
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Shifty Champion

        

        
        
          The Shifty Magician

        

        
        
          Cathy Smith

        

        
          Published by Cathy Smith, 2020.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE SHIFTY CHAMPION

    

    
      First edition. June 16, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 Cathy Smith.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393430520

    

    
    
      Written by Cathy Smith.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1-Help Wanted
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My master promoted me from minion to apprentice. So far this meant added responsibilities and better pay and commissions.

Damien still made me do the household chores and errands, though he’d added classes to my workload. Plus, my pose as his man of business was too lucrative for him to delegate to someone else.

My current skills were modest. I could jinx, had intuition and brewed the simple medical and housecleaning potions. These potions were good to keep in stock but below a master magician’s dignity. So Damien taught me how to brew them than left it to me to keep them in stock.

I could use most magical tools, which the Trade considered a job skill too. So far I was most proficient at using a cleaning wand I found at Quinn’s Emporium, which catered to the Trade. It was more useful to me than the wands that made grandiose claims of power. Damien disapproved of wands but allowed me to use this one.

He’d complained that the magical broom was “typical” when I bought it, but I assured him it was for cleaning. Making the broom sweep for me unnerved my cat familiar Scrappy. Of course, I’d been forced to shoo him away twice with said broom, and he held a grudge against it.

He growled at it as if it was an unwary mouse. I ignored him as I commanded it to sweep up his used sand into a dustpan and place it into an empty bag. Then use the wand to pour a fresh bin in his sandbox.

Damien’s raven Tobias considered my housework a spectacle worthy of heckling. He snorted when I moved onto the dirty dishes.

I picked up a dish that now had a mirror-like shine. “Do you want me to build character and do household the old-fashioned way?” I asked him.

He sighed at this. Only light magicians cared about “character.”

“I have only two hands, Tobias and Damien’s given me a sales quota to meet. How am I to find prospects and keep this townhouse clean if I have to do everything myself?” I asked him.

He fluttered his wings. “These cleaning tools are lightside tricks. They’ll refuse to clean up dark magic residue.”

I shrugged. “Maybe so but there’s no harm in giving them simple household tasks to lighten my workload.”

Indeed, I’d go through every room once a week to magic away the dusting. It got the job done fast but was as exhausting as doing things by hand. Thanks to these factors only two to three rooms got cleaned in a day.

Some rooms were big and messy. I wasn‘t able to work on any other rooms when I cleaned them.

“We need a new minion. It can’t be good for your career as a black magician’s apprentice to be so reliant on a lightside trick.”

I shuddered at this. I’d been a minion, and I’d hate to inflict that duty on someone else.

“Do you think I could find a minion that operates the magical cleaning tools?” I asked Tobias.

“They’d think you were teasing them by only letting them use cleaning tools.” Tobias said.

“Not everyone in the Trade wants to be some grand master.” I was an apprentice, and I had no such ambition myself. There were still worthwhile magical skills worth cultivating though. They were still useful even if they didn’t give me ultimate power. “Surely someone would be glad to use a modest tool for cleaning?”

Tobias laughed. “You make it sound so innocent and sensible.”

“And you sound like some churchgoer who thinks we use all magic for evil purposes.” I countered.

He snorted at this.

I took the bag of used sand into the trash before I fed the familiars for the day. Tobias didn’t want my hands getting dirty before I served his food so had no snide comments on the wand.

I laid out Scrappy’s fish and last night’s meat leftover’s for Tobias. Tobias preferred carrion but made do with aged meat. The animals stopped watching me once their needs were met.

Then it was time to wash my hands and make a light breakfast for Damien. Brew some coffee, fry some ham, slice a grapefruit and toast some bread. Damien ate breakfast at home. Luckily for me, they served luncheon and supper at the social events and venues he attended.

I collected the periodicals from the front step and the mail. Then sorted out the mail. It took fine motor control and discretion to cook meals, sort the mail, so it wasn’t worth using the wand on that.

My promotion meant I received various trade related flyers and notices. My master received those and letters from women. It was like he was perpetually receiving valentines. Some of them were elegant. Others were garish.

I set the women’s letters aside. It was hard for me to tell who was in favor and who wasn’t, so I didn’t cull them. That’s why I made sure there was an empty garbage bin at the breakfast table, so Damien could sort them himself. However, I noticed there was one feminine hand that wrote on silver paper. They sealed their letters with a diamond signet. He always accepted these letters, no matter who his current favorite was. I assumed she must either be beautiful or so powerful that Damien dared not cross her.

