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The man’s corpse was sterile without any hint of blood, wounds or trauma on his suit or Santa hat. That’s how I knew I was dealing with a Name Murder, or at least a form of soul magic.

Normally I, Aaron Pastor, flat out love Canterbury in December because it has to be one of the most magical, joyous and fun places to be on the entire planet. I always like going up and down all the long rows of wooden stalls in the Christmas market. They always have weird and wonderful little gifts like sweets, wooden figures and candy canes for the kids to enjoy.

I always make sure to stock up on some crystals, vanilla-scented candles and some stupid little present for my boyfriend because we both really like little presents. But I have to admit I was seriously struggling to find a stupid present for him this year.

But this morning all that joy seemed to be dead.

I was standing right in the middle of Canterbury High Street. The icy coldness of the winter morning pulsed up my leg from the cobblestones that the entire street was artfully made up of. My boyfriend, El, had always told me to wear my military boots on mornings like this, but did I listen, of course not. I’m a man after all.

The beautiful ancient Victorian shops in their cold, dark reds, blues and browns lined the side of the streets perfectly. But normally I would smile and wave at the young customers inside and the students would wave back before they disappeared home for the holidays.

Today, I couldn’t do that because there was no one about. There were no smiling, happy customers and the few young students that had been brave enough to come out were frowning. I looked at a very young couple who were sitting and hugging on an awful black sofa inside a small coffee shop, in thick black coats, maybe they were first years, but their eyes were wide and concerned which I understood all too well.

There was a body at my feet after all.

The body didn’t smell, which was slightly more than odd. The aromas of cloves, brandy and Christmas cakes filled my senses from the nearby wonderful bakeries, and the taste of mince pies formed on my tongue. I normally loved that wonderful flavour but it just seemed inappropriate at best considering there was a dead body at my feet.

But the entire damn murder was just horrific considering the day it was. It was Name Day for crying out loud, one single day a year where someone’s name was celebrated and the magical power that names gave a person was understood and educated. There would be classes in schools today to tell kids and their parents why names were so important not just to a person’s sense of identity but their souls and their magical abilities too.

Not that anyone actually ever listened to these lessons but names could kill people and this man had died because of his name. I was sure of it and I just had to find out what.

And I was going to find this killer whatever it took because no one, no one got to kill on Name Day and twist the holiday so much that they got to get away with it.

“Morning Lord Mage,” a young man said wearing a very fresh and crisp police uniform.

And that was why I was here by the way. Looking at the body of a young man in a tight well-fitting black suit with a Santa hat on and a massive grin on his dead face. He looked like he was sleeping but I knew he was dead.

I have to admit that working for the Ministry of Magic has many advantages. I love the access to knowledge I get to play with, I loved meeting my wonderful boyfriend and I seriously love the adventures I get to go on. But investigating murders in my own city was not a perk of my job. 

“What do you think happened here?” the young man asked.

I looked at him properly for the first time and just rolled my eyes. He might have been wearing a black police uniform with the Kent Police logo proudly over his chest but he also had on the Bright Red Eye of Horus which the Ministry of Magic made excellent use of.

I had never exactly liked the symbol myself because this was just a little on-the-nose. The symbol was meant to be scary, fearful and all about magic but there were better symbols in my opinion. Not that it counted too much in the Ministry for some reason. 

“I am your new Attaché with Kent Police you know,” he said. “Officer Leo Ford is my name. And let me say that this is a true honour Lord Mage,”

I smiled and was so excited when the most beautiful man I had ever seen ducked under the awfully bright yellow police tape at the end of the street and came over to me. And it was even better that he was carrying two piping hot takeaway mugs of coffee. I really did love him.

El actually looked even more incredible than normal with his long blond hair, his fit sexy body was perfectly highlighted by his tight-fitting black trench coat and his Eye of Horus necklace was swinging about like he was a man on a mission.

“Happy Name Day beautiful,” El said smiling and passing me a hot cup of coffee. I loved the warmth in my hands.

We both knelt down by the body and I was surprised by how sterile the entire body was. I couldn’t see any hint of blood, trauma and he didn’t even smell of anything. I couldn’t even sense his soul.

Leo knelt down by the body too and I almost gagged at his extreme aftershave. I had never smelt so much cedarwood and sea salt in all my life. It was awful.

