room of someone important. Two enormous windows let in a healthy bulk of light across an ornate desk, where a firm looking woman sat scribbling. On her desk a notice read:

      ANDREAS GUNN, CHIEF OF DEFENCE FOR THE MAGICAL COUNCIL

      A fire blazed in the middle of the room, crackling softly, warming the cold stone floors, walls and ceiling. The room was full of comfy maroon; drapes, rugs, chairs and furnitures, if it wasn’t wooden, it was maroon.

      The firm woman, Andreas, checked something on her desk before standing expectantly. Breaking the silence, the doors suddenly burst open with Felix dropping to the floor rather ungainly.

      He stood and brushed himself off with a slight frown. “Were the two thicko’s really necessary?” he said.

      “Seeing as you never come when we ask, yes. Thank you Harper and Bland,” said Andreas diplomatically.

      They gave a curt nod, and took a step back, keeping guard at the door. Felix looked about the room at the walls, until his gaze met mine and he winked.

      He could see me?

      Three more men entered the room: the first was a tall, dangerously skinny, dark haired man who had such a tightly pinched face it looked as if it could pop a balloon. His dress was odd too, he wore long, purple flowing robes like a Saudi prince, and a funny round, gold laced hat, that covered most of his head. He also had a sly grin about him, and I got an instant cold, unlikeable feeling.

      In behind him trod a small man, hunched over and looking so much like a rat I wondered if he was perhaps a rat before being turned human. I half expected a long pink tail to flip out the back of his slacks.

      Lastly, was a man that, if you asked me to draw a wizard, this is whom I would draw. He was  tall, like the first, but he was old with white bushy hair upon his head like he had just got out of an incredibly bubbly bath. A long white beard hung down his front, nearly to his belt. This hair was made all the whiter by the fact that he wore long navy robes. Upon closer inspection I could see that these robes did indeed have silver moons and stars upon them. He could not conform any closer to the appearance of a what I would call a wizard than he was doing already.

      The tall, dark man clicked his fingers at the ratty one and said in a slow, dangerous voice. “Pithkinn, set up.”

      Pithkinn bowed softly and darted into the darkest corner propping up three old typewriters and sat behind them, fingers poised.

      Andreas stepped forwards. “Rothkuss,” she said taking his hand. “And Arthur,” she did a small courtesy before the white haired man, who looked mightily embarrassed and hurried her on.

      Felix stood gazing around rather bored by the proceedings.

      “As the chair of this investigation…” she said as Pithkinn, in a rather noisy fashion, began typing upon each typewriter in turn. “By the order of the magical council, with each member present, I grant it open.”

      With that she took a seat at her desk, Rothkuss took a seat too, and turned toward Felix. “I see you accidentally forgot about your pre-arranged meeting again? Not very good at timekeeping are you.”

      “Oh I never forget,” said Felix standing in the middle of the room, hands tied behind his back. “Because one of these days I am going to get to punch your face so hard, it will make you handsome.”

      Rothkuss’ sour face went slightly more sour, before he barked at Pithkinn who was tapping away. “Don’t type that!” Pithkinn bowed in a sorry way. “I’ll make sure,” said Rothkuss. “That I visit you everyday when you are incarcerated so you can have a good look at my smiling face.”

      “Ditto.”

      “Now, now boys,” said Arthur, raising a hand, like a wizened old father quelling a brotherly disagreement. “Let us amicably proceed with the matter in question. I am sure we all have other things we could be doing.”

      Ten more people were invited into the room until it was quite crowded. They looked to be wizards, but with less power, lining up along a side  of the room, each had a wand which they had to surrender at the door. For wizards, they looked remarkably like us. Their clothes were, well, normal, I just thought most wizards would dress like Arthur and Rothkuss—weirdly.

      Andreas Gunn proceeded: “Today we are questioning Frederick Archibald Felix Freeman, before a room of selected Magic Council members, Protectorates and defence employees with an interest in this case. The matter is in relation to the death of Mary Parkes. Frederick Freeman’s Mother…”

      What proceeded was what I would call a typical courtroom questioning, which I will summarise as best I can.

      First Andreas asked him: “Where were you on the 15th May 2006 at 11:36 pm.” To which Felix replied that his statement had not changed. “So you were…” she looked at her papers. “Out for a walk?”

      Eyebrows raised, apparently this was not a good enough answer.

      More questions ensued, reminding me of being back at the police station. After an hour of pretty boring questions about the relationship with his mother, which to me, sounded like a very normal relationship, he said:

      “I am glad you are looking into this, really I am. But it was not me. I don’t know how many times I have to tell you: I did not kill my own mother. She was murdered by someone but I don’t know who. I would love to know who. When you find out, please tell me…”

      

      It wasn’t long before Rothkuss and Felix were engaged in another slagging match. Felix addressed the room, asking: “Am I allowed to access the wizarding world yet? As is my birthright.”

      Rothkuss looked apoplectic with rage, his pinched face almost going in on itself. “It’s no one’s birthright!” he called. “Especially not to a thieving, murdering, lying taker-inner like you!”

      “Temper Rothkuss,” said Arthur slowly.

      Felix gave Rothkuss the middle finger as Andreas proceeded. “Final few questions… who trained you in magic?”

      “This one again? I’ve told you over and over… the monks of Picador, Tibet. Or Alab-mähs in their language. And after that I spent two years and three months at the London University of Magic & the Occult (LUMO) before being expelled.”

      I was learning more about the wizard in the last hour than at any other point.

      

      A few hours passed, with breaks in between, where people drank and spoke in hushed voices, leaving Felix to himself in the middle of the room. He looked mightily put-out by this and was drumming on the floor with his feet.

      “A matter has been brought to our attention…” said Andreas finally addressing the room again. “About this human-creep. There have been three magical murders already. Do you know anything about this?”

      Felix suddenly looked stiff and defensive, clearly not expecting this. “I know as much as you do,” he said vaguely, then without fooling them with how little he knew, proceeded. “He seems to have a vendetta against wizards.”

      “He seems most industrious,” said Arthur. “He has a few officials concerned. They seem to think he is after something that will give him great powers. He wants access to the wizarding world.”

      “Don’t we all,” said Felix with a sly grin.

      Andreas pointed sternly. “If you come across him again, you must report whatever you find to us. We will look upon you favourably in these matters if you do.”

      “What is he after?” said Felix.

      Rothkuss snorted. “You know goddamn well what he’s after!”

      “It has been reported,” said Andreas ignoring Rothkuss. “That he is after a ring. A ring of power, so our Protectorates have said. Word is… this creep is after you. Which means, he thinks you have it. I am not saying you do, but if you do… you have 24 hours to hand it over to us. If you don’t, then I can easily see a conviction for murder being stamped on your mothers file.”

      Arthur raised a hand in objection. “I’d rather think that—”

      Andreas cut across him. “Is that clear?”

      “So that’s why you called me here,” said Felix. “To get me on trumped up charges about my mother and then blackmail me to getting the ring for you. I wonder who’s idea that was?” Felix shot a dirty glare at Rothkuss.

      “That’s all, take him away.” Andreas ordered. Felix was escorted from the room and the mirror went cloudy.

      

      But the wizard didn’t reappear in his room. In fact, he was in far more trouble than I could ever imagine…
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            The Terrible Trouble with the Terrorist Wizard

          

        

      

    

    
      When I would be interrogated by my father for some wrongdoing, whether innocent or guilty, it would take me a few days to lift the sense of injustice. To wallow in the mire of the feeling that the world was against me. But it soon lifted. That, I assumed was what the wizard was up to. Wallowing. Not that I had him down as the type.

      Keeping a keen ear trained upon my bedroom ceiling, I awaited sound of his return. Not least for the fact that I could tell him my newfound knowledge. But, not a sound was made all night.

      Sitting in the kitchen the next morning, I resisted going up to his room again, having checked it several times, including under his bed, in the space behind his bookcase (to which I received lots of happy licks to the face from Harry), and even inside the now reflective mirror.

      I went to the kitchen, made a cup of coffee and put the radio on, as was my Saturday routine. But I couldn’t relax, something felt off. Perhaps the Magical Government people had kept hold of him? Or perhaps Felix had escaped? Maybe they hurt him? There didn't seem to be much love lost between them.

      In the ensuing void I made the mistake of falling back into old ways — checking my iPhone. After what Benjamin told me last night I now felt compelled to look. Of course, this was a mistake. On Instagram, Ginny had posted a photo just yesterday… of her smiling next to a big muscled man. I must have stared at it for ten minutes. Strange feelings curdling in my stomach; anger, jealousy, despair, hopelessness, grief.

      But my day was about to get a whole lot worse… in a matter of minutes.

      Knock, knock. Went the door, rather urgently.

      This shook me from my depressing stare. Getting up to answer I saw the outline of two people through the frosted glass. Salesmen, or religious preachers, was my guess for they looked well dressed.

      “William Norton?” said a butch woman.

      “Yeaahhh.” I nodded.

      She and her colleague held up police identity cards. “We’ve been looking for you.”

      Oh shit. Oh shit. Oh shit.

      “We’d like you to come to the station with us,” she said.

      I did as was asked, no daring escapes on the cards this time. The silent officer next to the butch one was clutching a taser. No thanks.

      

      They drove to Paddington Green Police Station in an unmarked car and met the same Sergeant at the desk as last time, with big black bags under his eyes, who went through the procedural rigmarole.

      “Ahhh Mr Norton,” said a brash northern voice that I knew belonged to Bob. He and Karen came around the corner to greet me, thanking Butch and Silent, the two officers, for bringing me in.

      Karen gave me a cold smile. “We have your client in the other room, or should I say accomplice?”

      “Because you’re not a lawyer at all are you?” said Bob.

      “No, I’m not.” I admitted, I thought that was obvious.

      Following them down to one of the questioning rooms, I saw signs upon some doors that read:

      TERRORISM QUESTIONING SUITE.

      And MAXIMUM SECURITY HOLDING CELL.

      

      Inside the questioning room, Karen and Bob looked extremely pleased with themselves like a married couple that had just won the bingo.

      “We have evidence,” said Bob, “that can place you both at 12 Fieldway Crescent, Islington, at the same time as the murder of Kriston Christopoulos.”

      I took a deep breath. I decided in that moment that honesty was the best policy, which is wrong it turns out, but my brain was so fried, I couldn’t think of a good enough lie. For all intents and purposes I looked banged to rights.

      “What evidence?” I said in a quivering voice that gave me away.

      Karen folded her hands. “The taxi driver that dropped you off outside that house, the neighbour that saw you both enter the house, the little old lady that watched you both run through her garden. Would you like me to continue?”

      “No that’s fine,” I said in a small voice, to which Karen asked me to tell them why I was at Kriston’s house. “He rang Felix on the Saturday morning and arranged to meet in Trafalgar. Kriston offered a large sum of money to Felix to find… an item he had lost. Felix spent the afternoon… looking for where it might be, located it and we took a taxi to Kriston’s house—”

      “Which was after evading police capture,” Bob added.

      I cleared my throat. “Yep after that. We got to his house, went inside and he was lying dead on the living room carpet, it was horrible. He had the hole through his chest, just like the other one in the bank vault.”

      “What did you do next?” said Karen.

      I took a pause too long. “We thought at the time how it could come back on us, being at two crime scenes with identical magical murders, so we searched the house for clues as to who the murderer could have been.”

      “You tampered with a crime scene?” said Bob shaking his head and making a note. “Take anything?”

      I was a rubbish liar, I knew that, but this one had to be good. “No.” Terrible. “Okay fine, yes I did. But I think I worked out who the real murderer is…”

      They urged me on.

      “I found a poker chip for Vitalies Casino for a large amount of money. Someone I know said that this Creep—”

      “Creep?”

      “It’s what Felix calls someone who isn't born into magic, but can do it,” I said quickly. “Anyway, this Creep was spotted in Vitalies Casino having a fight with security and he, single handedly won. Of course he did, because he is a wizard. I saw it with my own eyes, he and Felix fighting using magic…”

      “Are you not sure you just had a bump to the head, or smoked one too many funny spliffs?”

      “Do I look like the sort of person who smokes funny spliffs?”

      Karen hurried me on. “Well, my friend said he recognised this Creep as an ex-public figure, I did too when his hat slipped, but I couldn’t think who… until my friend said: it was Edward Rappaport.”

      There was a short spell of silence, before Bob fell into hysterics, Karen too tittering lightly.

      “Who came up with this story? You or the nut-job?” said Bob crassly. Karen and Bob looked at one another, clearly not believing a word of it. “The charges you could be facing include,” said Bob started to count on his fingers, “false impersonation of an official, evading police capture, accessory to the crime, accessory to double murder… would you like me go on?”

      “But I am telling you the truth.” I said pleadingly.

      

      This carried on for hours, getting steadily more serious as the evidence against us stacked up. On the face of it, this  was an open and shut case. Karen had shown me a picture, which would really piss the wizard off when he saw it, of an envelope containing £2000 in cash—with Felix’s name on it.

      When they asked me to explain that, I told them that was the reward money for finding the man’s item.

      “Do you know why we need to catch your friend so badly?” said Bob. “Because Kriston was an undercover police officer.”

      That hit me like a bombshell, but made little sense, until he expanded.

      “Kriston had infiltrated Johnnie Reed’s crime gang. The main hub of which is run from Vitalies Casino. He was this close to giving us all the evidence necessary to nail them for the Covent Garden Bank job. Then the same day he meets Felix, he winds up dead.”

      My brain hurt. I could see the puzzle pieces, but had not slotted them into place yet.

      “And all his files were missing, which leads to the very startling conclusion that your best buddy Felix, was involved with the bank robbery and with the Jonnie Reed gang. He was down there in that vault with them, he killed that security guard, then magically rubbed away the evidence when he was allowed back to it,” Bob gave Karen a sharp glance. “And then, he found out that Kriston was undercover police, so he went round, killed him and destroyed the files.”

      “And he took you in,” said Karen. “Like I told you he would, like he does to all of us. Using his magic, he made it look like he was with you while he killed Kriston, so he would have a witness.”

      “No, he wouldn’t do that.”

      “Ask yourself,” she said leaning forwards. “Has he ever made something happen that looks real?”

      Nelson’s Column falling down did flash through my mind. Christ.

      “You could help us, he trusts you.”

      

      Just at that moment, in walked, without a knock, an extremely pretty woman.

      “Stop whatever you're doing,” she said marching over to the tape recorder and pressing the stop button. “Karen, Bob, out you go, you know the rules…”

      She oozed authority for someone about my age, causing Karen and Bob to timidly leave the room. Turning to face me, she smiled and held out a hand. “I am Zoey, your lawyer.”

      “Lawyer? I don’t ha—”

      “Felix asked me,” she said anticipating my question, before sitting down opposite me and fishing through her bag. She was stunningly beautiful, I mean she really, really was. If I had to describe my type, she would be it. Not the typical good-looking girl either, the porn-star look was not my cup of tea, she looked, I suppose if you want me to pin it down a bit more for you, like the Hollywood actress Jennifer Lawrence. When her blue eyes fell on me, I felt the weight of her intelligence. Those eyes oddly reminded me of something else, which I couldn’t quite pin down.

      “Have you finished ogling me?” she said strictly.

      Crap. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to… I’m sorry. This has just been a strange day.”

      She chuckled. “I was joking. Felix told me you had no sense of humour.”

      “What? Yes I do!”

      “Well, your humour aside Will, I need to tell you that he’s having one of his downers,” she said.

      “Downers?”

      “He’s upset about what the Magic Council said to him.”

      He was way more sensitive than I thought. Mind you, if someone accused me of killing my mother, I think I’d be upset too.

      “Problem is, he will insist on not taking his medication.”

      Before I could what for, she had flipped her notebook open and began scribbling alongside her existing notes. “I will have you out of here by tonight, as long as you do what I say, the evidence they have on you is circumstantial and won’t hold up in a court of law, no matter what they’ve already told you.”

      I breathed a sigh of relief. I liked people like Zoey, they sorted things out, got things done.

      “Felix is a bit trickier,” she said. “As per usual. They are holding him on terrorism charges.” She brushed her long blonde hair back. A shiver of appreciation shot through me. For once, I wished beyond anything else that I was a tall, dark, handsome man, or impressive in some way. “They are holding him on terrorism charges, it’s the closest thing they’ve got to be able to deal with him, you know, being a wizard.”

      “How long will he be here?”

      She shrugged. “Could be weeks…”

      “WEEKS!?” I said, I think I scared her a little. “He can’t stay in here for weeks.”

