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Detective's Wand: Spells, Lies & Paperwork

Prologue: In the Shadows of Destiny, and Also in a Broom Closet

When fate is split and time is bent,

One will rise whom none have sent.

The quill rewrites, the truth grows thin—

Where jesters laugh, the end begins.

— Excerpt from the Forbidden Manuscript, Vault E-9B

Somewhere in the damp, echoing underbelly of Shadowside Lane—beneath the cobbled streets and behind a magical laundromat run by a banshee named Doris—there sat a room so secret, so forbidden, that even its dust motes were under a confidentiality charm.

This was where the Night Sovereign met his most loyal informants.

And by "loyal," we mean desperate. And by "informants," we mean teenagers with boundary issues.

Pip Nettlegrub sat nervously on a three-legged stool that had clearly once been part of a torture device or a breakfast nook. He was still wearing his Grimthorne Academy robes, which were slightly too big for him and smelled faintly of stale beetroot juice and regret. His round face glistened with a sheen of flop sweat, and his eyes twitched in all directions like someone who’d lied on every single question in a Truth-Draught interview. It was the exact same look economists get when asked if they “saw 2008 coming.”​[1] Lord Nihilmore stood before him in a dark cloak that seemed to move independently of natural wind patterns. His face was pale, sharp, and curiously smooth—as if it had been ironed, steamed, and Botoxed by a team of ghast-servants.

He stared at Pip for a long, uncomfortable moment.

Then he smiled.

It was not a warm smile. It was the kind of smile you see on political billboards just before the economy collapses. In fact, somewhere in a distant realm, three ex-prime ministers sneezed simultaneously, as if someone had just mentioned “austerity” in vain. One of them immediately tried to privatize the sneeze.

“So,” Nihilmore hissed, with an accent that sounded vaguely Eastern European, vaguely Snake, and vaguely like he had swallowed a foreign minister. “You have information?”

Pip nodded, nearly dislocating his neck. “Y-yes, my Lord! Yes! Valuable, priceless intel! Classified stuff! I have charts!”

He fumbled through his bag and pulled out a crumpled parchment labeled “Totally Not Stolen From Lira’s Diary.”

Nihilmore didn’t blink. Possibly because he had removed the muscles that allowed blinking for aesthetic reasons.

Pip continued. “Jonas Pewter is developing a spell to make his hair shinier. Seren Blank has charmed his mirror to applaud when he walks by. Lira Evermist—she’s brilliant, too brilliant. She made a toad speak Portuguese yesterday. And Sevrin Snide—well, he’s probably one of yours already. He writes poetry. Sad poetry. About cauldrons.”

There was a long silence.

Pip beamed, desperate for approval.

Nihilmore tilted his head. “You came... to me... with a toad, a hair spell, and a goth boy with kitchenware trauma?”

Pip blinked. “Er. Y-yes?”

Nihilmore exhaled slowly. The candles around the room flickered in terror.

“I summoned you,” he said slowly, “because I sensed in you the potential for treachery, for ambition, for subtlety. And you bring me a list of hair products and emotional instability?”

Pip’s smile faltered. “They are very unstable.”

Nihilmore raised his wand.

“No! Wait!” Pip squeaked. “I—I can do more! I can spy! I can sneak! I—I can turn into a rat!”

“Everyone turns into a rat,” Nihilmore snapped. “That’s just politics.”

“No, I mean literally!” Pip waved his wand and vanished in a puff of cheese-scented smoke. When it cleared, a plump grey rat sat in his place, twitching nervously and wearing a tiny tie.

Nihilmore stared at him.

The rat waved.

“What is this?” the Night Sovereign asked the empty air. “Is this loyalty? Is this cunning? This... rodent?”

He sighed.

Then, with the flick of a wand, a bolt of green light burst forth—not a Killing Curse, but something worse: Improper Metamorph-Shift Containment Hex, Type VII-B, typically used by Detectives to discipline illegal ferret duels.

Pip squeaked. The light struck him in mid-twitch. There was a brief puff of smoke, a yelp, and then silence.

Nihilmore approached the smouldering spot on the stone floor.

Lying there was a rat. A stunned, singed, vaguely radioactive rat. Its ears were twitching out Morse code for "help."

