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15th December 2024

Canterbury, England

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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15th December 2024

Canterbury, England

Eliott “El” Darling flat out didn’t like lying, or at least fibbing, to the most alluring and attractive man he had ever met but he needed to do this to protect Aaron. Something he would always do until the day he died.

El would never be able to understand how despite the Ministry of Magic being a global, united organisation that was also one of the richest in the world. It managed to have the worst, lumpiest and most uncomfortable brown leather chairs in existence.

He moved every second as different lumps of the damn chair dug into his ass and threatened to stab him in the back when he leant back. Instead he tried to focus on the rest of the office belonging to the Marshal, the wonderful (idiotic) person in charge of running Ministerial Operations in the south of England. 

The gentle scents of vanilla, coconut and lemons filled the office making the lustrous taste of lemon meringue pie form on his tongue, just like the one he had had on his first date with Aaron. Probably the best night of his life.

El was glad the idiot had wanted to get rid of the ugly orange walls and replace them with a more tasteful and delicate baby blue. He was impressed the walls seemed to be painted in such a way that made it look like each brushstroke was a small wave.

Even the awful orange, lumpy carpet had been replaced, something the idiot had said he would rather die than get rid of. El really liked the new fluffy dark blue flooring with different depictions of witches and wizards fighting all sorts of shapeless demons.

He hadn’t noticed it a moment ago but the carpet was definitely infused with magic, subtle magic, but magic nonetheless. Whenever he tried to focus on the little depictions of the demons on the carpet, their shape warped and twisted and changed. It was impressive. Aaron would know exactly what sort of magic but El always preferred the real world. And it was always a nice way to test how a new outfit impacted his ability to pass. 

As much as El hadn’t asked at their last meeting, Marshal Harral had told him the carpet was an Iranian gift from a family friend or something like that.

El really didn’t care, especially after an hour-long conversation on Ministerial Operating Budgets. He had no idea how the hell he had been dragged into that meeting, but it had happened earlier in the year.

And as he moved even more uncomfortably in the damn lumpy chair, he hoped beyond hope he wasn’t about to get dragged into another one. Yet if the Marshal or anyone above summoned you, you couldn’t say no.

It was a shame Aaron didn’t have to deal with Ministerial bullshit like this. Even though he knew being a Lord Mage wasn’t exactly a picnic at times.

The constant gentle crashing of waves filled the office from the only massive painting in the entire office. Whilst the other walls were covered in long bookshelves filled with black and red leather-bound books including three green ones with a rune-warded padlock on each, the wall opposite the sticky office door had a canvas painting on.

El supposed it had to be an important shipwreck to the Ministry but he didn’t know too much about shipwrecks. The immense Tudor-era warship had been slammed onto some rocks and the waves were moving on the canvas, creating the sounds. And El could have sworn he could hear the screaming, crying and panicked drowning of the crew. 

“What do you think of my new office?” Marshal Harral asked coming into the office with a smug grin on his face. 

El would have been more than glad to slap that silly grin off his face. As soon as he saw the Marshal in his full sterile white, perfectly pressed military uniform with golden threats running around the shoulder pads and his black cap with the Eye of Horus bound in the middle, he knew exactly what this meeting was.

It was a show of strength, power and politics. 

He had been summoned here because of who he was dating, not his skills, not his knowledge and not his ability.

Just once he wanted to be appreciated by the damn Ministry for what he did, not because of who he was dating. Aaron always loved his contributions to the Ministry, it was just a shame the bloody Ministry didn’t. 

“Apologies for pulling you away from your pressing duties, I heard about the Name murder this morning,” Harral said sitting down opposite El in another brown leather chair. 

“You are very well informed, Marshal,” El asked wanting to play it nice. He didn’t dare show the Marshal how a large lump of something was stabbing into his spine.

“I exist to be well-informed considering what is happening within the ministry. These are trying times young Mad... Eliott,” 

El just looked at the bastard. He might have been old school friends with the idiot and they had been close a few years ago before the power, knowledge and position within the Ministry had turned Harral into something El did not want to be associated with. So Harral knew him before he transitioned but he was clever enough never to make a mistake when it came to names.

He had almost deadnamed him on purpose. The bastard.

El stood up. “Aaron might be content with the magical and digital world Marshal, so he might be blind to the truths about human behaviour, their lies and deceptions. I am not. Tell me why you summoned me here so I can go back to my job,”

“Fine,” Harral said smiling. “The Lord Mages might be extremely powerful and influential within the Ministry. They are masters of knowledge, magical abilities and studying forbidden knowledge,”

El nodded and gestured him to cut to the chase.

“The Lord Mages are all being investigated by Lux and they are out for blood,” 

El stood up and hissed as a damn lump stabbed his spine as he got up. The sweet aromas of vanilla, coconut and lemons did nothing to make the pain less intense. This was bad. El had no idea the Ministry’s Internal Affairs division were investigating Aaron and the other Lord Mages.

It made no sense but someone was going to die.

“Their mission is twofold,” Harral said, his smile only growing. “One, they want to establish whether the Lord Mages need a non-Mage supervisor. Two, they want to seek out corruption and rule violations within the Order,” 

El laughed. “So that’s what this is all about. You came to me, for what? My support when the Lux order for a supervisor to be established. Did you honestly think I would convince Aaron to advocate for your appointment as his boss? And do you seriously believe the Lord Mages, that outrank you by five ranks, would accept you as their boss?”

El laughed even harder because Harral was insane if he actually believed that. Then he noticed Harral was about to open his damn mouth again, so he waved him silent.

“You almost deadname me, you lure me here to boost and seek my approval for something I flat out disagree with,” El said. “No, Marshal, I will not be helping you and I highly suggest you stop
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