      “I know,” she said. “He’s a sitting duck, I don’t know if you know this, but he has a lot of enemies.”

      I could name a few, and I had only known him a week.

      “So what do we do?”

      She smiled in a machiavellian way “He’s given me instructions for you to… help upon your release.”

      She opened her bag and passed me an envelope, inside were two bits of parchment. The first was a scrawled note, he had the handwriting of a toddler. The second was some kind of written instruction manual that he had sketched out. The title read: RAISING A DEMON.

      Christ almighty. What was he to have me do?

      I scanned the enclosed letter:

      Dear my friend,

      I am in deep bother. All my magic is at home. Need you to break me out of here. Instructions attached. I trust you.

      FF.

      “He WANTS ME TO BREAK HIM OU—”

      Zoey put a hand firmly over my mouth. “Quiet dip-shit! The walls have ears.”

      “But, but…”

      She tutted. “He told me you’d be like this,” she shook her head disappointedly. “You’ll be saving me time.” Now she was using her looks, pouting her lips and tilting her head forwards.

      It shouldn’t have worked but it really did. I gave a curt nod, putting the letters beneath my jacket.

      Zoey stood. “He doesn’t have a lot of time Will, if you want to see him alive again, I suggest you do as he says.”

      I sighed, I suppose it was all I could do in return for him getting me out of here. But it was still a big ask.

      She grinned. “It’s only a little bit of magic.”

      “Are you like… a wizarding lawyer?”

      Zoey laughed maniacally. “No, god forbid… I’m his sister.”

      WHAT.
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            My Dodgy Deal with the Demon

          

        

      

    

    
      I walked a free man from the police station. As soon as I was out of sight, I ran. There was no time to waste. Zoey had made it perfectly clear that time was against us.

      Guilt and confusion mired my admiration for Zoey. She had beauty and brains—to me, the perfect woman—before reminding myself of the fact that she was Felix’s sister. Of all the bombshells and revelations over the last week, this one had to be worst, that I fancied the girl version of Felix!

      Pushing it out of my mind, for fear of going insane, I rushed onwards and caught the tube. The letter and instructions from Felix hidden beneath my coat, laden with the implicit knowledge of raising a demon, and with it, bargaining Felix’s freedom.

      

      My phone rang. It was work. Christ, what did they want on a Saturday?

      “Hello?” I said sounding a little rushed as I raced out of Canning Town tube station.

      It was Gemma, my manager. “Hi Will, just checking in and seeing if everything is okay?”

      Pausing for a second to analyse her voice, for she never rang me on a weekend, I knew something was up. “Fine, why?”

      “… Well, we’ve just had the police here, asking questions. Would you mind telling me what’s going on? They said something about a murder investigation?”

      I knew this voice, she was playing it soft and kind while she got the information out of me, but was about to go crazy with rage—something that I would ordinarily be scared shitless of, but right now, had more pressing matters. “Listen, I am really busy right now—” I said.

      “You listen here Will,” she dropped all pretence. “You better start telling me why the police have taken your computer, and have been asking us questions, because it’s not ON!” she screamed. “You can explain yourself in my office Monday morning!”

      “Yeah, that depends,” I said full to the brim of her shit. “I’ve got to go home and raise a demon to break my friend out of prison. So, if I survive that, I’ll maybe see you Monday morning, maybe not. Tatty-bye bitch!”

      I hung up before she could scream back at me. I guess that was my resignation.

      They would have sacked me Monday morning anyway.

      Shit, no job.

      But christ, that felt great.

      Running the rest of the way home, I felt a renewed sense of optimism, or it might have been the adrenaline. I knew that if I didn't manage to break Felix out of the cell, he could very well wind up dead. As soon as the Creep got wind of where Felix was, he would be there like a shot. And Felix had nothing to defend himself with.

      

      I stood in the middle of Felix’s messy room and made a large space, piling his clothes, empty bottles and random stuff out of the way. Placed the scribbled instructions upon the desk, I read through them several times, not wanting to get any part of this wrong.

      The letter also told where to find the necessary things, they included; chalk, box of salt, seven different coloured candles, a vial of Felix’s blood that he had prepared earlier, and the book of incantations.

      My heart was beating faster than a freight train as I made the chalk markings; a large circle covering most of the floor, followed by symbols and squiggles that made no sense to me, scattered inside the circle like a clock face. At times it was like playing twister, having to redo squiggles as I lent over and smudged them, followed by lots of swearing.

      There was a part of me that wanted to just run away and leave all this behind, let the wizard fend for himself, he had managed this long. He had already ruined most of what was left of my life. But, for all his numerous faults and idiosyncrasies, he was my friend.

      Finally, the candles were lit and positioned correctly, the small bowl of blood sat a foot away from the circle of salt in the middle of the marked chalk circle. Taking a deep breath, for it could very well be my last, I began to read aloud the incantations.

      It sounded like made up gibberish, but after perhaps a minute, I could feel it working. Describing that feeling as best I can, I would say, I felt on the periphery of a dream-state with the wherewithal of knowing what I was doing, but that the world around me had changed.

      The candle flames burned red. Symbols upon the floor took on an orange glow and seemingly rose from the floor. I maintained my consciousness in the now, however much it begged to drift away, feeling my heart beating hard, but unconnectedly.

      Inside the salt circle now rose the demon. Silky black like concentrated smoke, it rose from the floor like a snake rising to a snake charmer.

      A spark of terror paralysed me into place as an ice cold chill ran down my spine. The breath caught in my throat so I couldn’t swallow. I wrestled some courage from the darkest depths of my self.

      “Zagakowski,” I called. The demon took a moment to look upon me with its fiery eyes. Then, bowed. “I need you to break Felix Freeman out of his prison cell. For this he offers you his blood.”

      Zagakowski took a long, curious look at me. “Yes master,” said Zagakowski with, if I was not mistaken, contempt, but waited still.

      Remembering, I passed the bowl of blood over the salt threshold. Zagakowski bent down and sucked it up. It was just as disgusting as last time, but with that, he vanished with a loud pop!

      I felt my body fall to the floor with a thud, before retching. The fear and stress thinking the best way to cope was to evacuate the contents of my stomach. I took deep breaths as the dream-like feeling dripped away and consciousness resumed.

      Standing up, I knew I didn’t have long, the final part of the plan was still waiting to be enacted.

      

      Following the instructions on destroying the raising circle, so that the demon couldn’t come back of it’s own accord, I jumped up with chalk covered hands.

      Taking a breath and calming, I wondered about my old life. If some magical being was to offer me this adventure a few weeks ago, I would have refused. But here I was standing over a desecrated raising circle, having just raised a demon to break my wizard friend out of jail.

      The last part of the instructions Felix had written down were easy in comparison (or so I thought); drive straight to Paddington Green Police Station and wait, engine running, on the corner.

      So that is what I did. Trundling through Saturday traffic, I now understood the expression “jelly-legged” for that's exactly how my legs felt. My nerves were shot to bits, my hands shook and a feeling that I could accidentally evacuate my bowels at any moment loomed over me. The latter was made all the more insidious seeing as it had happened to me before, when I was a kid in school. I won’t go into the details now. But ever since, I had been terrified of the incident repeating. And in this terrifying situation, I was most at risk.

      I parked the car where I was told, around the back of the police station. Signs stood reading NO PARKING everywhere. As I was early, I whipped my iPhone out to look busy, tapping on Google, I input: Zoey Dylan.

      Up she popped straight away…

      Zoey Dylan is a member of parliament for the Labour Party of United Kingdom and outspoken backbencher. Credited for her work in bringing peace to a London gang estate, she is nicknamed by some as the ‘Cameron Diaz of Westminster.’

      Christ, she’s an MP as well!

      

      Felix had written in his letter that I was to be ready at 3:33pm (why so specific, I don’t know). But 3:33pm came and went, 5 minutes past and I started to worry.

      3:38pm.

      By 3:45pm, I was full blown panicking. If Felix had said be ready by 3:33pm, then that’s when he should have been here, something must be wrong. Had I performed the ceremony correctly? Perhaps, I had messed up some part of it and the demon hadn’t fulfilled his part of the bargain?

      At peak of panic, there was a knock on my car window.

      “Oi mate?” came a man’s voice, he had authority, but was plain clothed which told me he was, perhaps, an off duty policeman. “You can’t park there. Why have you stopped?”

      SHIT.

      My mind went blank, no credible excuse presented itself. I slowly wound the window down. “Yeah I know, but I’m er… waiting for someone.”

      He gave me a perplexed expression. “This is a private road for police cars only, you’ll get more than a parking ticket for waiting here. I will have to ask you to move on…” he took a step back from the car, and gave me a fixed expression.

      It was time to start getting good at lying. “You don’t understand,” I said in a meaningful voice. “I was invited here. I am secret service. Now do yourself a favour and leave.”

      I saw a moment where he almost believed me. But things took a worse turn…

      He whipped a badge out and flashed it at me. “Can you step out of the car please sir,” he said, I think he actually thought I was a terrorist. “Nice and slowly.”

      Sighing, I clicked open the car door. “I don’t know what you think this is, but you’re making a mistake.” I said.

      “I’ll be the judge of that.” Obviously he had himself down as a ‘have a go hero’. “On your knees,” he said, taking a step towards me. I heard handcuffs being pulled out of a back pocket. I couldn’t let this happen, I had to do something.

      Thankfully, I didn’t need to attack to the poor off duty policeman, because something else happened…

      BOOM!

      A bomb blast exploded terrifically close. My ears popped and all I could hear was a high pitched ringing noise. The blast was strong enough to throw the policeman back and off his feet. Plumes of dust and plaster rained down like confetti around us. I jumped back in the car and turned the headlights on, coughing against the vile acrid dust. The sound of car alarms, panicked screaming and sirens filled the air. It was like a war scene.

      When Felix said in his letter that the demon would break him out, I didn’t think he would be bombing his way out. I assumed it would unlock the cell or something. A second later I saw the billowing coat of Felix running through the dust. By his side a running black shape. Felix jumped into the front seat, bringing a cloud of debris with him. “GO GO GO!” he screamed.

      Zagakowski the demon, was holding onto the door. “My payment?” he said.

      “Piss off Zagakowski!” Felix cried, just as the off duty policeman was rising. “Floor it Norton!”

      With not a second to lose, I put my foot down and sped away.

      Oh my god. Oh my god. Oh my god.

      I was panicking. I was terrified. The streets were cluttered with drivers manically trying to get away and others stopping to see what was happening.

      “Was it really a good idea telling a demon to piss off like that?” I cried. “It did just break you out of jail!”

      Felix rolled his head. “That’s the least of my problems.”

      “You didn’t tell me the demon was going to bomb you out of there?! Christ sake Felix, they’re going to be treating this as terror-related now, and you’ve got me involved. Christ, I’m your getaway driver. And it was terrifying!”

      “Not as terrifying as the alternative,” he grinned, completely oblivious to the chaos he had caused. We passed several police cars, armed response units, ambulances and fire engines going the other way.

      “Not to mention the fact that this will probably make prime time news! And we’re the main suspects!”

      I tried to calm my breathing as we drove sullenly through the traffic, away from the danger. “What now?” I said.

      “I’ll think of something,” he said calmly.

      “This might help,” I passed him Vitalies poker chip that I had found at Kriston’s house. “I put it all together, I know who the Creep is. That’s what I came to tell you the other night when you were taken by the Magic Government.”

      “Council,” he corrected.

      “Yeah, but they—“ I stopped mid-sentence. My heart dropped in my stomach, we had company.

      “Oh-oh,” said Felix spotting it too. Flashing blue lights. Directly behind us. Lots of them.

      “They’ve found us. Can’t you do some magic or something?” I cried desperately. “To hide us or whatever?”

      “It’s all at home!” he said.

      “What about your emergency magic bag in my boot?”

      “Used it all.”

      Great. So the wizard had no magic. We had just bombed a police station. And five police cars were flashing me to pull over. I took a deep breath, I knew what I had to do, and it would take all of my character to pull this off.
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            The Sanctuary’s Sibling Scuffle

          

        

      

    

    
      One often thinks back to school with fond memories. You would be forgiven for thinking upon seeing me now with my limpness, that I was perhaps, bullied in school. But that was not so. I was short and scrawny, but plucky and feisty (I don’t know where it all went). I belonged to a great, adventurous and loyal group of friends. There was Gonzo, Siclops and Rooster. I was called Shrimpy, on account of my being the shortest of the bunch.

      Gonzo was my best friend, we called him Gonzo because he had a big nose that he liked to poke into other peoples business and always seemed to provide good gossip on account of his well connected mother.

      We called Siclops that because he only had one eye, owed to an accident when he was a baby. His real name was Simon, it was a kind of play on word between Simon and the one-eyed monster—Cyclops.

      And Rooster was so called because his last name was Cock, we thought Rooster was far more dignified than the alternatives.

      But to the point of this meander; we had an arch nemesis gang led by Jimmy Jones, a little shit. They were pretty similar to us in academic and sporting aptitude, neither top of the class nor bottom. But for some reason, since we were 14 years old, we had a mutual hatred of each other and at every opportunity we would seek to undermine, mock or belittle one another.

      One day, during one heated feud, Jimmy and his friends managed to rile up the majority of the rugby team into thinking we had said nasty things about them, or some such lie. The rugby team squared up to us on the school field, their natural environment. Our mutual enemies stood nearby, watching and giggling. We tried to reason with them, but fourteen year old boys, are not known for their diplomacy. There was a stand-off between us and them, before they charged at us like stampeding buffalo. My friends ran, but like a deer caught in headlights, I froze.

      For a moment, I thought about my poor mother receiving my mangled body. Were it not for Gonzo, grabbing my collar and yanking me after them, I would have been trampled by the heavy footed rugby team. We ran, the rugby team became riled, running about the school looking for us. We hid in the last place they’d ever think of looking—the sports hall.

      But why am I telling you this?

      Well, experiences when we’re children often come back to us when in similar situations. Like now, it felt eerily similar; being chased by the police for something that we had not done, orchestrated by an arch-enemy.

      And I was all but frozen with fright in my seat.

      I pulled my attention back the situation at hand. Glares and sharp looks flew at us from inside nearby cars, who pulled over, only to see the wizard and I continue. My right foot hovered over the accelerator. The picture in front of me came into sharper focus. Felix kept glancing worriedly at me, holding onto the roof handle for support.

      “You’ve got to do something soon Norton, there’s traffic up ahead.”

      I took a deep breath, one last glance in the rear view mirror at the ten flashing blue police cars, and floored it.

      The car squealed and took off. Up ahead were three lanes of cars, and the lights had turned red. With teeth gritted, I swerved the car onto the pavement. “Hold on!” I cried as we sped over the crossing with cars coming the other way.

      There was a cacophony of beeping horns and car brakes screeching to a halt as I sped across a six lane crossing!

      But… we made it!

      It was the most dangerous thing I had ever done. Quickly glancing in the rear view mirror, the police cars were caught up in the chaos and I sped away, taking the first turning off, turning right, then left, to make sure the evasion was complete. I stopped the car in a dark passage under a bridge, like they do in films.

      “Well,” said Felix. “I did not think you had it in you. But that was inspiring.”

      Resting my head upon the steering wheel, I took great lungfuls of air to calm myself. “I’m a criminal.”

      Felix patted me on the back. “Yes.”

      

      Felix’s usual bubbling energy had subsided, his demeanour sour and quiet. He sat, dull and silent, as grey in personality as the concrete bridge above us. At this point I would usually expect the wizard to come up with something, a plan, a direction, an idea. But he just sat as cars passed us by and a soft shower of rain began to fall.

      “So what now?” I said, unsure if I wanted to hear the answer.

      He made a small noise, sighed and didn’t meet my gaze. “I’m sorry for sucking you into all this Norton.”

      His face sagged under the weight of the challenge ahead, perhaps too, the lack of sleep. I didn’t know what to say or suggest, it flummoxed me seeing him so… well, different. He was, in that moment, like a normal depressed person. Half expecting him to burst into tears at any moment, for which I really didn’t want to be burdened with, I went on. “There’s always something to be done!”

      He shook his head. “The Magic Council wants the ring back in…” he looked at the clock on the dashboard. “4 hours. That’s impossible.”

      The repercussions of not doing as The Magic Council asked of him seemed to be a bad thing, much worse than anything else and the highest of priorities.

      “But you have the ring.”

      He rolled his eyes. “I put Harry in a void. To make sure he couldn’t be taken. It’s complicated magical stuff you won’t understand so there’s no point trying…” he said, as I awaited an explanation for what a void was (but didn’t get one). “The special instrument to unlock a void is extremely expensive, there’s

      no way I can afford it.”