A scroll appeared in the air beside Nihilmore with a soft ding and a bureaucratic flourish. It read:

MAGICAL MISHAP REPORT 947-G: Metamorph-Shift OVERLOAD. STATUS: LOCKED. FORM: RAT. EST. DURATION: ONE CALENDAR YEAR. REHABILITATION: STRONGLY SUGGESTED.

Below it, in large red letters: “TRANSFER TO VETERINARY OBSERVATION FACILITY – SANCTUM MARROW ANNEX FOR NON-SPEAKING SORCEOURS LIFEFORMS.”

Nihilmore stared at it for a moment. Then he signed it with a flourish and an elegant signature that read “The Night Sovereign (also Known as Tomy, But Don’t Say That).”

Two gremlins in lab coats arrived instantly, picked up the dazed rat with a pair of enchanted tongs, and stuffed him into a magically padded carrier labeled “Nettlegrub, Pip: Rodent. Condition: Pathetic.”

They vanished.

Nihilmore was alone.

He turned to the shadows.

“Lucien,” he called.

A pale blond man in a pinstriped cloak stepped into the light, holding a wine glass filled with something that shimmered uncomfortably.

“My Lord?” Lucien asked.

“I am surrounded by idiots,” Nihilmore muttered.

“Would you like me to have him... removed?”

“He’s in a veterinary clinic for the next year, Lucien. The only threat he poses is to cheese. And possibly to streaming platforms, if they ever greenlit “House of Rats.””

Nihilmore turned to the wall and gazed at a tapestry depicting a distorted version of the future—scarred children, flaming owls, Grimthorne Academy in ruins, and, for some reason, a dancing teacup wearing a crown.

“It begins soon,” he murmured. “The rewrite. The prophecy is compromised. The future is bleeding backwards.”

Lucien blinked. “Er... is that good?”

Nihilmore didn’t answer.

Instead, he stared into the flames, where shapes began to form—pages of ancient scripts, children lost in forests, and a trenchcoated man with a wand, a cigar, and a talent for appearing in the wrong place at the worst possible time.

“Find out who’s asking questions,” he hissed. “And bury them in answers.”

The fire flared.

And somewhere, in the basement of a small animal clinic just outside Moorshollow, a rat began therapy.
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Chapter One: The Crime in the Department of Secrets
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It began, as such things often do, with a noise that sounded suspiciously like a duck being transfigured into a bagpipe.

At exactly 7:03 a.m., in the lowest, darkest, most metaphorically overused corridor of the Ministry of Arcana, the Department of Secrets exploded. Not in the usual magical way, where people cheerfully shout “Oops!” while catching flying books in mid-air. No, this was a proper bureaucratic catastrophe—paperwork ablaze, an intern screaming in an incomprehensible dialect of ancient gremlin-tongue, and the smell of lightly toasted Firebird feathers wafting ominously through the air vents. Somewhere in France, a Michelin chef woke up screaming, swore at an omelette, and went back to sleep.

By 7:09 a.m., emergency response units had arrived: three overcaffeinated Forget-Mages, two Silent Agents still in their dressing gowns, and a slightly melted teapot that insisted on being addressed as “Lord Steamington the Third.”

It was Inspector Tiberius Wulf who arrived last. Not due to laziness—he simply believed in dramatic timing. The kind that made people turn their heads and whisper, “Who’s that lunatic with the flaming moustache and a chicken under his arm?”

The chicken, by the way, was not evidence. It was lunch. The moustache, however, had its own union representative. Wulf strode into the chaos like a man who’d seen it all, misinterpreted it, and written a report about it anyway. He was tall in the way that suggested his bones had given up on being subtle, wore a dark Detective’s coat that flapped behind him even when there was no wind, and had eyes like two conspiracy theories fighting for attention.

“Report,” he barked, addressing no one in particular.

An Silent Agent stepped forward, adjusting her monocle. “Explosion, sir. Origin unknown. Victims: one. Evidence: minimal.”

Wulf stepped over a smouldering memo labeled “Top Secret: Do Not Ignite” and surveyed the room. There, amidst the debris, sat a frozen wizard. Upright, cross-legged, hands folded as if meditating. His face was locked in a peaceful, vaguely smug expression.