“No soul’s left in the body which is weird,” El said feeling for a pulse, “because the body’s warm. He’s only been dead a few hours. Maybe as short as two,”

“That is most weird,” Leo said like a child. 

I almost asked him what he had done wrong for Kent Police to make him our Attaché. Attaché always died or went relatively insane after a while because they were never cutout for the Ministry’s work.

I felt the body myself and El was right. He was way too warm to not have a soul left in the body. The man, whoever he was (I had to find that out later), should have had a soul for at least another three hours and in that time I could have talked to him, asked questions and tried to understand what had happened.

That was flat out impossible this time and now I was starting to understand why the Ministry had been called in.

I stood up and really loved El’s beautiful manly scent as he came to stand next to me. 

“If the man doesn’t have a soul then that means he was Soul Murdered,” El said taking a sip of his coffee, “and if someone killed him with Soul Magic on Name Day then I think he was killed with a Name Curse,”

I just shook my head. “Name Day was meant to be one of the most incredible days of the year. There are services, celebrations and parties. There shouldn’t be any murders,”

“I don’t celebrate Name Day,” Leo said taking out his phone. “Why is it so special to the Ministry?”

“Well,” El said laughing. “It isn’t that special to the Ministry but considering that trans people are the only Magic Users immune to Soul Magic, at least, the name kind, we make it a big deal,”

I knew that sexy El was about to give poor Leo a great lecture but this wasn’t the time.

“Leo, release the scene to Kent Police. I want that victim’s name as soon as possible,” I said and took the love of my life by the arm.

We had to get home and we both had a hell of a lot of research to do. If someone was murdering on my favourite holiday of the year then I was going to stop them.

No matter the cost.
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I have to admit I was rather surprised how quick Officer Leo was with processing the scene and getting me the man’s name, Max Coleman. For an Attaché he was rather effective which I always liked in a member of my little team.

Granted I flat out hated what El had done with my little box-room office over the weekend. There were bright red, blue and green Christmas lights hanging from all my ancient maps, landscapes and magical diagrams that hung proudly on the bright white walls. Even the walls looked a little warped with all the Christmas decorations and little Victorian Christmas paintings attached to them.

The office just felt cramped and I flat out hated it, but I loved El so I wasn’t going to say anything. Even though as soon as it was 26th December, I was so reclaiming my office.

Anyway, it turned out there wasn’t a lot to understand about poor old Max Coleman. He was a lecturer in Magical Affairs in the 21st Century at Kent University. He was well-liked, he had worked a number of Ministry jobs over the years and he was consistently written up as Student Favourite year after year.

Everyone loved the man.

Even his social media showed how he donated hours upon hours every single week without fail to local charities. Sometimes they were litter picks, sometimes they were washing up in the homeless kitchens and other weeks he would read to the sick, blind and elderly.

He was a perfect human apparently.

Of course, maybe it’s my trans experience, maybe it’s my Ministry work or maybe I just don’t trust people so I spent a good hour digging into his past. Again he was spotless and a great person or no more bad things in his past than your average joe. 

“Here’s your coffee,” El said.

He told me later that all I had done was shoo him away at that point and he had apparently made a very suggestive comment but I was way too busy with my work. And that was one of the things we loved about each other.

I deep-dived in the magical and digital world and wonderful El focused on the physical world. He had spent much of the afternoon calling, interviewing and harassing Coleman’s friends and family members. We both wanted, needed answers.

When El came into my office about 6 pm with two massive piping hot boxes of pizza (vegan BBQ chicken for him and vegan cheese for me), I just grinned at him because I hated cases like this. There was absolutely no reason for someone to kill Max Coleman and it turned out he didn’t even know any Magic Users despite being a lecturer on the topic.

I watched as beautiful El pulled over a small wooden chair that was sadly covered in purple, red and green tinsel that I wasn’t a fan of, and El winked at me.

“You found something?” I asked opening up the pizza and enjoying the steam covering my face.

“It turns out there is no reason to kill Max Coleman and even the autopsy confirms it, but my magical knowledge isn’t as good as yours,” 

I smiled as the delicious aromas of vegan cheese, tomatoes and vegan bacon filled my senses, because El was right. I suppose the autopsy had confirmed that Max Coleman had
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