      “Why put the dog in a void if you wouldn’t be able to get it out again?”

      “It’s the only thing that would stop the Creep finding it.”

      In the adrenaline fuelled car chase, I rather spectacularly forgot the one detail that would spring the wizard from his funk. So billed with excitement was I at relaying my information that I rather tripped over my words.

      “Slow down and speak normally,” said Felix eyeing me with curiosity at this uncommon sight.

      “I know who the Creep is!” he turned to face me as I explained in rather unorthodox fashion that the poker chip he was still holding for Vitalies Casino, was found at Kriston’s house. That the Creep had been spotted at the same Casino having a disagreement with management. And, that Kriston was an undercover policeman investigating Jonnie Reed’s gang, whose main hub of operations was run from that casino.

      “You mean to say,” said Felix life drawing back into his face. “That the Creep is Edward Rappaport?!”

      “Yeah, do you know him?”

      “No.”

      I sighed, but buoyed by his resurgence in energy, got my iPhone out and searched his name. Felix snatched it off me and scrolled. “Source?” he said to a puzzled face. “Who was your source?!”

      “Oh, it was an old friend,” I said.

      He screamed at me. “Why didn’t you tell me all this before!”

      “I didn’t have chance! When I’d worked it all out you were being taken by the Magic Government—”

      “Council!” he corrected.

      “Whatever! And then, you were in police custody. So what chance did I possible have?”

      He bit his lip. “You could have told Zoey.”

      “Oh yeah,” I cried. “Thanks for telling me you have a sister!”

      Felix looked around for some imaginary audience as if to prove his incredulity. “Why should I need to tell you that? Anyway, she’s a half-sister. We share a mother.”

      The memories of Karen and Bob’s voices rang about my head for a moment. Bob had smoothly reminded me that my memory of being with Felix at the time of the robbery could have been a carefully staged hallucination—as good and real as that of Nelson’s Column appearing to fall. Unsure where the frustration at the wizard had suddenly arisen, I blurted out: “Did you have anything to do with the robbery in Covent Garden?”

      His eyes swam up to mine. “You wearing a wire?”

      “Don’t be fucking stupid. I just want to know the truth, if you had something to do with it, then it affects me!”

      He sighed softly. “It’s what they do, put doubt in your tiny mind about me! Get it to all make sense that I was there stealing jewels and rubies. That is NOT my style. I don’t steal. Nor am I in cahoots with any gangs. But if you don’t trust me, there isn’t much I can do—”

      “Of course I don’t trust you. I never have!”

      It was true. How could you fully trust someone that could make you see whatever they wanted you to?

      Felix went quiet and turned away to stare from the window. He was silent for a few good minutes. I had pissed him off. But then, he said in a slow measured voice. “I can make this all go away for you, if you like. Make your life go back to normal, make you forget everything that happened. No police coming after you. No demons. No magic. All back to normal.”

      Nothing came out of my open mouth, it hung for a long moment because I couldn’t compute what he was saying. That he could reset everything back to normal exactly  the way it was before.

      My mind flicked between both possibilities as the rain began to fall harder, the rhythmic patter sound relaxing me as I posed my quandary. “You don’t have to answer now,” he added. “Just so you know. I can do that.”

      I wish I had said something, given an answer, but my reluctance to be definitive hung in the air between us as we drove in silence to a nearby pub that Felix knew. He said he needed a drink to help him think a way out of this mess.

      

      When he said he knew a pub, I didn’t realise it was a pub only frequented by wizards. It sat in a place called Borough Market, near London Bridge, on the corner of Park Street facing a huge sign which read: BOROUGH MARKET.

      The three storey building looked like a traditional British pub, with green panelling around the outside and a pretty array of pink and red hanging flowers. Huge gold lettering spiralled up the side of the pub reading: THE SANCTUARY.

      As Felix and I walked closer, I witnessed a young couple try and open the doors to go inside, but fail as it was somehow locked. But when Felix opened the same door a minute later, it opened straight away. Holding it open he ushered me inside. To say I was a little spooked by the apparent wizard-only pub in the middle of central London was an understatement. If this existed, what else did? The interior was not as nice as the exterior, I could safely say, for it looked to be in major need of a clean. The carpet was sticky, the tables had cup marks, and a strange smell like burnt toast hung in the air.

      Felix pushed me towards a booth as he went to order some drinks. “Julie!” he called brashly causing three limp-eyed sour men nearby to look up from their glasses. It wasn’t just the pub that needed a clean, the clientele could too. It was empty, bar the three sour faced men and an older lady propping up the bar in the corner silently swigging a mug of beer.

      It felt really odd.

      I saw Felix take a few shots of something while he thought I wasn’t looking before coming back to the table. “Here’s a beer,” he said handing me a pint of cloudy beer. “And a vodka chaser.”

      When I turned my nose up at it, he took it and knocked it back. He was getting drunk. Brilliant. We had our lives to try and save and the wizard was getting drunk. At least he didn’t have his wand, I bet that would be like giving a mentally unstable drunk a shotgun.

      Finally, he sat still for more than ten seconds and opened his mouth to speak with a firm look on his face of a man that was about to talk serious. But this moment of truth was interrupted in one flash, as Zoey burst into the pub with such force the old lady dropped her mug of beer.

      “You!” Zoey cried, pointing at Felix apoplectic with rage. She charged round the table and slapped Felix so hard across the face, that the noise seemed to echo. “You broke out of the fucking police station!”

      Felix was holding his face which had gone a snow white colour. “C-course I did, you told me to.”

      Zoey opened her mouth, looked around at the inhabitants, seemed appeased and leaned closer. “I did not tell you to. I just enabled you. Anyway, I did NOT think you would cause a nationwide manhunt for a terrorist—I thought you would just… disappear out of your cell.”

      “Yeah well, I might well have done, were it not for that idiot…” Felix said glaring at me. “He told the demon to break me out.”

      “Hang on a minute!” I cried. “I’m not taking the blame for that.”

      Zoey fixed me with a look. “Did you tell the demon to get him out or break him out?”

      I swallowed, how was I suddenly the bad guy in this? “I can’t remember, I just followed the instructions.”

      “Yes, so did the demon,” said Zoey. “Which meant it broke Felix out of the cell instead of getting him out. Anyway that’s not your fault, you should have made it clearer Felix.”

      He rolled his eyes. “It’s all in the wording,” he said.

      “And…” Zoey continued. “Might you also tell me what the fuck you’re both doing here? You have 3 hours to get the ring back to the Magic Council, and you’re drinking?”

      Felix puffed out his cheeks. “I needed to think. Vodka helps.”

      “Bet it does.” Zoey jumped up on the seat next to Felix and fixed him a maternal look. “Why haven’t you been taking your meds?”

      This struck a nerve in Felix and he looked embarrassed to have this aired out in front of me. “Why would you… I can’t believe you.”

      Zoey took one of Felix’s vodkas and downed it.

      “So,” I said. “How did you know we would be here?” My thinking was if she had tracked us down, maybe the authorities could too.

      Wincing from the drink, she said “he always comes here when he’s been bad.”

      “God sake, your just like Mum,” said Felix. And suddenly, as I saw them sitting next to each other, I saw two squabbling teenagers. “You’re just jealous of me because Granddad never taught you any magic.”

      “PISS OFF!” Zoey cried in a voice that implied the complete opposite. “Just hand yourself in to the Magic Council with the void before you go away for the rest of your life. And no, I will not represent you if it goes to court. Now I’ve got to go back to Westminster.” She went to leave, before turning back and whispering. “I miss mother too, but there’s no need to be like this.”

      Felix’s face turned inwards as Zoey left the pub, her presence still lingering long after she’d left.

      “My brain hurts,” he said eventually, head in hands.

      I was half way through my pint, but it was doing nothing to alleviate the worry. “What are we doing here when you only have 3 hours left to get the ring?” I said parroting Zoey.

      “I need to work out what to do. Vodka helps me think.”

      I was about to say that if he thought Vodka helped him think then he was stupid but I changed tack. “It’s inside the dog. Just give the void to them, like Zoey said.”

      “Shush.”

      “Don’t shush me or I will follow Zoey out.”

      “Bet you will,” he said swigging his vodka.

      “What's that supposed to mean?”

      He shook his head softly like a person does before they give you bad news. “You were like a puppy staring at it’s owner. Man up, girls don’t like guys drooling all over them. You’re not looking for a girlfriend, you’re looking for a second mother.”

      His words cut deeper than a six inch knife.

      “Truth hurts,” he muttered. “If I give them the ring, then I have no leverage left to prove my innocence. It may look like I couldn't care less about Karen and their investigation, but I do have to live in this world,” he said anguished. “I don’t fancy being enemy number one, being followed and watched constantly. I like London. I want to stay here, I was born here.”

      “Can’t you just change your appearance?” I said.

      He fixed me with the disappointed look. “Do you know how painful it is to change your DNA?”

      My notion of magic was perhaps beyond naive, equating magic to some kind of cure-all, but the truth was rather more sobering. It had quantifiable limits. Magic in stories was brash and colourful, a spell that would unlock a door for example had little pay back. But Felix was teaching me that for every piece of magic performed, there was a cost. It must be thought and planned meticulously. Not to mention the cost of magical items, which, I later learned, came at a price because they had to be smuggled out of the magical world.

      “I need a plan to prove my innocence to both the Magical Council and Karen,” he started bashing his head with his palm. “There is a plan in here, I just can’t extract it!” He slammed a fist on the table causing the bar lady to tell him to stop.

      It was a quandary, the way I saw it, if he gave the ring to the Creep he would face Magical Prison. If he gave the ring to the Magic Council he would go to our Prison and be at risk from death by the Creep and lose his leverage to catch the Creep and prove his innocence.

      But time was running out.

      Sooner than we thought.

      The pub door opened slowly with a slight squeal, with a wand pointed firmly at us, Alister smiled. “Gotcha!”
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      Felix swore loudly. Alister sauntered into the pub with a satisfied grin on his face. Once assured that Felix was not going to respond with violence, he put his wand away. I felt the pubs clientele tense up. The three men hunched their backs and hid their faces. The old lady with a new mug of beer watched drunkenly on, with a terrified expression.

      The bar woman Julie who was drying glasses with a manky brown cloth that made me rather regret drinking my beer, announced lazily, “there will be no trouble here.”

      “No trouble,” said Alister beaming a wide brilliant smile at Julie who buckled under his charm. “Just a friendly, civil chat.”

      Felix swirled his vodka, the one thing I did admire about Felix is, he was upfront and honest with you. If he was annoyed by your presence, he would let you know. “What do you want?” he spat, before downing his fifth vodka.

      “Getting pissed I see, setting a great impression for your young apprentice.”

      I could tell that even though Alister was tall, handsome and talented, there was a sense of inferiority compared to Felix that seemed to cloud him. It was as if, Felix had some hold over him, some previous battle that he had lost to Felix. And now, he was trying to prove himself with bluster and bravado.

      “How do you feel?” said Alister grabbing my shoulder in a friendly manner. “Now that your master has dragged you into being prime suspect in a double murder investigation, bank break in, and national  terrorism charge?”

      “Innocent!” cried Felix bowing as if he was a magistrate. “Me lud’”

      He was drunk.

      Alister’s expression darkened. “Will you shut up a moment, while I speak with your partner in crime.”

      Felix leaned across the table to me and whispered loudly. “Don’t worry about him,” he said with a sly grin. “He’s got short wand syndrome.”

      With this Felix let out a long, cackling laugh at Alister, that was intended to insult rather than humour.

      “If it has failed to escape that stubborn, messed up mind of yours, I might be able to help you.”

      “Help us!” Felix cried. “The only person you help is yourself. How would it be in your interests to help me? You’ve always wanted to see me behind bars.”

      Alister grinned, I got the impression that he would like nothing better, which made me wonder  more about what previous they had.

      “Look,” I said. “We know who is behind all this. The attacks, the murders, everything.”

      “Oh so you and scooby-doo over there worked it all out did you?” Alister said as Felix hiccuped. “Find the monster with the mask and it turns out it was the janitor and he tells you what a meddling couple of kids you are?”

      He was being silly.

      “No actually,” I said. “There is a man who is quite well known, he is a Creep, as in he came to magic—”

      “—I know what a creep is.”

      “He was the one who broke into the bank and killed the security guard and Kriston. You have to believe me. I wouldn’t lie about this. I saw him, clear as day.”

      Alister’s brow furrowed at me. “That’s your evidence is it?”

      I swallowed, looking to Felix for support on what to say and what not to say. But Felix wasn’t in much of a state to reply, his eyes were rolling slightly from intoxication. Brilliant. That’s all I needed. Should I tell Alister about the ring? About Vitalies Casino? What did he know already?

      Alister broke the silence. “So who is this man that you think is behind all this?”

      “He’s called Edward Rappaport, you will probably know him if you’re into politics.”

      Alister smiled gaily and ran a finger along the table. “Oh,” he slapped his hand to his head. “I should have told you this at the start really but never mind. The truth is,” said Alister. “That I no longer work for Karen and Bob on this matter. I have a new client.”

      “Who?”

      “Edward Rappaport,” he said.

      Felix choked on fresh air. I too, was similarly perplexed.

      “He told me all about you both having some agenda against him, that you attacked him in a cave, that you are trying to frame him for the murders and the break in. And I suppose it was he that blew his way out of a police station?”

      “You conning GIT!” Felix cried.

      Alister looked malevolent for a moment, but he actually thought he was doing the right thing. “He is our best, highest paying client. And he has paid us handsomely to capture you and get you to admit what you did. He is an upstanding member of the community, a former MP who has been through a personal tragedy. And just because he is a Creep, does not mean you can pin all your crimes upon him and get away with it. You have a past of misdoings. He is a good man. He had also proven that the ring of power belongs to him, he has all the right documents. I know you don’t have your wand or any magic, so if you come quietly with me we can get this over with,” Alister said sighing happily with all intents and purposes thinking he had won.

      “Aha!” Felix drunkenly called. “I’ve got it! A plan! I have a plan!”

      “Will,” said Alister. “Can you talk some sense into this nutcase wizard friend of yours.”

      On the word nut-case, Felix flipped.

      “How DARE YOU!” he screamed, slamming his fists on table. With a monumental CRASH, like a crack of lightning, a blast smashed through the pub. I felt the force of it blow my head right back. After the flash of bright white light, I saw Alister who must have flown the length of the pub, getting to his feet and raising his wand.

      “Idiot, you just don’t know when you’re beat.”

      Felix, now standing, was clenching his fist which was crackling with energy like a sparkler. “And you just don’t know when you’re wrong.”

      “You have no choice but to come with me.”

      “So you can get all the glory? No chance. Come on Norton, let’s get out of here.” Felix turned to leave. Just as that ominous and very familiar vision of blue lights flashed through the pub windows.

      “Too late,” said Alister grinning. “Put your hands in the air!” he cried wand aloft.

      Felix grimaced. Slowly, he raised his hands in the air, it looked to be the most painful thing in the world. I did the same. “You see,” said Alister. “Edward wants his ring back yesterday, the difference between you and I Felix, is that I get things done. I’m respected. Whereas you are nothing more than a villain.”

      Alister was stepping closer to us, two sets of black handcuffs forming at the end of his wand. The police were at the pub doors. They rattled but couldn’t open them. “The glory is finally mine,” said Alister. “I’ll be rid of you once and for all.”

      “Knew it. This is all about jealousy and Jessica.”

      Alister stopped dead. “How dare you mention her name.”

      “You’re deadly jealous because I can do magic better than you and because of what happened with sweet, lovely Jessica who—”

      Alister saw red. I don’t know who Jessica is or was, but his anger swarmed the room and he flashed his fist at Felix. Alister’s fist connected with Felix’s mouth. At the exact same time, a bar stool wobbled and flew across the room, smashing into the small of Alister's back.

      “AHH!” he roared.

      “See!” said Felix standing triumphantly holding his chin. “I can do magic without a wand! Which is more than you!”

      Alister’s wand had rolled away along the floor and he stumbled towards it. Felix jumped like a cat after prey, and fell atop Alister. What ensued was a full on bar fight. Fists flew hard and fast. Screams of “Stop it!” were drowned out by the thuds and screams as the two men rolled about the floor knocking lumps out of each other. It all happened so quickly, I didn’t know what to do for the best. All of a sudden Alister took control, his larger frame outmuscling Felix and pulling him by the neck into a headlock. Now he was reaching for his wand.

