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  This story is a work of fiction and is a product of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to person's living or dead is purely coincidental.




  Death by Magic




  I had just parked my rusting Lotus in front of the Ye Olde Dragon’s Guild Building—my PI office is on the sixth floor of a four-story walk-up (don’t ask, you don’t wanta know)—when my cell phone erupted with the deep south standard, Dixie.




  I immediately recognized the number on the glowing call display. Why was Owlen calling me from his cell already?




  I flipped my phone open. “Where are you?”




  “At the corporate headquarters of Y. O. Fortunate Message…”




  I knew them. They made the little messages that went into the fortune cookies.




  “We found their Vice-President of Sorcery face down in his Won-ton soup…” As usual Owlen used his best dull-investigator voice.




  “Accidental drowning?”




  “I dun’ wanta say any more over an open phone line.” The line went dead.




  Owlen doesn’t share my bent sense of humor. “Yeah. I’ll be there in twenty,” I said to myself.




  I was ten minutes from resting my weary head on the pillow at the end of my ancient overstuffed couch, but now Owlen Vay had sabotaged my perfect plan. There’d be no rest for the wicked this night.




  I pushed my frustration and overtired attitude deeper into my guts twisted by too much bad coffee over the last three days and nights. I knew I should have listened to the little voice inside my head whispering to stop and eat something solid. But I was too tired to eat, and too tired to argue with anyone, even my little voice.




  I took a deep breath of the city into my nicotine stained lungs through the open window of the Lotus.




  The warm night air of the Fraser Valley washed over me through the open car window offering to keep me awake. Most people think the smell of cauldron smog is revolting, but not me. To me it smells like ambrosia. I guess it was the big city guy bred into me by my late parents.




  Maybe, rather than drive home, I should have taken up Liz’s offer. Sure she was a hot dame, but I had rules concerning grateful clients. And rule number one: never sleep with a client. Sleeping with broads who pay your bills too often leads to avoidable and frequently messy complications.




  It had taken me six days to cast Liz’s personal demon into the hell it came from, and she was so grateful she offered me a sleep over.




  I was amazed when she actually looked sad when I refused and instead accepted her healthy check. Five hundred a day plus expenses was the going rate; if I slept with every beautiful client I worked for I wouldn’t feel right about taking their money. After all once in awhile even I need to eat, but man, did that doll have some gams…whew….




  My oldest friend, Owlen Yonkers Vay, was my contact inside the Ye Olde Vancouver PD. He was the senior detective on the Y.O. Paranormal Investigative Service Squad—these days all companies use the Ye Olde tag at the beginning of their company name. Owlen and I shorten the tag to Y.O. because it had made the Yellow Pages obsolete. And we loved the Yellow Pages--and my former college roommate.




  Long before he worked for PISS, Owlen and I attended Y. O. Magic Arts College together. Owlen made more of himself with his degree than I ever did.




  Of course, the Y. O. Mythical Creatures Equal Employment Act of 1984 had opened the doors for trolls like Owlen, and others of his ilk too often shunned by society. These days he had equal access to job opportunities like everyone else.
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