I laid everything out for Damien and poured out a coffee for myself. When Tobias finished his breakfast he flew onto his perch in the breakfast room to await the day’s orders.

Scrappy found a sunny spot in the room and took his morning nap. He was my familiar and should’ve awaited my orders. I was lucky he stuck close by me at all.

I gathered my courage while I waited for Damien Rathschild to make his appearance. Housework was my duty as a minion, but shouldn’t be now that I was an apprentice.

It took more than one person to maintain a home of this size. The most misanthropic black magician I’d ever known had had household servants. Surely Damien Rathschild could find discreet and loyal household staff? Making me do the household chores was a false economy.

Such were my furious thoughts as I prepared my argument. It’d do no good to complain about my duties. He couldn’t care less about fairness. He believed in making the best use of his resources, though. My hours of work as his man of business was too valuable to waste with hours of drudgery. Every hour I spent cleaning this townhouse was one less hour I billed to our clients.

Damien came down and sorted his correspondence first. I had to wait for him to sort the letters before he talked to me. He deposited half the letters in the trash bin. Then he set the other half aside and opened them one by one. I started when he shoved the open letters to me. “I want you to pay these invoices.”

“Invoices?” He was so striking I assumed his appeal to women was natural charisma. Though I knew he was always generous to his current favorite.

Seeing my frown, he sighed, “The demimonde are my best informants on my enemies’ activities. I disguise my payments as compensation for services rendered. Anyone who knows of my payments assumes I’m one of their many admirers.”

He tapped one letter in particular. It was one with a silver diamond sigil. “Mathilde Kildare has a commission for us. A mystery man has become the patron of too many younger enchantresses. She wants us to investigate him.”

“Is he collecting a harem?” I asked.

Damien sighed. “Mathilde doesn’t care if he’s gathering them for himself. However, he may be grooming young ladies to sell to other buyers.”

“She thinks he’s a white slaver?” I asked.

“It’s happened to enchantresses before.” He shrugged.

I knew better to refuse him, but used this as an opening. “My current workload means I may not give this task as much attention as it deserves.”

His brows rose. “You have other commissions?”

I set my cup of coffee down and ticked off my duties on my hand.

“No, but my housekeeping duties take up a quarter of my time and energy. I spend another quarter on my man of business duties. Then there are my classes. This limits my time for investigations.”

I figure the housekeeping duties are the one negotiable variable.”

Tobias opened his beak in prelude to chanting, “You will soon be carrion.”

Scrappy opened his eyes and his ears perked forward.

Damien sniffed as if he already smelled a stench.” I refuse to live in a garbage heap."

“I’m not suggesting you lower your personal hygiene standards.”

His brows rose as he sipped his coffee. “Then what are you suggesting?”

“Josiah Nesfer was the most misanthropic black magician in Ilan. If he could have a household full of servants, I don’t see why we can’t hire a housekeeper for this establishment. Every hour I have to spend on housecleaning is one less hour I can bill our clients.” I said.

“You are free to hire any freelancers you want to outsource tasks to. However, I expect you to handle their compensation, and manage their job performance.” Damien said.

“Is that a yes or no?”

“Those are the conditions I insist on if you hire a housekeeper.” He said as I sighed in relief. “You can use your extra billable hours to earn money for their salary.”

I nodded at this. I expected nothing less than this and was confident I could adhere to these terms.
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Chapter 2-The Job Vacancy
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Call me selfish, but finding a housekeeper took precedence for me. I’d investigate the potential white slaver when I settled the issue.

I rated black magicians the same as criminals and there were well off criminals I knew who had servants too.

My former employer’s servants knew what he was and served him well. Surely he’d know where to find loyal employees in the Underworld.

“I’ve been promoted at work and need someone to take over my housekeeping duties. How can I find someone reliable?”

“Most people view servants as human furniture,” Benny James shrugged when I asked him for advice.

“But you’re not a regular employer. What’s stopping them from informing on you?”

He sighed. “I have three rules for servants. A fair number don’t care what you do as long as you’re discreet. Keeping up your own appearance helps them keep up theirs.”

“Second: Don’t be cheap. Don’t expect them to work for prestige. There’s always a chance your enemies will outbid you. Yet, you don’t want them so impoverished they have to supplement their income. You don’t want them informing on you to get a living wage.

I thought of Damien and his dark magic rituals and duels. “What about others who are more hardcore than you? What do they do?”
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