      “This ends now you worthless thieving murdering cheat!” Alister cried.

      “No!” I screamed, charging across the floor, kicking the wand under the table and punching Alister hard in the face. He buckled backwards in shock, grip loosening. I hopped back as sharp pains shot about my fist. Alister clutched his nose which started bleeding as Felix jumped up and grinned with a big thank you.

      “I’ll get you! Honestly I will!”

      “Save your sad cliches,” said Felix, walking into the bar area. “Julie we will be leaving via the fire exit.”

      I chased after Felix, racing outside, into an alleyway and out of sight.

      

      We jumped in my car, conveniently parked around the block away from the police and sped towards home. Felix closed his eyes as I drove surreptitiously as possible. Maybe he was travel sick, maybe he was thinking.

      The later proved to be the case, a minute later, he raised a fist to the air. “I know what we need to do.”

      “Thank christ for that.”

      Upon arriving home, our dismay only increased. Ms McCall was smoking outside the front door. Upon seeing us, she made half the street aware, screeching that she was not letting either of us inside until she was told what was happening.

      “And another thing…” she screeched as we reached the front door. “On top of all the commotion and damage you’ve caused, you haven’t even paid your rent!” she screeched as nosy neighbours looked on.

      “Please Ms McCall,” said Felix limping slightly, “it’s been a rough day.”

      “Rough day huh? I’ve had police coming and going, taking you both away, crawling all over my house! I want my rent, then I want you gone. Both of you.” She grimaced, taking a long puff.

      We both tried to reason with her, but for Felix this was a side issue, he would deal with her later. For now, he had to get inside.

      “Where you going? Into my house?” she said blocking our entry.

      This just got worse and worse.

      Felix sighed. “We were working for the police helping them with an investigation.”

      “Rubbish!” she screeched. “Why they asking me about ya’ mother?”

      “What?” she Felix taken aback.

      Ms McCall turned nasty. “What dya’ do to her? Kill her did ya?” she smiled a wide toothy grin.

      I half expected to see her go flying through the house and out the opposite window. But this time, Felix was either too weary, or knew that it was in his interest to keep his landlady happy. He smiled. “That’s what I was helping them with, trying to track down her murderer. It’s a very stressful time for me.”

      He played it well, his acting skills impressive. In that one sentence, he made the maternal instinct in Ms McCall rise to the surface. She softened and let him pass. “But I want that rent by tonight.”

      Going up to Felix’s room on the imaginary third floor, he charged around looking for things.

      “So what’s the plan?”

      He stopped pacing, picked his lip, thought for a moment and then clicked his finger. “Get showered, shave, and put on your best suit. We’re going to the Casino.”

      “Do you reckon they do food?” I muttered as my stomach rumbled.

      “Fucking hope so.”

      

      Felix took a look at Harry before we left, he looked fine. “He still hasn’t shit the ring out. I’ve been checking.”

      “Hmm,” I mumbled.

      “Someone’s gotta do it.”

      We looked dapper in our suits. Felix had gone for an all black tuxedo, which was rather smarter than I, wearing my best navy suit with maroon tie.

      “Plan?” I repeated as Felix took a swig from a nearby bottle and winced.

      Felix’s room was a complete mess, owing to the fact that I was the last user of the room, having piled all his stuff on the surrounding surfaces. Now, trying to find his magic, he pushed all the non essential things, like clothes, to the floor. Eventually, he found his wand, with a great hooray! hoisted it to the air, as great orange sparks whizzed out the ends (what did I say earlier about magic not being all colours and bangs?) Then, he kissed the wand and placed it carefully in his inside pocket.

      “This is all I’ll take. It’s all I’ll need, all being well,” he said.

      “PLAN?” I said again.

      He smiled like a salesman. “Trust me.”

      “Didn't we do this trust conversation earlier?”

      “Look Norton, not everything has to be about some grand plan. You think I can just come up with something that solves this whole mess in 10 minutes? Sometimes you’ve just gotta get out there and try something. Half the time, I don’t even have a plan, but it seems to work. I use my second brain… you know where that is?” He tapped his stomach. “The gut. And my gut, right now, is telling me that this Casino is where we need to be. You with me?”

      I took a moment, just to be dramatic. What other choice did we have? It was the last lead left to follow. “Come on then wizard, let’s do this.”
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      It was dark by the time we left the house. Travelling on the tube in our smartest outfits, I felt a few eyes turned towards us, this didn’t bother Felix in the slightest as he sat uncomfortably in his best tuxedo. However, I was rather more self-conscious., not just that, I was also paranoid that any of these people could be undercover police, or undercover wizards.

      The bombshell that Alister was now working for the very Creep that had got us into this mess was disheartening. I thought Alister was a good guy, he struck me as having a high sense of morals, or perhaps he was just mistaken. Taken in by an excellent orator, spun a story so convincing he took the bait. Or it could have just been the obscene amount of money he must have been offered, combined with the tantalising prospect of getting to lock up someone he clearly regarded as a nemesis.

      Felix was undoubtedly thinking on this matter too, for his eyes didn’t move and struck with their usual glazed expression, although with an added mixture of defiance. Getting onto the tube he rather limped, clutching one of his ribs. I told him he needed to get it seen to, but he ignored me. It was likely one or more of them were broken, Alister was a big man and his fists had flown with fury.

      I wanted to ask who this Jessica was, the way Alister got so riled up about her made me imagine that Felix had perhaps come between him and this Jessica girl — that would explain the I sensed from Alister towards Felix. Every time I went to ask, the wizard shushed me, rude.

      “Karen and Bob are right,” said Felix as we stood in the centre of Leicester Square, “they do use the casino as front for their criminal empire. I have my ears to the ground on all this type of stuff, for my job—” he added at my bemused face as he mentioned his apparent job, which I now knew was working mostly for criminals. “They launder money through it. It’s just one of those secrets that everyone knows.”

      “I didn’t know,” I muttered after the wizard who had already started marching towards it. Leicester Square was lit by lights, bright and consuming. Vitalies Casino was a large, ugly and crass building dominating an entire corner of Leicester Square. Large neon glowing signs flashing with arrows pointing to the entrance and the promise of free drinks. It was the sort of place I would try and avoid at all costs in my normal life.

      As we approached the entrance, a sense of foreboding filling every crevice of my being, a white limousine pulled up right outside. Out stepped the most stunningly beautiful woman. Now, I am no pervert. I would even class myself a feminist, but I couldn’t help but stare at this woman’s wondrousness.

      “Put your tongue away Norton,” said Felix, his gaze still on the woman too.

      “You first.”

      She had long blonde hair and long legs tucked inside a black and white sequined dress -- and the face of an angel. In that moment, she reminded me of Cameron Diaz in the film The Mask. You know what I’m talking about, right? It was just like that.

      I felt the bottom of my mouth all but extend to the floor as she strutted past us, two security guards following close behind, as she entered the casino.

      Felix and I looked at each other, like only two men can upon seeing a beautiful lady, and smiled, before entering. Suddenly, it was not so much of a chore.

      However, we had some trouble getting in. The guards were checking ID, that was fine, but then we were pushed aside to the corner of the lobby by a big burly gentleman with a ponytail.

      “We ain’t seen you two ‘ere before, you new?” he said.

      Felix was far more comfortable speaking to people than I, and especially more comfortable speaking to men the size of pickup trucks. “We have this,” said Felix holding up the £5k poker chip with VIP written on it.

      At this, the guard nodded once, appeased before letting us past. Phew. I didn’t fancy being chucked out by him.

      

      The inside was large, plush and dimly lit. Through the lobby led to the tables, in the corner a large stage area dressed with long red velvet curtains. There were CCTV cameras everywhere, no windows, no clocks, but lots of waiters with trays of drinks.

      Felix reached up as one waitress passed and took two tumblers of whisky and passed me one. “What you doing?” I whispered. “You can’t just take the drinks, you have to order them!”

      “They’re free ain’t they?”

      “It doesn’t work like that,” I said already exasperated with his childishness. “We don’t want to draw attention to ourselves.”

      But he was already off. I like how he had commandeered the poker chip for himself. I was even more upset when he promptly walked to the nearest chip booth and exchanged  it for a big pile of £100 chips, passing me a bundle which I had to hold in my cupped hands. That was a £5k chip, I imagined all the things I could have done with £5,000, it ran through my mind making me even more upset. I pocketed as many of the chips as possible, until I had a small handful to play with. The rest were mine. That would pay back all the money he owed me.

      It’s safe to say Felix was a terrible gambler, he was all risk. I wondered if he was doing it on purpose or not, throwing his chips liberally about the games tables like a cowboy. Blackjack, he lost £700 asking to twist when he had two kings. I mean what the hell?

      But I didn’t even have time to ask him what he was playing at because a second later, he would zoom off to another table and blow £500 on something else. I tried to keep up with him, but after twenty minutes, he was all out of chips and asking me for some. I lied and told him I’d blow all mine too.

      After that extravagant display which made me feel rather sick and hoping it was part of some plan. We took seats in a booth facing the stage, for entertainment was about to start.

      Felix tutted and hissed as a magician came out and displayed his tricks. He could not hide his dismay and rage as this, what he considered, travesty. For most of it, he couldn’t even look, staring into his whisky with disdain as a round of applause echoed around the casino.

      “That was shit,” he said loudly. “You know what that was? Nothing more than a dramatic representative example of real magic. Like a Punch and Judy is a representative example of domestic home life.”

      Just a few booths away, I spotted the ridiculously pretty blonde lady. I tapped Felix and pointed towards her. As we both looked, I noticed she was sitting with around a dozen men; tough, suited and dangerous looking men.

      “Gangsters,” said Felix at my worried expression.

      Shortly after the magician had finished and a singer graced the stage, the blonde lady got up from the booth of gangsters and circled the room. She stopped and flirted with the men in the booths. The gangsters watched her admiringly.

      “She’s not a…” I started afraid of the answer. “Prostitute is she?”

      Felix shot me a dirty look. “Take your mind out the gutter Norton. No, she’s the casino’s asset. Men come here just for her, in the hope that she will speak to them. Thus, the men come in and spend lots of money. She’s the draw. The bait.”

      It was true, she was circling the room, and saying hello to all of the men and seemed to be on first name terms with most of them. Big grins plastered the men's faces as they got to speak to the pretty lady.

      And it wouldn’t be long before we got to speak to her too…

      

      Felix nervously watched the show, I thought he would give us away, he was tapping his leg, sipping his whisky and looking around the casino hoping something would spring up to give him the clues he needed to solve this thing.

      The blonde lady clocked us and came over. My heart started fluttering upon sight of her.

      “Hey,” she said seductively in an American accent. “Would you two gentlemen mind if I sat with you?”

      “S-sure,” said Felix stuttering. I am glad he spoke because my voice was trapped. She parked herself between Felix and I and said her name was Sharon. A flowery perfume drifted under my nose.

      When I was a teenager I fancied one girl all the way through school. Right from when I was eleven and I first sat next to her in Math. She was called Sarah. I fancied her so much I used to dream about her most nights (and no, not in that way). Well, I never did anything about it, even though everyone knew. But one gloriously sunny day, she came to sit next to me on the school field. Completely randomly. I remember the feeling as my stomach fluttered with butterflies.

      That same feeling hit me now. Like a teenage crush, she compelled me.

      “So gentlemen, what’s your story? Why you here tonight?”

      Felix grinned, he was alpha-male through and through. “We’re just here for a good time.”

      “Is that right?” she said running her tongue along her top lip.

      She asked me what I did, I said I was in sales, putting the emphasis on was.

      “So this is your first time here then?” she said.

      “Yeah,” said Felix leaning closer to her. “But I tell you what I’d love…” suddenly she seemed to lose some of her control as Felix gazed into her eyes. But only a fraction. “I would love to find out about my friend.”

      “Friend?”

      Felix knew he was running out of time, so threw caution to the wind. “Yeah, his name is Kriston. Do you know him?”

      Sharon lost her composure, giving away that in fact yes she did know him. She took a breath and whispered. “Undercover police really are not welcome here, you have no idea what they will do to you if they find out,” she said nodding at the booth of gangsters.

      “We’re not police,” I said softly.

      “Oh come on,” she grinned. “I can spot you a mile away, you come in gamble all your money, think you look like good customers and then hope the casino will look favourably upon you and answer your questions.”

      “No seriously,” I said, “Felix is just shit at gambling! I’ve still got most of my chips left look…” I opened my pockets and showed her.

      “You lying sod,” Felix cried. “I was on a roll and you said—”

      Sharon held up a hand, seductiveness ceased. “So why are you here then?”

      Felix pulled his best wizarding expression. “I am a real wizard. I am trying to find out anything I can about Kriston who I knew to have some connection with this casino. And if you know whether he worked here or not.”

      “I’ve never heard of him,” Sharon said.

      “That’s strange,” said Felix rubbing his chin. “Usually when I tell people I am a real wizard, they laugh. Unless you already have a knowledge of who I am, or wizards?”

      “I knew there was something odd about you,” she said. “Soon as I saw you outside. You’re different. You’re like him.”

      “Him?” Felix repeated.

      “Why have you come here?” she said, a modicum of concern in her voice. “You are in so much danger if they find out who you are. Jonnie knows who you are, you’re the other wizard that has the ring. You stole it from the freak. You’re crazy coming here! I would leave now, if you value your life.”

      I went to stand, but Felix waved a hand at me to sit.

      “I know about you too,” he said taking her hand and holding it softly. “You are scared to leave because they will kill you, for you know too much. I can protect you.”

      Her eyes gazed into Felix’s, it was almost uncomfortable. It was as if she was searching his eyes for the truth, to see if he really meant it. She looked like she had experienced years of being lied to, and could spot one a mile away.

      The next moment my heart sunk, for it seemed Sharon was right. They knew who we were. We had been rumbled.

      “Sharon!” screamed one of the gangsters, standing from his booth with a face of fury. “Get over here now.”
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      Sharon stood up quickly, she knew that command and did not want to oppose it. So with a rather meek smile, she sidled slowly back to the table of gangsters. Rejoining them, the big brute sat close as the lights in the room dipped and a comedian graced the stage.

      Felix started tapping his leg again out of impatient nervousness. I checked my watch. we had just under an hour to get the ring before the Magic Council would be putting out a warrant for Felix’s arrest.

      He kept glancing back at Sharon, who sat rather squished in between the thick-set men.

      “She knows,” said Felix picking his lip. “We need to find a way of getting her alone.”

      “Don’t think those men like her spending much time at each table,” I said.

      Felix grimaced. “They’ve got her on a tight leash, but she’s the one we’ll get the information out of. I can feel it.”

      The comedian was causing raucous laughter to echo around the casino,. I wasn’t listening. The whole situation had made me withdraw firmly into my shell. But I could feel something in the air. The same metallic smell I had experienced twice already was ever so faintly recognisable. I looked to the wizard, his eyes glazed over, deep in thought, then as was in his reckless nature, he acted. Smoothly withdrawing his wand from beneath his jacket pocket, he pointed ever so slyly at Sharon’s back. Whatever he did, it worked, for she turned around.

      “Come back over,” Felix mouthed.

      Sharon shook her head. “I can’t,” she mouthed before turning back.

      “Okay,” said Felix with a look that I didn’t much like, for it forbode trouble. “Time for plan B.”

      “Plan B? There is a plan now? Well that’s good to know.”

      “When the time is right, grab Sharon and take her to… that booth over there, in the corner,” Felix said.

      Quick as a flash and without even a chance for me to ask why, he was up. Time was of the essence I suppose.

      Rubbing his face hard like he was scrubbing it of dirt, he now had the face and hair of a balding middle aged man with a pot belly. Felix grabbed a drink, walked drunkenly around the side of the gangster booth, before pretending to trip, chucking the red wine all over them!

      My heart stopped. He was going to get his head smashed in! There was a growl, as three of the gangsters in their expensive suits surveyed the damage.

      “Whoops a daisy! Sorry gents!” said Felix giggling.

      It had the desired effect, the three wine soaked gagsters stood first. “What you playing at?” one of them cried.

      Felix shrugged, nearby tables looking worried that this would end in violence. “So sorry,” said Felix. “Looks like I missed some of you…” he promptly grabbed another large glass of red wine from the nearest table and threw the lot over the remaining men!

      The wizard was an absolute madman. Even the comedian had stopped speaking as he saw what was going down. But Felix had another problem, his face was flickering, obviously the pain was too great in holding up this image of a middle-aged man. But he got his desired effect, all twelve gangsters stood, roaring like lions at this most brazen of attacks. Felix laughed in their face, then ran, at which they all gave chase. I didn’t see where he went, but didn’t have time to, as the crowd was distracted by this ridiculous display. I jumped across to Sharon, who was now alone.