“Who’s he?” Wulf asked, nudging the man with his wand.

“Archibald Trillwhistle. Head of the Bureau of Experimental Improbabilities,” the Silent Agent said. “He filed a complaint last week. Claimed time was ‘behaving suspiciously’.”

“Time is suspicious,” Wulf muttered, scratching his chin. “Keeps moving forward despite overwhelming incompetence.”

“Sir,” the Silent Agent added hesitantly, “there’s something else.”

She handed him a small charred object wrapped in a Ministry-branded evidence sock. Wulf unwrapped it slowly, revealing what could only be described as the tail end of a Firebird—golden-red feathers fused with ash, twitching faintly as if trying to remember how to be alive.

Wulf whistled. “Rare to find a Firebird tail intact. Rarer still for it to be caught loitering after death. Very antisocial behavior.”

In the distance, a glass orb fizzled and burst into a rendition of God Save the Queen, played poorly on a kazoo. No one looked surprised.

“Do we know what happened?” Wulf asked.

“Not yet. But... there was a signature spell residue. Forbidden craft. Possibly experimental. Possibly unauthorised. Possibly French.”

Wulf raised an eyebrow. “The Dark Arts haven’t had a decent export model since Grindlefirth’s moustache.”

“There's more,” she said. “We found this carved into the floor under Trillwhistle's chair.”

Wulf leaned over and read the scrawled inscription aloud:

“THE PROPHECY IS A LIE. THE ORACLE HAS BEEN TAMPERED WITH. BUY TURNIPS.”

“Interesting,” he muttered. “Someone either tried to warn us... or start a vegetable cult.”

From somewhere deeper in the rubble came a gentle ping, followed by the unmistakable sound of a time-turner vomiting itself out of existence.

“Sir,” said the Silent Agent. “Permission to panic?”

“Denied,” Wulf snapped. “We’re Detectives. Panic is for interns and the public.” Interns, historically, were 73% more flammable than the public, mostly due to exposure to unpaid overtime. He turned on his heel. “Get me the head of Magical Forensics. And send an owl to the The Magic Telegraph. Tell them to print nothing, deny everything, and quote me as saying 'mild weather expected.'”

“Yes, sir.”

As Wulf began inspecting the melted remains of a prophecy shelf labelled “DO NOT TOUCH WITHOUT MINISTERIAL CONSENT AND A STRONG DRINK,” he felt a familiar chill creep up his spine. The kind of chill you get when you know you’re being watched by something with both an agenda and a newsletter.

He turned sharply. The air shimmered near the cracked glass of the Hall of Foretellings.

A figure stood there.

Or hovered. Or floated with purpose. It was hard to tell. Robed, dark, and unsettlingly tall—though somehow still shorter than Wulf, who took perverse pride in being taller than most known evils.

“Inspector Wulf,” the figure rasped, in a voice that sounded like political promises being shredded slowly. “You meddle where you do not belong.”

“Excellent,” Wulf replied, drawing his wand with the confidence of a man who once dueled a banshee using only sarcasm. “I thought I left my manners in the toilet.”

The figure vanished with a swirl of smoke and what might have been a passive-aggressive sneeze.

Silence returned. Broken only by the occasional drip, a random moo from a transfigured filing cabinet, and the persistent smell of regret.

Wulf lit a cigar with the end of his wand.

“So,” he said to no one. “A Firebird’s tail, a frozen bureaucrat, and a whispering shadow. That’s either the start of a murder mystery, or the Ministry’s new recruitment advert.”

From behind a cracked pillar, his partner—a jittery junior Detective named Clive—peeked out. “Sir, should I, uh... do anything?”

“Yes, Clive. Get me everything we have on Archibald Trillwhistle, prophecies, Firebirdes, and vegetable-based anarchist movements.”

Clive nodded. “On it, sir.”

Wulf turned back to the scene. Somewhere behind this explosion, someone was trying to rewrite the future—or worse, publish spoilers.

And Inspector Tiberius Wulf didn’t like spoilers.

Especially not ones written in firebird blood.



The next morning, the Ministry of
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