      “Come with me,” I said. It took a few moments of persuasion, before she relented and joined me in the private booth Felix had chosen in the corner of the room. It was private and well out of the way of the main stage. The comedian had cautiously continued, and the crowd simmered. I kept an eye out for Felix, but couldn’t see or hear a thing.

      “Nice one Norton,” said a voice right behind me giving me a fright! It was Felix, standing slightly out of breath, but now taking up a seat next to Sharon.

      “Wait,” said Sharon. “Was that you who spilt the wine over Johnnie's boys?”

      Felix grinned. “Yes it was. But shhh, down to more pressing matters, we don’t have long.”

      “Where did you lose them?” I said.

      Felix sighed. “I made an apparition of myself and they’re chasing it round Leicester Square right now.”

      Sharon was about to ask what an apparition was, but Felix had already stopped her, reaching up and pulling a small drape over the booth entrance. “Well this is seedy,” I said.

      Sharon nodded. “It used to be strip club.”

      “Clearly,” said Felix. “Norton, three drinks please, anything.”

      I cleared my throat, a jolt of annoyance at being treated like a tea boy. But as this was a pressing matter, did as he asked, leaving the booth, finding a nearby waitress and, against my better judgement, grabbing three drinks off it.

      My lack of thieving finesse compared to the wizard was clear, the waitress turned and glared at me. I stood awkwardly. “Sorry,” I said about to put them back. Before the wizard reached out and grabbed me by the trouser pockets and yanked. He was lucky they didn’t rip! I flew back to the table, he caught the drinks and placed them down. After a few minutes, I realised why he wanted them.

      As we sat in relative privacy, he leaned in towards Sharon who held the steely gaze of a person not wanting to give anything away. He began to rub the top of his glass in a slow rhythmic fashion, if I had to hazard a guess I would say he was doing something hypnotic. For in the intervening moments of silence, Sharon’s tongue loosened.

      “…we are at war,” she said finally, seemingly unable not to speak.

      “Who with?” said Felix.

      “The freak. The one like you.”

      Felix rolled his eyes at this thin insult. I won’t downplay this, whatever Felix was doing it looked to be working, however Sharon’s right eye was twitching ever so slightly and she gave odd jerks of the head. But there was something else I noticed in her eyes, when she looked at Felix, it was as if she had found her saviour, her knight in shining armour. Perhaps that was also part of the spell Felix seemed to be weaving.

      “Jonnie Reed my fiancee, is the leader of this criminal empire,” she said, words gushing out like water from a broken pipe. “He and this weirdo freak wizard are at war because…”

      “Because?” said Felix.

      “The freak...  he can do things, like magic. Real magic. He walked in here bold as brass one night, he was scary. I got this cold, bad vibe from him. He had a meeting with Jonnie. He was so angry, you could feel his anger.”

      “I know,” said Felix in a soothing motion, rubbing her shoulder. Tears had formed in her beautiful eyes and threatened to fall.

      She continued in a shaky voice. “I told them not to rob Icarus Garden Bank! Honestly I did. But he was hell-bent on doing it. He wouldn’t take notice of me anyway, I am just his trophy wench. Amongst the cash and jewellery was a ring…”

      Felix sighed. “And unbeknown to you, this freak broke in the very same night looking for that ring?”

      “How do you know that?” She said, eyes swimming up to Felix.

      “Kriston worked for you didn’t he?”

      Sharon nodded. “Yeah he worked for us. Or so we thought. No one knew that he was actually an undercover cop, we only found that out when he was found murdered.”

      “Was Kriston involved in the bank robbery?”

      “No. He stayed in the office with the boss and me. When the guys brought the loot up to Jonnie’s office, I nearly fainted, I mean I had never seen so much gold or so many diamonds.”

      She pulled out a tissue and dabbed at her eyes. “Kriston was there to help catalogue the loot. He must have stolen the ring for himself. Which wasn’t like him, he was nice.”

      “Rings like that one are rings of power,” said Felix. “They command to be held, he would have picked it up and felt an uncontrollable need to keep it for himself. It’s not his fault.”

      Just at that moment we heard before we saw them, the gangsters were back. They looked annoyed, confused and out of breath.

      “We don’t have long,” I said.

      Felix leaned closer still to Sharon. “What happened with this freak, he came here didn’t he?”

      Sharon nodded. “The next day. The freak turned up, demanded a private meeting with Jonnie. How he knew it was him that organised the robbery I just don’t know. Jonnie’s so careful. If Giancarlo finds out that it leaked, Jonnie is a dead man.”

      “Giancarlo?” said Felix.

      “Giancarlo Vitalie, the owner of this casino, Jonnie’s boss. He’s Italian Mafia.” Felix puffed his cheeks out in surprise. “The bank job was already compromised, because they hot sdead a security guard, and to think he promised me no violence!” she said sobbing into her tissue. “I didn't want any of this.”

      Felix rubbed the top of the glass again, with a cursory glance at the gangsters who were now peering about the Casino. “What happened in the meeting with the freak and Jonnie?”

      “He said that he wanted the ring back and searched through the loot, but when he couldn’t find it he got angry, thought Jonnie was trying to dupe him. They put 2 and 2 together and realised that Kriston was the only one who hadn’t turned up. Things got messy, Jonnie was pissed that the freak was talking to him like he owned him, they thought he was just a nut, but the freak knew it was Jonnie that broke in, so they had to tread lightly, he could snitch on them. One of the boys tried to shoot the freak and…”

      “Go on…”

      “He stopped it. With magic. The bullet went through the window. Then he killed three of Jonnie’s boys. Said it was a message, that he wanted the address of Kriston and that Jonnie must work to find the ring or we would all die. Jonnie was freaked-out, we all were, we had never seen real magic like that. I mean he made a ball of fire blow a hole right through Johnnie's boys chests! And I can’t get that image out my head!” she sobbed.

      “I know, I know,” said Felix comfortingly.

      All of a sudden, I felt a large, strong pair of hands land on my shoulders. Twelve gangsters had descended upon us. I just had time to see their brutish faces as a fist the size of a dinner plate connected hard and fast with my nose.

      Three more thuds and a ‘argggh’ sound from Felix, told me he had received the same treatment. In one sharp movement we were both picked up, hoisted over a shoulder and carried away. I couldn’t see the reaction of the casino clientele for my face hurt so much my eyes wouldn’t open. All I could hear was scuffling, and Sharon apologising as she was dragged along behind us.

      This was bad. Terribly, terribly bad.
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            “Bring Me Felix Freeman”

          

        

      

    

    
      We were handled forcibly and without due care, my head was already smarting from the punch, whacked into the wall as we were carried upstairs. The man carrying me didn’t seem to notice.

      Soon enough, we were carried into a quiet upstairs room, far away from the noise and bustle below. I heard Felix land with a thud in front of me, before I too was dropped unceremoniously.

      As my eyes came to view the world in its originally intended orientation, I saw myself sitting in a plush office with wood panelled walls, bookshelves stacked high with leather backed books that looked untouched. It wouldn’t be a true gangster’s office without some kind of weapon too, would it? Three samurai swords took pride of place behind a huge wooden desk. It was exactly how I would imagined a gangster’s office.

      “Gentlemen,” said a man’s voice. “You have caused me quite a bit of bother.” He spoke with a deep cockney accent.

      Looking up, I saw him step around the side of his enormous desk. He wasn’t particularly tall, but held himself with authority. A tight fitting white shirt also told me he worked out a lot, but that was the extent of my deductions. He had his hair pulled back behind his head, which he now pulled a comb through like this was 1960’s America.

      Felix sat panting on the floor, why wasn’t he getting his wand out and doing something? Then it struck me, as I sat watching him do nothing I realised he must have planned for this. He wanted to come up here, so he was just making it look like it was their decision.

      Sharon burst into the room behind us. “I’m sorry Jonnie!” she cried. “I didn’t know, honestly I—”

      “I’ll deal with you later! GO!” cried Johnnie. So that’s who he was, Jonnie Reed, the infamous London gangster. Not a nice man, not at all. And now here I was, sitting bleeding on his lovely soft cream carpet.

      He gave some kind of a signal to the brutes behind us. A second later and all I could feel was fists.

      “AHH!” Felix and I screamed as the men descended on us. I felt three hard punches to the face, five to the stomach which made me retch and a hard kick to the back.

      After a few seconds of agony, I lay motionless in the foetal position and as useless as a newborn. Wave upon wave of pain reverberated around my body. I couldn’t catch my breath either, having had it punched out of me.

      The next moment, I felt myself being hoisted up by my hair til I was standing next to Felix, whose bloody nose dripped in a line down his face and neck.

      Why wasn’t he getting his wand out?

      “I am Jonnie Reed,” said the man sitting on the end of his desk. “And I run this manor. So I don’t like little small timers like yourselves, coming in and messing things up.” He ran his palm under his stubbly chin. “We heard you talking to Sharon.”

      “How?” said Felix, breath constricted.

      “Microphones under all the tables,” Jonnie grinned. “Never know when you might be able to use something someone lets slip. This city breathes corruption, information is currency.”

      Jonnie poured himself a glass of whisky and drank. All I could think was that I wanted to go home and curl up into a ball, to rid myself of this terrible pain—and if we said the wrong things (which was likely, as I was  in the company of the bipolar wizard), then we could face more damage.

      “I got this nice little present today,” said Jonnie reaching over his desk and holding up a large cardboard box. “Know what’s inside it?”

      Felix and I shook our heads, it hurt.

      “It’s a severed head of one my boys,” said Jonnie who was not joking, for the next second, he pulled it up by the hair. I felt like vomiting, as if my stomach didn’t hurt enough already. It’s something seeing a decapitated head in films, but in real-life it does things to you, I forced myself to just pretend it wasn’t real.

      “What are those markings?” said Felix pointing towards what looked like black tattoos all over the face.

      “I don’t know, but I imagine it’s something to do with the fucking freak who said he’s gonna kill one of my boys a week until I get his fucking ring back!” Jonnie screamed into the ceiling, before punching the desk. “He told me that we would pay for robbing that bank. Doesn’t he think I’ve paid enough?”

      Jonnie looked unhinged. I mean to be a gangster you’ve got to have a few screws loose anyway, but right now he looked on the border of insanity.

      “Could have just given him the ring that would have solved this whole mess. What’s one poxy ring anyway? But no… fucking Kriston, the snake! He did me, he fucked me! If he weren’t dead already, I’d skin him alive.”

      “Lovely image,” Felix muttered.

      “But no,” Jonnie continued. “It vanished didn’t it? And now, the freak won’t stop until we are all wiped out.”

      “Why you telling us all this?” said Felix.

      “WHY?” Johnnie cried.

      Felix sighed. “You’re scared of him. This man—”

      “Scared of him? No. We’re pissed. Because it ain’t fair son. At least with gang warfare it’s a level playing field. He made three of my men drop dead in this room. Blew a hole straight through them. How are we supposed to compete against that kind of madness! And he deflected a fucking bullet shot from five yards away, out the fucking window!”

      His hands were shaking, but he managed to take a big sip of whisky.

      “You’re here, because you… tossers! went and stole the ring from him didn’t you?! It could have all been over by now. But no, he thought I had something to do with telling you who had it, no one else knew, he said. Well now it’s your turn to make amends.”

      “Make amends?” Felix said incredulous, he just did not sense danger at all. “You’re the idiots that robbed that bank and took the Creep’s ring! If you hadn’t been greedy, none of this would have ever happened.”

      Jonnie waved a hand dismissively. “We’ve been trying to find you for ages. But you were harder to find than we expected.”

      “I know a few tricks,” Felix grinned.

      “This freak—”

      “Lets just call him by his real name, Edward Rappaport.”

      Jonnie sniffed. “Is that who he is? Don’t I know that name?”

      “He was an ex-politician,” I offered.

      Jonnie wrinkled his nose. “Don’t like politicians, only like em’ if I can get dirt on them. Other than that, don’t take much notice.”

      “They’re right,” said a deep voice behind us. One of the bald headed gangsters. “Now I remember. He wanted to run for Prime Minister, but he had a personal tragedy.”

      “Correct,” said Felix. “Well done…”

      “Taylor, Sir.”

      “Well done Taylor.”

      Taylor beamed at Felix’s praise, before Jonnie waved his arms around until he had full attention. “Yes, yes if you’ve all quite finished! This Edward told us that you have the ring, and unless we get it off you then we will all die, including our fucking families.”

      Felix bit his lip in thought.

      “We just wanna’ be left alone,” said Taylor. “No more magic, no more freaks, no more rings.”

      “Exactly. We need you to give the freak back his ring. In exchange I’ll give ya’ whatever ya both want.”

      Felix caught my eye, and looked solemn, he was about to deliver bad news. But didn’t know how best to relay it. I don’t know why he looked at me, I wasn’t well versed in giving bad news to gagsters.

      Felix rolled his head. “I can’t.”

      Jonnie was just about to explode into why the fuck nots!?! Before Felix continued. “I can’t help you by giving the ring to Edward, for many reasons…”

      “You looking for a slap?” Jonnie said.

      “Listen to me,” Felix said. “I can’t give the ring to Edward, but I can help you… for a price.”

      Now it made sense, why Felix took a beating to come here — he was touting for business! I would rightfully stake a claim to at least 50% of whatever they gave him after the beating I had just endured, I hadn’t been beaten up that badly since… well, ever.

      “You want me to pay you to protect us?” said Jonnie to a small round of titters.

      “Yeah,” said Felix slightly confused by the bemusement. “You know I am a wizard too right?”

      Taylor, the big ugly bald gangster was thinking, I could almost see the cogs turning in his brain. “So, you could protect us from this man? How?”

      “Think about it…” said Felix with more confidence than he really should have in a situation like this. “Let's say you do get the ring from me, unlikely, but let’s just say. You give Edward the ring and what happens next? He says oh thanks for that guys, have a good life.”

      Their brains were whirring. “He’s a Creep, he’s driven by revenge and black magic. He doesn’t have time for petty deals and squabbles and possible grasses. He will just get rid of you all, make it look like a… gang war. Soon as you hand over that ring, you will all be dead. Guaranteed.”

      Jonnie rubbed his eyes, deep in thought, Felix’s words seemingly making sense to him. “And you can do what exactly to help us?”

      Felix tapped his wand on his leg. “I can stop him. In fact, I am your last hope.”

      There was a long pause, and for a moment I thought Felix had done it—convinced the gang to pay him to protect them.

      But a second later we were disturbed with news that would change all of that.

      The doors burst open, it was the casino manager, a young Spanish fellow, face plastered with terror.

      “What is it?” Jonnie cried, annoyed at being disturbed.

      “Sir, it’s…” he paused for breath. “It’s coming inside—”

      Jonnie cried. “What is? What is?”

      “The paint.”

      We all looked at the man with bemusement, for the life of me I didn’t have a clue what he was talking about, but whatever it was seemed to be terrifying the man to the core.

      “Paint? What paint? Explain man!” Jonnie screamed.

      The casino manager trembled a bit more. “Outside sir, there is paint that just appeared on all the buildings, and then a few moments ago it started to seep into the casino, it’s everywhere… we can’t stop it… it’s as if it’s… magic.”

      Jonnie ran to the nearby window and looked out. “It’s him. He knows you’re here!”

      “Christ,” said Felix running up to the window.

      The entirety of Leicester Square was painted thick with glowing neon paint, it was on the buildings, the floor, the trees, it was everywhere. It was as if an army of a thousand graffiti artists had swarmed in and done it. But that wasn’t the scary part. The scary part was what was painted:

      BRING ME FELIX FREEMAN

      Repeated itself all the way around the square. And it had gathered attention. Everyone in the Square was looking around for the apparent invisible culprits. But they wouldn’t find any. This was done by magic.

      A huge arrow suddenly appeared under the words BRING ME FELIX FREEMAN.

      “He wants you to go to him,” I said.

      Felix sighed. “I don’t like this, it’s all on his terms.”

      Jonnie squealed like a girl. More words appeared.

      OR THERE WILL BE HELL TO PAY.

      “That’s what he used to say to me,” said Jonnie who looked to be on the border of tears.

      Felix bit his thumb, deep in thought, before looking at me. I wish he didn't, it made me nervous. I didn’t know what to do. But whatever was happening, it didn’t feel good. Not one bit.

      “Can’t you just kill him with magic?” said Jonnie, suddenly taking on the appearance of a toddler.

      Felix tutted. “Your knowledge of magic is about as feeble as Nortons.”

      “Cheers,” I muttered.

      “Edward is a skilled black magic practitioner, his magic trumps mine any day. I don’t practice black magic.”

      Jonnie grimaced. “So you’re saying he’s more powerful than you?”

      “Sort of,” Felix admitted in a small voice.

      “Then why the fuck are you trying to get me to pay you for protection?!”

      “Maybe,” Felix said coming nose to nose with Jonnie, “because some magic is better than no magic!”

      A deep booming noise echoed out suddenly from the square. It came from a large maniacal face appeared in the glowing paint. It was Edward. It was so terrifying that is caused all those curious enough to stick around to run for their lives and hide.

      “BRING ME FELIX FREEMAN. OR THEIR WILL BE HELL TO PAY… JONNIE REED.”

      Jonnie screamed with fright, this had obviously tipped him over the edge of mania. All of a sudden, he clicked his fingers. The twelve burly gangsters jumped across the room at me and Felix. And again, we were held in the grip of the muscular men.

      “Jonnie what are you doing?!” Felix cried. “I thought we had an understanding!”

      “You’re not powerful enough to stop him or save us,” said Jonnie. “This is the only way. Boys, take him to see the freak.”

      “NOO!” Felix screamed. “You’re making a terrible mistake!”
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            Ring on the Rooftop

          

        

      

    

    
      For a moment Johnnie looked so crazed with stress I thought he may take out a gun and shoot us right there and then. He saw this as his only opportunity to rid himself of Edward, or the freak, or the weirdo, or the creep, whatever you wanted to call him. I understood his predicament, if I was in the same situation I would have done the same thing. However this didn’t help, me and Felix struggled against strong grip.

      Felix was apoplectic with rage that he was about to be taken forcefully to meet the Creep,  and struggled with all his might to free himself. Didn’t he understand? The harder he struggled, the harder the gangsters would hold him.

      As two more joined the hold, giving him encouraging punches, I suddenly saw what he was doing. Felix wasn’t trying to wriggle free of their hold, but was trying to wriggle his wand free.

      Johnnie also realised this, but too late.

      The black wooden wand fell to the floor with a small tinkle, but in the struggle only Felix, Johnnie and I noticed.

      “STOP HIM!” Johnnie cried. “He’s going to—”

      Johnnie made a dive to the floor towards the wand. between Felix’s hands, there was a crack, snap and pop, which had the effect of a taser. The four large gangsters shuddered backwards, temporarily losing control of their own muscles. Felix reached down and grabbed his wand, just as Johnnie slid into him.

      “Get off me!” Felix cried as you would to a slug that had just landed on your head. Johnnie began trying to wrestle the wand out of Felix’s hand. But the wizard looked unamused, even bored almost. Johnnie stopped, all of a sudden, eyes bulging, he clutched at his stomach. He ran into the corner of the room bent over double with stomach pains before… he shit himself.

      The four gangsters regained their muscle power, and with the eight others standing in the room, descended upon Felix.

      The wizard wasn’t frightened, he turned his wand on them, like a gun. Using his left arm to hold the wand stable he aimed at the first and fired. For all intents and purposes, it looked and sounded just like a gunshot. This gangster, Taylor, was cast off his feet and flew backwards across the office hitting the bookshelf. The wizard repeated this action three more times, until the remaining gagsters stopped, looking around at each other.

      “Bastard!” Johnnie screamed. “I’ll get you for this!”

      Felix smiled, before spinning the wand above his head. With the effect of a cyclone, everyone in the room, bar Felix and I, took to the air and began spinning around violently. Until eventually, after he had his fun, he piled the men up in a bundle and left them. Putting his wand away and observing the tower of gangsters, all heaving from the dizzy ride.

      “Let’s go,” he said reaching the door, before turning back—he couldn’t resist one last retort. “You should have taken the deal!”

      As soon as he pushed open the office door, Sharon was standing beside it. “What the hell happened?” she said staring at the carnage inside.

      “Your partner got a little… tangled up,” said Felix rubbing his brow of sweat, looking mightily knackered now I saw him close up. “Where’s the rooftop? I need fresh air.” He said.

      Sharon shook her head for a moment as if she couldn’t believe what she was seeing in the office. Before, pointing to a door behind her. “It’s up here.”

      Sharon and I followed Felix up a tall, narrow flight of stairs through another door to the Casino rooftop. Pushing the door open Felix breathed huge lungfuls of fresh air. “Look at you,” said Sharon touching my side. “You’re both hurt. What did they do to you both in there?”

      “Roughed us up,” I said grabbing my sore side.

      Felix smarted, stretching his back. “We gave as good as we got.”

      “Are you going to tell me why you didn’t just…” I searched for the right words, but it still sounded ridiculous “…magically shoot them away like that at the beginning. Was there a reason we had to take that beating?”

      “I know you think I am some kind of demi-god Norton, but I can make mistakes you know. I am only human. I thought I could get some work out of him, that would have set us up for months.”

      “Wouldn’t have looked great though would it?” I said. “Working for the very man who the police think you broke into the bank with.”

      Felix sighed. “They’d need never know. I’ve got to try and defeat the Creep anyway, might as well get paid for it. But… we got the truth didn’t we Norton?”

      I nodded. “Yes we did.”

      Leicester Square looked mightily ridiculous from up here, the whole Square painted a glowing neon with Felix’s name plastered all over it. The wizard walked to the edge of the rooftop, which made me nervous. His rather battered tuxedo now billowed in the soft night wind. It was chance for us all to catch a breath.

      “Now we know that it was Kriston who took the ring of power, working as an undercover policeman in Johnnie’s gang. But they went and robbed the wrong bank, the Creep found out and came after them. We got pulled into this mess because of Kriston losing it. But the question is… why does Edward Rappaport want a ring of power?”

      “Well the ring teleported Harry the dog,” I said.

      “Yes, but what requires him to teleport instead of using magic?” he mumbled, tapping his chin.

      “Rob more banks.” I offered.

      He ignored me and carried on his train of thought. “If we can work out why he wants the ring so badly, I can work out what he’s up to.”

      Felix started hitting his head hard with his palm again. Sharon and I rushed over to him, not because he was hitting his head, but because he was so close to the rooftop edge!

      “Careful!” Sharon cried.

      He waved her away. “Heights do not bother me.”

      “No,” she said grabbing his arm. “But they do me.”

      “You don’t have to go and see him you know,” I said. “He’s just going to ask for the ring and then try and kill you either way.”

      But Felix wasn’t paying much attention, for a clock appeared within the paint in the middle of the square. “YOU HAVE TEN MINUTES—” it boomed. I nearly jumped out of my fucking skin. “…TO COME TO ME. IF YOU DON’T… I WILL BLOW UP ST. PAUL’S CATHEDRAL”

      “Damn!” Felix called. “He must know I really like it.”

      “So what!” I cried. “Let him blow it up…”

      Then it suddenly hit me—Felix was way more important to me than some historic London cathedral.

      “They can always rebuild it. They have once before,” said Sharon.

      “Exactly,” I said.

      But then, as if Edward could hear us, the voice continued. “CURRENTLY THERE ARE OVER 800 ATTENDANTS INSIDE FOR MIDNIGHT PRAYER. LETS SEE IF PRAYER WORKS SHALL WE?”

      “Shit,” I said.

      For a moment, we just stood in the cool night air as the choice became clear.

      Now, he had no choice. 800 innocent people dead and St Pauls blown to smithereens. This Creep really would do anything for the ring. I got the feeling that if Felix had known it’d turn out like this that he would forfeit the day we ever met Kriston in a heartbeat.

      “He could be bluffing?” said Sharon who was way more invested in Felix than I expected her to be. It was as if that moment in the booth when he had offered her protection that she realised he was her saviour from the world of criminality.

      “He isn’t,” said Felix.

      “But how do you know?” I said.

      Felix looked up at the clear starry night sky. “He’s into black magic now, there’s no way out for him. You see the markings on that decapitated head? He cursed that man, in magical circles, that’s the worst thing you can do to someone. It means their soul goes to the NetherWorld.”

      “The what?” said Sharon, saying exactly what I was thinking.

      “I’ll explain later,” he said. “But do you really want me to take the chance that he won’t bomb St Pauls? Take a chance on 800 lives?”

      Suddenly I saw the weight of the situation heavy on his shoulders. The man was already mentally unstable, this stress and pressure was enough to break anyone. Me included, I was a nervous wreck after all we had been through the last few weeks.

      “This whole thing is fucked,” said Felix. “I never wanted this.”

      He turned to me, and for the first time since I’d known him, he showed me his true vulnerability. He was truly scared. For all the time I’d known him, he had always pretended he was somehow more than human—a wizard. But, now I saw that wasn’t true at all. He was just normal, like you or I, the only difference was that he was able to do magic. Just like a plumber was able to fix a leak, a teacher able to impart knowledge—Felix was able to do magic.

      I took a step closer and tapped him on the shoulder, not having any words left to be able to explain. I didn’t want him to go, but what choice did he have?

      “I can’t do it!” he cried, suddenly falling to his knees. “Not anymore… everyone hates me,” he sobbed, Sharon bent down and hugged him—he curled up into her shoulder and in that moment he returned to a child, nestled in his mother's bosom, free of the stress and strains of the harsh world. He closed his eyes, but carried on speaking. “They’re all after me… it’s exhausting. Karen and the new guy Bob, they hate me. Alister the stupid idiot, he runs an occult Private Investigation company—I always wanted to do that, I’d be good at that. Zagakowski the demon, he wants my blood and I told him to piss off, he hates me. Johnnie and his gangsters, they’ll be after me again soon. The Magic Council, they hate me most of all. It might be easier if I just let the Creep kill me. At least this will all go away.”

      “Don’t you dare talk like that!” I said grabbing him by the shoulders until he looked at me. “Don’t you get it? You’re worrying about the wrong people. You once told me that worrying about people liking you is a waste of time… it’s true. You don’t need everyone to like you… just one will do.”

      He kept his gaze on me, a sly smile crept across his mouth and he stood, sniffing a little but better.

      “The magic council will have sent out a warrant for my arrest by now,” he said, more to voice everything that was happening than to inform us.

      “Perhaps that was just a bluff?” I said.

      “HA!” Felix cackled. “That’s what I like about you Norton, you’re so… stupid. You just don’t get how it works. The magic council, not follow through on a threat? Ha!”

      I wish I hadn’t have said all that nice stuff now.

      “But,” said Sharon who was trying her best to keep up. “What does this magic warrant for your arrest mean?”

      “It means that every tom, dickhead and harry wizard will be descending upon me, with the aim of capturing me for a reward. And they will probably come for you two first. Use you as hostages. That’s what I would do.”

      The rooftop air was refreshingly cold, somehow bringing clarity to the situation at hand. “I don’t know about you guys,” said Sharon, “but I’m kinda confused about all this magic talk. But anyway I can help, count me in, the faster we get rid of this Creep the better.”

      Felix checked the clock in the middle of the Square and sighed. He had 4 minutes to get to St Pauls. Christ.

      “You’ve always been a good friend to me Will Norton,” he said taking me by the shoulder. “Most friends of mine have… gone. But you stuck around through hard times, you know that means a lot.”

      “Stop it,” I said in a small voice, I wasn’t great at emotional talk and I also didn’t like the fact that he was talking as if he wasn’t coming back. He had to come back. I couldn’t imagine my life without him in it anymore. I couldn’t go back to a normal life. I couldn’t be a normie again.

      “I mean it,” said Felix taking me by the shoulders until all I could see was his face, eyes swimming with tears from the cold and wind whipping up his long hair.

      “How are you going to get to St. Paul’s in 3 minutes?” I said looking at the clock in the square. “It’s at least a 30 min walk and I don’t see any taxis…”

      He grinned and pulled something out of his pocket. A shining silver ring. The breath got stuck in my throat. “Is that the ring?”

      “The dog shit it out the day we got back,” he said shrugging. “It was just in my best interests to make everyone think he hadn’t.”

      “I’ve got to go,” he said putting the ring on and turning to leave before Sharon grabbed his hand.

      “Let us help,” she said. Felix shook his head. “You have to let us, what are we supposed to do? Just sit around here?”

      “Come on Felix, we’ve come this far together.”

      Felix bit his lip. “Fine,” he relented. Holding his arms out straight and reaching down to his cuffs. Taking two silver cufflinks with FF written on them, from his shirt and passing us each one. “These will only work when completely necessary, when there is no other option. But you must be hidden at all times, if he sees you, he will kill you. They must be thrown together by each of you, so if you insist on coming… get yourself up high and safe on St. Pauls.”

      “What do they do?” I said rolling the plain looking thing around in my hand.

      “Times running out,” said Felix, who was thinking hard and rubbing his head. “They will erm… make a magic net that will capture the Creep.”

      Felix shook his hand, the silver ring of power now upon his middle finger. “Problem is, I don’t know how to use this blasted thing properly.”

      But now a steely, determined glaze passed across him. And he took a deep breath. Before all at once, he vanished.

      “Wait!” I screamed. How did we get to St. Pauls?

      “This way,” said Sharon pulling me back to the stairs, down to the alleyway behind the Casino. She had grabbed some keys from the side, orange headlights flashed on a new BMW somewhere in the parking lot. “Get in!” she cried.

      “I’ll drive!” I said, grabbing the car keys. “This your car?”

      “No, it’s one of Johnnie’s boys, I just grabbed the first pair of keys I saw.”

      The engine roared to life, christ this was a nice car. It had to be, the speed I was about to do in it. The tyres squealed as we burst out of Leicester Square in a cloud of smoke.

      “He’s going to die isn’t he?” said Sharon.

      “Not if I can help it.”
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      It didn’t take long, screeching around the sparse London streets to St. Paul’s, but those few minutes could have been Felix’s last. I had never in all my life been so worried, scared and panicked. I could think of no other time in my life when the adrenaline had flowed through me so liberally as it did now. Not even when I had broken my right collar bone falling out of a tree, not even when my father was rushed to hospital midway through Christmas dinner 2004, not even when my girlfriend told me she had found someone else.

      I drove like a madman, the car let me, the accelerator was loose and sped with ease along the night time London roads. Sharon held on tightly, christ knows what she was thinking, not that I cared much right now.

      As we reached St. Paul’s, the London nightlife was in full swing; cars, buses and revelry clogged the streets like a fat man’s arteries. I weaved as best I could, shouting insults at a hen party crossing the road painfully slowly and wondering if I should just run them over. I sped around them, spun the car onto the pavement and jumped out. A red double decker bus tooted loudly as it passed, indicating its displeasure at the idiotic parking. But I didn’t have time to worry about that, we had to find Felix, and find a way to get everyone out of the area.

      “Come on!” said Sharon running past the huge statue outside the Cathedral and up the

      stairs. Upon entering, my first time in St. Paul’s cathedral, I suddenly realised how monstrously huge it was. I mean it was colossal. We both heard the soft singing from the masses inside, casting a calm glow throughout. They had no idea how much danger they were in.

      I scrolled my phone to Karen’s name and called it, she answered.

      “Karen?” I whispered. “Listen to me, there is a bomb set underneath St. Paul’s cathedral, you need to clear the vicinity.”

      I said it was a bomb, for that was their language, she may not have taken me seriously if I had told her a wizard had threatened to blow it up with magic.

      For a few seconds she mumbled something about a source, so I just hung up. I had told her, the rest was up to her.

      “Felix said we need to get up high,” said Sharon going through a doorway marked PRIVATE. I ran after her and she explained that, we needed to get a good vantage point that was neither too high nor low. “I took this route before when Jonnie and the gang met with the priest, on some business.”

      She said some business, as if it were some very dirty business.

      The way Sharon led us, struck as some sort of servants passage, for it was tight and narrow. Stone stairs only just wide enough for one and perilously steep, spiralled upwards. The noise of the soft lullaby-like singing got steadily fainter the higher we climbed, which seemed to go on forever, I would have hurried quicker were it not for the fact the one slip could send me to an unfortunate end. It was so steep that when I looked up I saw right up Sharon’s dress, I mean, it wasn’t my fault, I didn’t mean to.

      “Where are they?” I said, voicing my concerns to Sharon for I had not heard sight nor sound of any magical duel as of yet.

      “I don’t know, but Felix said climb up St. Paul’s so that’s what we will do.”

      Eventually we arrived at a small, wooden standing area, with a door in the wall. I was right, this was the servants quarters, for lack of a better word, for the window cleaners and decorators to be able to access all parts of the outside walls easily and unhindered from here. The door was quite stiff, so I gave it an extra hard shoulder shove and stepped out onto a stone ledge, it didn’t feel like the safest place to stand.

      “There!” cried Sharon pointing down at the clear stone courtyard that I knew to be Paternoster Square. It was a large clear courtyard overlooked from our vantage point. At the north end of the square was a tall column statue, with a golden flame atop it—which looked like a pineapple, but this was the commemorative column built to mark the great fire of London 1666 and 1940, when the whole area was bombed by the blitz (I know my history).

      But why I am telling you this?

      Because that’s where I saw him…

      The Creep.

      He wasn’t hiding exactly, but rather, waiting casually. A few bystanders were sat around the square unaware of the danger they would soon be in.

      “Hang on,” I said suddenly in the confusion of it all, having forgotten the most basic of things. “The Creep said he’s going to blow up St. Paul’s?”

      “Yeah,” said Sharon.

      “Then what are we doing on top of it?”

      She looked as shocked as I for a fraction of a moment. In all the confusion, we had somehow gone to the very place that would most likely go up with ten tonnes of magical explosives.

      Sharon regained her composure. “The freak said he would only blow it up if Felix didn’t go to him. But he has, so he won’t blow it up now.”

      It was hard to argue with such naïvety, if he had threatened to blow it up, then I thought that should be treated with utmost credibility. Annoyance at myself for getting into a situation where I could be blown up coursed through me, how had I managed to forget? Idiot. Oh well, now all I had to do was pray that Felix did what he had to do.

      “Where is Felix?” I said, heart quickening.

      Sharon pointed over the stone ledge, to the opening of Paternoster Square—there he was, strolling defiantly ahead, torn tuxedo and hair billowing in the wind behind him, wand held by his side like a cowboy’s gun.

      The Creep took a step aside from behind the column upon spotting Felix. His long grey mac flapped, accosted by a gentle wind. Atop his head a brown gambler hat, which he had bowed, covering his face. He stretched out a leather gloved hand, into it zapped his wand, polished oak wood.

      Felix saw the Creep and stopped.

      It was a standoff—wizard vs wizard.

      “So here I am!” Felix called arms a-wide.

      The small smattering of onlookers must have felt the ominous presence, like before a big street fight occurs, you can feel the palpable violent tension pulsing in the air. They certainly picked up on it and started to trot away, out of danger.

      “So you are,” said the Creep in his noble and softly spoken voice. Now I knew that it was Edward Rappaport, all the interviews and TV he had done raced into my mind, the talented, handsome, young, ambitious MP running for Prime Minister, loved by all. What a transformation. “Didn’t have much choice though did you? You or 800 innocent slaughtered lives.”

      “Don’t put that on me,” Felix called. “That’s on you.”

      Edward shook his head. “No, no, it’s on you, because if you hadn’t started meddling in my plans, we wouldn’t be in this invidious position where I have to threaten you with death and destruction, just to get my property back.”

      “Your property?” said Felix as if he highly doubted this possibility—whether he knew the original owner or not, I hadn’t the faintest.

      Edward rolled his head as if signalling his opening line of questioning had not worked out and he was disappointed. “I used to be like you, you know,” he said conversationally, taking off his hat and fingering the edges. “All full of drive and ambition, but where does it get you eh? My original causes were misplaced, I thought I had the perfect plan and the means to see it through, but when I got to the end I realised how wrong I was. Being the most powerful man in the country or even most of the western world, was not powerful enough to do what I needed to. I hope you understand how frustrating that is. I see the same in you… I don’t want you to make the same mistakes I did.”

      Felix was not convinced, body language remained stiff and cautious.

      Edward put his hat back on and his wand away. “We are not so different, you and I—” Felix snorted rudely which Edward ignored “… we both want the same things.”

      “And how did you work that out?” Felix spat.

      “Your mistake is that you chase money, when really you should be chasing power. With power, money is irrelevant. Imagine what we could achieve if we became partners.”

      Felix laughed hysterically. “Partners?”

      “Yes,” said Edward taking a step forwards. “Imagine it, we could run this whole place. Get our own back on the Magic Council, those ones who have spurned us from entering their magical world of which they are sooo precious.”

      “So that’s what this is about?” said Felix. “Revenge.” When Edward didn’t respond, Felix continued. “Of course they won’t let you in, you’re a Creep, you came to magic through a backdoor, you were not invited to study magic, or have any relatives of the wizarding persuasion. You forced entry to the magical world. And why would they let you in when you openly practice black magic?”

      “You know nothing of how I came to magic,” Edward said tersely.

      “They won’t even let me in and I have magic blood.”

      “Exactly, that’s why we should work together!” Edward started walking closer to Felix passionately remonstrating what a great team they would be. “Think about what we could do… we could bring magic back to the people!”

      “The people don’t need magic, they’re not ready for it.”

      “Ohhhh,” he cooed playfully disappointed. “You sound just like the Magic Council.”

      Felix grimaced. “Because they’re right.”

      “Let me tell you a story,” said Edward coming closer still with slow methodical footsteps. “When I was a boy, I was unaware of the workings of real magic but I still believed in it, like all small children do, gathered mostly from the fictional books by my bedside and my own imagination. One day, I met an elderly man who introduced himself to me as being a real wizard. That was my first introduction to the world of real magic. He showed me things that were impossible. Of course, no one believed me when I broke the wizards promise of not telling anyone and told my family. What an active imagination they said. Later, they would tease me, asking how my imaginary friend was keeping. Well,  terrible things occurred… only bad luck it brought me and I vowed to do something about it. To bring down the magic world and reveal it to the rest of the world, the people have a right to know and are intelligent enough to judge it for themselves.”

      “You want to reveal the magical world to the ordinary masses? That’s what this is all about?” Felix cried.

      “A worthy cause, do you not think?” said Edward, who was now no less than five feet from Felix. “And I will bring to justice those who ruined my life and make it  miserable. And YOU WILL HELP ME!” Edward screamed, springing to action. He grabbed Felix by the throat and in one swift action slammed him to the stone floor. But he didn’t stop, he picked Felix up and smashed him to the ground again, and again and again.

      I stood, but Sharon pulled me back down. “Don’t,” she mouthed, it was hard to obey. Edward flexed his muscles as Felix lay clutching his throat. There was a palpable energy around Edward that was unmistakable, you could almost see it fizzing in the air around him.

      “I will teach all wizards a lesson for their arrogance.”

      Edward raised his wand at Felix, a long strand of silvery line shot out and attached itself to Felix’s stomach. “This is an energy loop, you don’t mind do you? Me using some black magic on you to siphon your magical energy? Thought not.”

      Edward had turned nasty, as if all the earlier talk was just bluff.

      “Don’t do this,” Felix choked out.

      “Too late…” Edward danced away to the middle of the square, silver cord connecting him to Felix. Now, he lowered his wand at the ground and seemed to suck in an almighty breath of air before unleashing his magic.

      He screamed with effort, the ground started to rumble. And as the silver cord lit up white hot, Felix began to convulse. Sharon was trying to tell me something, but I couldn’t hear her, for as well as the deep rumbling there was a high pitched sound that had enveloped the area. The ground before Edwards feet broke apart, appearing before him was a shiny black stone protruding from the ground. The effort to do what he was doing was clear, his face had gone purple, veins and arteries were popping out of his neck and the silver cord was blinding bright. The black stone raised up fast from the ground, raising high in the sky above until it towered higher even than St. Pauls.

      Finally, Edward stumbled backwards, as a momentous black obelisk stood tall and imposing, fizzing with black magic. The silver cord evaporated and fell away. Edward was bent over double regaining his breath, then he stood and looked up his apparent masterpiece.

      “Couldn’t have done it without you!” he cried at Felix, stumbling backwards and peering up at it. “Your nativity was useful. And now, at the risk of sounding like an evil super-villain… nothing can stop me!”

      Felix sat up slowly, clutching his throat. “You’re not a super-villain, you’re just a villain.”

      Edward rolled his head. “Huh, and I thought I was the good guy. You’re the one covering for the crimes of the wizarding world, for some strange reason… perhaps you think they will let you in if you stop me? I wondered why you were trying to stop me, it was never for the money was it? You could never get that motivated over money? It’s to gain access to the wizarding world—exactly what I want too…”

      Felix stared with sullen eyes and blinked. I couldn’t believe it, Edward was right. That’s what this was all about. That’s what drove Felix. It wasn’t the money, it was never the money, that’s why he was so liberal with spending it in the casino. What he really wanted, above all else… was the same as the Creep… access to the wizarding world.

      “So…” said Edward. “The question is, will you give me the ring that you quite clearly have.” Edward waited expectantly. “This can pan out two ways and I am kind enough to give you the choice… option one: you can give the ring of power to me and I will look upon you favourably, perhaps I will even leave open the offer of becoming partners and getting what we both want—access to the wizarding world.”

      “Never.”

      Edward shook his head, deeply disappointed. “Look at how powerful I am,” he said pointing up at the black obelisk. “You know what this is right?”

      “I do, and I know there’s no going back for you now,” Felix eased himself to his feet gingerly. “You’ve done so much black magic, it must be coursing through your veins. How much of you is even you anymore?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “How many memories can you remember? Are they becoming faint?” said Felix, as Edward couldn’t find the words to reply. “That’s because the black magic is consuming you—no doubt others are working through you to destroy the wizarding world…”

      “So WHAT!” Edward cried. “The second choice, is that I just kill you and take the ring.”

      “Why do you want the ring so badly?” said Felix standing slightly slumped. “To get unrestricted access into the wizarding world right? And use the black obelisks to destroy it.”

      “Yes,” said Edward. “But let me add a caveat to the second choice… I won’t just kill you. I will do what I did to that idiot man who thought he was a gangster, except he squealed like a kitten when I cut his head off… I cursed him.”

      “I know.”

      “And I will do the same to you. Imagine that, a fate worse than death, an eternity in purgatory, in the NetherWorld with all those creatures and no way out. And what’s even better… I can use your energy at any time I need to. Now tell me which choice seems the better one to you?”

      Felix’s face went ashen for a moment, he looked terrified.

      “You could join me. You obviously have some very useful skills and great power, a little moralistic, but I’m being picky. Imagine, we can run both our worlds in our own way. I will be Prime Minister of the U.K. and the leader of the Magic Council, and usher in a new dawn of wizards and humans living side-by-side. I will build a better world.”

      “You’re living in a dangerous fantasy world, you will bring more misery and death, like you have already!”

      With that, Felix brought his wand up. Instantly, as if a grenade went off beneath the ground, concrete and stone expelled upwards. Edward flew backwards through the air like a rag-doll, but managed to self-right himself and land on his feet, with wand already outstretched he fired three blasts of fire.

      In front of Felix sprung a thick wall of water, sending the fireballs up in a cloud of steam. But before they had even vanished, Felix was crouched to the floor, holding onto his wand with two hands—the commemorative column with the golden flame, ruptured from its base, tipped up like a baseball bat and went crashing down towards Edward. He jumped out of the way, just in time, as the column, appearing to be held by some invisible giant, swung at him. Edward rolled out of it’s way with a frustrated grunt. All of a sudden a thick, heavy fog fell upon the square. Edward, being suddenly hidden, meant Felix couldn’t direct the column, so it fell with an almighty crash!

      “You really are an idiot…” Edward screamed through the fog. “Not only will I kill you with a fate worse than death, but you have just condemned 800 innocent people too!”

      Then, Edward’s voice changed, becoming far deeper and dripping with danger. “They will join you in the NetherWorld.”

      High up above us, I heard an ominous crack. In the cathedral roof, a large crack had appeared in the stone. Oh christ. He was going to blow it up anyway. And we were halfway up it.

      I saw Felix’s wand raise above the fog and the next second, a ball of fire, like a miniature sun evaporated the mist in an instant. But the Creep was nowhere to be seen.

      Sharon’s hand reached mine, I could feel her heart beating from here.

      The cracking above us was getting worse, the cathedral dome seemed to be rupturing. “Felix!” Sharon cried, pointing up at the crack in the dome. Felix spotted us, looked annoyed and pointed his wand upwards. He grimaced, holding the wand with two hands again, as he fought against the spell that was about to kill 800 innocent lives.

      “Too moralistic!” Edwards voice cried. “People die all the time, their time is now!”

      A shot of black electricity burst out from the obelisk, hitting Felix in the abdomen, he buckled over in pain as the dome above continued to crack.

      “What black magic is this?” Felix cried as Edward appeared for half a second at most sending a spell at Felix, who blocked it, before he disappeared again laughing.

      “Join me and I’ll tell you.” Edward appeared, this time whole again directly behind Felix. From a foot away, Edward’s wand suddenly expanded to the size of a staff and lit up bright blue. He raised it, about to stab Felix through the back!

      “FELIX!” I screamed. He jolted and spun around.

      I acted fast. Sharon following suit, as hard as we could, we threw the cufflinks at the Creep. The cufflinks sailed across the square high and true… but expecting them to burst into magical life, we watched as they trickled to the floor. There was no magic in them. And in that moment, I realised, they were not magic, he had only given them to us to appease us. The cufflinks did nothing. Sharon shared my look of anguish.

      Edward recovered from the distraction, and aimed his lit wand. Quicker than I’ve even seen anyone move, Felix extended his own wand which lit up gold and grew to the size of a staff, launching it in front of him to parry Edwards almost fatal, stab.

      Edward came at him again, Felix stepping back with the ferociousness of Edwards slashing. His wand casting blue glows which hung in the air as he hacked and slashed at Felix.

      “GIVE ME THE RING OR YOU AND YOUR PATHETIC FRIENDS ALL DIE!”

      Felix was taken aback by the fury of Edward, and soon enough was pinned down against the wall with no way out. Edward’s lit wand coming closer and closer to Felix’s neck.

      “Why?” Edward cried. “Why fight me? Why?”

      “Because, it’s the…” Felix pushed back, but Edward was too strong. “Right. Thing. To. Do.”

      Edward gave a final push, his blue lit wand touched Felix’s neck. Felix let out an almighty scream of agony. “AHHHH!” before slumping back against the wall and trying to scramble away. Muscles twitching and failing him.

      Edward hit Felix’s legs causing him to scream again. Then again and again and again, followed by agonising screams.

      “You could never beat me, so why bother?” Edward cried. “Now, all I do is prise the ring from your cold, dead, hands and you go to hell with all those who you let be killed.”

      He slammed the lit wand into Felix’s stomach. “AHHHH!” Felix screamed. I felt pain all over having to watch him be tortured like this when there was nothing I could do.

      “Where. Is. The. Ring?!” Edward screamed into Felix’s face.

      But Felix was in no position to talk. He was shuddering and panting on the floor. Unable, seemingly to move.

      “The dog?” said Edward, swishing his wand into the sky as Harry the dog appeared, encased inside a large bubble. “Inside a void I see,” he said taking out a small bell from his pocket. “We’ll soon have him out of there.”

      He rang the bell and the bubble burst. Harry the dog fell to the floor and started barking ferociously at Edward. The man who killed his owner.

      A scalpel appeared in Edwards hand. He picked up Harry by the neck and raised the scalpel above him. “If it’s inside the dog, then I must get it out…”

      “No,” Felix mumbled. Suddenly, the scalpel flew out of Edwards hand. “It’s not inside him. I’ve got it. But if you want it. You have to let everyone else go. You can kill me, but no one else.”

      Edward smiled before putting Harry down who ran away behind a column. “It seems we have a deal.”

      Felix had given up. He could fight no longer. He was nowhere near powerful enough to beat Edward. “Stop St. Paul’s falling,” said Felix.

      “Okay,” said Edward raising his wand at the cathedral above us, the crack in the dome stopped.

      All of a sudden, we heard police sirens and flashing lights.

      “Christ!” Edward screamed annoyed but not worried. He stooped down and picked up Felix.

      Karen and Bob came running into the square. “Put him down,” Karen cried.

      “Or what?” Edward snorted and with Felix in his arms, bent his legs and jumped. He took off like a spring, landing halfway up St. Paul’s. Armed police now stormed into the square after Karen and Bob who watched along with us.

      I suppressed shouting took your time! at them. I couldn’t anyway, I was too busy watching the mutant wizard, high on black magic, now scaling the side of St. Paul’s cathedral, until he reached the peak, atop the dome. What was he doing?

      “Karen!” I screamed, she looked up and saw us. “You need to start getting people out of the cathedral!”

      She nodded. “Already on it!” as I looked down, I saw people being led out looking quite confused. But when they stepped back and saw the crack in the dome, they soon realised how dangerous this was.

      “You need to get down!” screamed Bob.

      “He’s right,” I said to Sharon.

      She looked at me with tears in her big, beautiful eyes.  I couldn't believe it. She’d known him literally five minutes and she was in love with him. How was that even possible? “We should get up there, and help him.”

      I looked at her for a long moment and nodded.

      Sharon pushed the door open and climbed back inside the spiralling staircase, continuing upwards. “We need to be extra quiet, if he spots us, we’re dead…” I said.

      Sharon took her heels off. My heart beat like the clappers. But this was the time to be brave. We raced up the stairs, against my better judgement, faster than I ever would have until, we reached the stone gallery—an outside viewing platform surrounding the dome. It was as high as we could get, as I could see no other way up to the tiny tower atop the dome. I nearly had a heart attack as I looked over the edge and saw the view. London spread out below, vast and moving, like a living organism. I felt the wind whip my hair violently as Sharon pointed upwards, Edward was bent over with Felix in his arms.

      “What’s he going to do?” said Sharon in a small voice.

      I didn’t answer, I literally had no idea.

      He was sitting with his back to us, Edward talking to Felix in a soft voice I couldn’t make out, but no less than fifteen feet away. Sharon fixed me with a firm expression, she didn’t know what to do either. At that moment, the wind died down and I could hear him speaking.

      “I’m putting this over your neck now, to stop you doing any more magic.” I saw Edward putting some kind of pendant necklace around Felix’s neck. “I don’t want you doing magic and miraculously surviving the fall now do I?” Edward laughed. “You’re the only one who can stop me.”

      Then, quick as a flash and without any time to react, Edward raised Felix into the air high above him. “Where is the ring Felix?”

      Felix hung over the precipice. “I won’t give it to you.”

      “We had a deal.”

      Sharon suddenly burst past me, and ran towards them. “Felix, don’t be so stupid! Just give him the ring!”

      “Sharon!” I cried. “No!”

      For Edward it looked like Christmas had come early. “Your friends are here,” he smiled. “How lovely.”

      “Just give it to him and live!” Sharon screamed choking back the tears. This was her plan was it?

      “Would you care to tell me where it is?” said Edward expectantly. “I will let him live if you do so.”

      Felix floated up and down over the edge of the tower, Edward demonstrating his power over Felix’s life. “It’s on his right hand!” she cried.

      “No!” I screamed.

      Edward reached out and inspected Felix’s right hand, waving his wand over it. Sure enough, the silver ring sparkled into existence. “Thank you very much,” he said plucking it from Felix’s limp finger.

      “No…” Felix mumbled as Edward pocketed the ring.

      “You’ve got what you came for!” I cried. “Now let him go!”

      Edward smiled. “As you wish.”

      As he lowered his wand, the spell keeping Felix floating in mid-air stopped. Felix, who was hovering over the side of the tower and now with nothing to support him… fell.

      “NOO!” I screamed into the wind. My best friend fell over the ledge and out of sight, plummeting towards the ground. Screams from the square rang high and shrill at the sight. I felt Sharon grab me against her as uncontrollable emotion took over me. I pushed her away and burst through the door, jumping the spiral staircase down the square with no regard for my own safety.

      Running into the square, I saw the crowd gathering around him. Karen and Bob pushing their way through and calling for paramedics. Pain, like nothing else ripped through my chest. I thought I might faint or fall. Sharon caught up to me and we walked toward the wizard, pushing through the crowd of onlookers past Karen and Bob, there he lay motionless. For the first time since I’d known him—quiet.

      I slumped to my knees before him, pulling the bloody hair out of his face. Around his neck was the pendant, I snapped it off and stared high above at Edward who reciprocated my sorrowful stare.

      I didn’t care about that monster, all I cared about was my friend. Harry, the dog, whined softly beside me, approaching Felix and licking his face. “I know,” I said softly taking him in my arms. “Say goodbye.” Harry looked at me and whined again.

      I felt numb and as dead inside as Felix, laid out colder than the stone beneath him. Paramedics rushed through and ran through their protocol.

      Karen had her head resting on Bob’s shoulder, a rare sign of emotion. “Do you believe him now?” my voice croaked.

      There was a series of flashes from above, atop St. Paul’s, four pops and bursts of light— wizards had now surrounded Edward. Dressed in long black coats they raised their wands at him. Edward was still fussing with the silver ring, seemingly unable to get it to work. Then, giving up, he raised his hands into the air. We all thought this was in surrender. Far from it. He sprang into the air like a robotic kangaroo, landing on the building opposite in a cloud of dust. The wizarding protectorates gave chase across the rooftops and ran out of sight. The sound of crashing spells over Paternoster Square filled the sad night air.

      Four more columns of light behind us signalled more wizards. I didn’t look up. The first two were Harper and Bland, who along with two others zapped through the crowd to Felix’s feet.

      “We’re Healers,” they said together, then to clarify. “We’re wizard paramedics.”

      They began to raise their wands over Felix in a strange fashion. Harper and Bland, the other two wizards I recognised put their arms on my shoulders in a consoling fashion.

      “We’ve got our best protectorates bringing the Creep in.”

      “Bit late now isn’t it?” I said. “Where were you an hour ago!” I cried.

      Sharon rested her head on my shoulder as we watched the wizarding healers raise a blanket over Felix.

      Sharon whispered in my ear. “He’s a hero.”

      “He’s a dead hero.” I corrected her.
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      Two weeks later…

      

      It’s safe to say that my emotions at that time were beyond anything I had ever experienced. The wizard, I realised, must have had a greater effect on me than I had anticipated. Arriving at the house I was a scared, anxious and lonely individual who felt powerless to change my circumstances. Since meeting the wizard, I had raised a demon, been accused of terrorism, and almost had an active role in blowing up St. Paul’s Cathedral. But more-so, I felt like myself again. All notion of Ginny, my ex-girlfriend, had faded from my mind, replaced by the wizard and his adventures.

      As I saw his body being taken away by the wizard healers, I felt my life with him drop away—like the most fantastic dream, it had come to a premature end. Now, somehow, I had to return to a normal life.

      Felix’s body was raised into the air, silvery blanket atop him, and held between the two wizarding healers. At once, they clapped their hands together and all three disappeared with a loud crack!

      A tear fell from my eye. Sharon hugged me tighter. Felix was gone.

      Harper touched a finger to his ear and patted me on the shoulder. “Just to let you know, we’ve caught him. Edward Rappaport has been captured.”

      

      Three days later, I was sat in the kitchen sullen and dazed. An irritabile and prickly nature had enveloped me. People tried to talk to me, comfort me and offer words of encouragement, but I did not want them. They were useless. I was useless. Ms McCall made me cups of tea, they sat cold and undrank. Sharon came round and sat with me, in silence. I didn’t say anything to her, for I was afraid that what would come out would be horrible and upsetting. I felt like blaming everyone. Including myself.

      The actions and events over the last few weeks replayed over and over in my mind. I imagined it happening in different ways. The things I could have done differently, especially at the end. I could have done something. I should have done something. But what?

      Thoughts kept cropping up in my head like, who was organising the funeral? Did Zoey even know? Would it be a wizarding funeral? Would I be invited?

      But then…

      The miraculous happened.

      Something that would change everything.

      

      There was a loud, sharp knock at the door which shook me from my slumber, Ms McCall let someone in who asked for me. She seemed quite taken aback as she re-entered the kitchen and behind her walked a man in a long white cloak, a big bushy white beard and a cloud of white hair. As much a wizard in looks as ever I saw one.

      “Arthur?” I said standing sharply. “What are yo—”

      He held out a hand. “Please don’t stand on my account. In fact, it may be best you sit.” He smiled, he had a regal personality that brought calm and serenity wherever he stood. Sharon, Ms McCall and I stared up at the majestic man as he took his time to tell.

      “Felix is alive.”

      I nearly fell off the chair. “W-what?” I stammered.

      “The wizarding healers did a fantastic job,” he said. “It was touch and go for a while. However, we suspect that something must have broken Felix’s fall.”

      “Broke his fall?” said Sharon in amazement.

      Arthur clarified. “Yes. Anyone to fall from that height should be dead. He also had a pendant on that restricted him from any magic. So it could not have been his own magic.”

      “Whose then?” I said.

      Arthur looked sheepish for a moment. “I don’t know.” He shrugged. “Let’s just call it a… happy accident.”

      Ms McCall had a hand to her mouth. “I can’t believe it,” she said.

      Arthur squeezed her shoulder. “He has been moved to St. Thomas’ Hospital, would you like me to take you all there?” he grinned.

      “Yes!” Sharon cried.

      “No,” I said, they all looked at me. “I want to go by taxi. No magic.”

      Arthur bowed his head softly, understanding.

      

      Felix had his own room and for the first few days, remained asleep. He looked so human laying in bed, in a hospital gown. He was visited on the hour every hour by a lovely nurse called Sarah who kept smiling at me. And irregular quick visits from a mousy looking doctor, called Dr. Martin who had thick, milk bottle like, glasses.

      On the third day, a wizarding doctor arrived. She was dressed in a long brown overcoat, which she slung on a nearby chair as she waltzed in, proceeding to pull down the blinds, take out her wand and run it up and down Felix’s body before saying anything to us.

      Sharon and I sat idly, watching, before she turned to us. “You the doctors?” she said.

      “Er, no, friends.” I offered.

      She nodded once, before flicking her wand lazily at the door. “Doctor will be through shortly.”

      Sure enough, the mousy doctor appeared at the door, saying he felt a sudden urge to come and check on Felix. The wizarding doctor shut the door, locked it, sat Dr. Martin down and explained to him that Felix was a wizard. Dr. Martin swallowed and said he had already been told. She passed him two bottles from a leather pouch inside her coat and gave him instructions. She left shortly after, as poor Dr. Martin measured out three drops of each bottle of potion into Felix’s drip.

      I can’t tell you the emotions that were coursing through me at him being alive. Though, what state he would be in when he woke would be anyone’s guess. It was just so good to have him be alive.

      On the fourth day, he woke.

      He was dazed and confused, dosed up with enough drugs to stun an elephant. But he seemed okay. Great in fact. Relief flooded through me and for the first time in a week I could relax. The first thing he said was: “I won.”

      

      Soon enough, Felix was up to his old tricks. He made full use of being in hospital, having all his meals brought to him by lovely Sarah, who he told was beautiful every time she entered the room. And for some reason, she enjoyed these compliments greatly. Only Felix could get away with that, including making comments in jest about his bed bath with sly winks.

      That night, when it was just Felix and I, he turned to me and said: “It’s all worked out pretty well hasn’t it?”

      “I thought you were dead,” I whispered. “They put a blanket over you and everything.”

      “That’s a healer blanket, to remove black magic,” he sniggered.

      

      After two more weeks of running the doctors and nurses ragged, Felix was out and free to go. Although he was miffed about having to leave in a wheelchair.

      “I’m a fucking wizard,” he cried. “I don’t need a wheelchair!” (And I’ve toned the language in that down considerably.)

      He hugged Sarah goodbye, before making a big bunch of flowers appear out of the air for her.

      I was just about to ask for her number, then bottled it, which I was incredibly annoyed about.

      “Nice to… meet you,” I said.

      “You too,” she smiled radiantly. “See you around.”

      “Yep.” I turned and pushed Felix away, who had his head in his hands. “Bottled it! He bloody bottled it!” he cried as I wheeled him away rather quickly. “Norton the bottler! Oh my god!”

      

      “Who broke your fall?” said Sharon as we all sat around the kitchen table with tea and biscuits. The sun streamed in through the window, Harry sat on Felix’s lap occasionally licking his face, as Ms McCall poured more tea. “Arthur told us.” She added.

      “My guess,” he said. “Is that it was Zagakowski.”

      I nearly choked on my tea. “The demon?”

      Felix nodded. “If I died, he wouldn’t get any more blood would he? He would lose out. And demons are crazy about blood.”

      “And the ring…” I said. “Are you going to tell us how you pulled off that stunt?”

      Felix smiled playfully. “What do you mean?”

      “I mean, the fact that you somehow gave Edward a copy.”

      “Oh that,” he smiled. “Well, truth is, Harry still hasn’t… excreted it. I just told you he had, to make it more convincing for when Edward might try and use you to get to me.”

      “But you vanished off the rooftop,” said Sharon.

      Felix shook his head. “Noop, simple diversion. Made myself temporarily invisible, it’s called the chameleon spell. I did that, so you thought I had disappeared. Make it more realistic when the time came.”

      “Clever.”

      “It was luck,” he corrected me. “I wish I could sit here and say it was all part of the master plan. And if anyone asks, it was. But I am afraid it was pure improvised luck.”

      “Oh well,” said McCall happily pouring more tea into our mugs. “I’m just happy you’re all home safe and sound, with your nice new friend,” she said pouring tea in Sharon’s mug. “And you’ve paid your rents and the damage.”

      “Really?” I said looking at Felix. “I thought you were broke?”

      “I was,” he said slurping. “That was until I was sent this…” he pulled out a brown envelope from his inside pocket. It was the envelope that Kriston had addressed to Felix containing £2000 in cash for finding out where the ring was. “Karen sent it to me, it’s no longer evidence seeing as I was cleared of all charges and suspicion.”

      “Snap,” I said, pulling out my own wad of cash. It felt nice to hold money for once. This time, Felix looked curious and asked where I had got it. It was my turn to look smug.

      Sharon smiled. “He had a load of Vitalie’s poker chips stuffed in his pockets,” she said pointing at me. “So I cashed them in for him. It was nearly £2000.”

      “Just about covers the costs I’ve accrued this last month!” I chuckled.

      “Well, everything worked out just fine didn’t it?” said Ms McCall. “I love a happy ending.”

      “This isn’t a romance novel Ms McCall,” Felix quipped. “Anyway, even if the Creep has been captured, the ring of power preserved and money in my pocket and my police charges quashed, I still have a rather furious demon after my blood. That will be my next job.” He said rubbing his hands together.

      Felix then held up his iPhone and opened the dictation app,  playing a file of Edward Rappaport speaking from Paternoster Square, before closing it.

      “Karen, Bob and the Magic Council all have a copy of the recording I took.”

      “You recorded the Creep?”

      “Of course, he admitted to the whole lot didn’t he?” Felix said smiling. “These criminals usually do. They love to boast. That’s the only way I could have got out of all the accusations.”

      “Clever,” I said almost involuntarily. But it was clever.

      “And I nearly forgot,” Felix said, standing up with a flurry. His dressing gown nearly coming loose. He flashed his hands and two bunches of flowers appeared, bright and colourful before Ms McCall and Sharon. “For all the fuss I caused you.”

      The two ladies cooed.

      “And what about me?” I said. “I raised a demon for you. I broke you out of prison—”

      Ms McCall clutched her christian cross necklace. “I’ll forget I just heard that!”

      “Well Norton, will a fried breakfast at Sid’s Cafe, followed by a few pints at the Sanctuary suffice?”

      “Okay, but never,” I said with a stern finger pointed at Felix. “I repeat, never, fob me off with that cufflink trick again! Next time, give me something useful.”

      “So…” said Felix with a sly grin. “There’s a next time is there?” His grin spread to me, I knew what he was getting at. “You don’t want me to… wipe your memory?”

      I paused for a moment, letting him stew on the possibility of me wanting to return to my old life. “There’s a next time,” I said matching his grin.

      “And what about this book you’re going to write about me?”

      “Don’t push it.” I winked, before putting out my hand. “It’s good to have you back Felix.”

      “It’s good to be back Will Norton.”

      

      This is not the end…

      

      While the happiness continued, a much darker situation was taking place. One that we could never have known about. Had we known, we would have gone into hiding.

      Edward Rappaport, the Creep, had friends in high places. Very high places.

      He was currently incarcerated by the Magic Council, in the most secure prison in the known magical lands.

      But that was no problem for Edward Rappaport’s friend. Unbeknownst to us, the order had been given—break him out.

      And there was only one person he was going to come after. Well, maybe two people.
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      Did you enjoy 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 2 in the series “Soul Catcher” by clicking the link to get it now…

      

      If you’re in the US, click here to BUY NOW

      

      If you’re in the UK, 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 2 now!

      

      If you’re in the US, click here to BUY NOW

      

      If you’re in the UK, click here to BUY NOW
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      Get your free copy of “Stranger Magic”

      

      Unavailable anywhere else and exclusive only to sign ups for my email list.

      

      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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        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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