Grimoire De Noir
By Giulio Russo

Prologue
105….

The night was cold as hell, the rain pounding against the top of my hood and shoulders in increasing numbers, I was keeping my self in the shadows, not even the little puffs of steam from my breath appears in the towering shadow in the alleyway.
106…


The guy I’ve been tailing the last several days, four or five maybe, I forgot which, as what happens when the only reason you’re conscious is the cheap swill they call coffee down at the loca…
107

… The local bodega. I swear if this isn’t the guy I’m going to boil that little punk who sold me the information in his own spit. 
108…


I’ve been watching this place for a while now, this seething cesspool of a bar called “Candy’s Potion Palace.” Looks like my kind of dive, actually. You would think the cold and rain and lack of sleep would be the worst part of this job, but no, it was the sign in the window telling me the name of place.  That damn sign buzzed on and off every three minutes or so, going from a bright pink to black, over and over, every few minutes. It wouldn’t bother me so much except for the fact that that I’ve been standing in this damn pouring rain for …109. One Hundred and nine times. That’s how many times that damned light blinked. That’s five and a half hours. I really hate this job someti… 

Wait, I’m getting off topic here. Let’s get back to the bar. I watch as the door to the place burst open. The ambient neon purple lights from inside the bar were bright enough to temporarily daze my eyes. With that and the combination of the rainy dark, I was able to make out a blurry purple pixie.
The purple pixie turned into a scantly clad barmaid as my eyes adjusted, and I heard her start spouting obscenities at the lump of cloth and flesh crumpled at her feet (Something about not manhandling the merchandise, either booze or girls, I can’t tell). The man on the floor spurted out something at her as he stood; I guessed it was either Gaelic or Drunken Pikey and then promptly giving her back the old crook and fist.  I knew this was my guy, Billy Bartz. 

After the bar door came swinging to a shut, I made my move. Coming out of the dark alley and straight across the street, grabbing the unsuspecting William by his coat, slamming him (nicely of course!) against the nearest wall, holding him there by the lapels of his jacket before letting him know why I was there.
“Alright Billy, Mrs. Bartz would like her rings back. Especially the one with the onyx in it,” I told him as I reached into my pocket, pulling out a rather large coin, something that could be confused with a pocket watch, or compass. 
“I dunno wha’ you’re talking about you bloody Daego! What rings?” Billy blathered out, sweating bullets already as I shoved him against the wall again, holding the circular metal object firmly to the scared drunk’s cheek.

“Don’t suppose you know what this is, do ya, Billy?” I asked while waiting for a reaction, seeing he knew. “Oh so you do Billy Boy? Not a lot of people can recognize a Djinn coin. Well that’s great. So you know it’s not too powerful, but it can heat up enough to boil water. I use it to keep my coffee warm when I’m out in bad weather like this.. It won’t melt skin, but it sure hurts somethin’ bad once I start rubbing the back of it… 
I continued to press the coin to his cheek, rubbing the back of it with my thumb, as way to activate it, steam already rising from the coin as the rain continued to fall. I knew that I couldn’t trust any answer he would’ve given me off the bat, so some trust needed to be built. Judging from the look in his eye, it was apparent that Billy was getting nervous, so despite his incoherent babbling, I knew I was getting closer. However, I want him to sweat a bit more before getting my answer. I mean, after all, we were building some trust.
After a few moments of his high pitched Irish slurring, I took the coin away, a nice big red imprint of the coin on his face, and a rather large grin on my own, “So are you going to give me the ring, Billy? Or would you like another taste of a fire spirit?” 
Holding the coin up still, I let Billy boy go to check his pockets, which he quickly rummaged through, bits of paper and trash flying out on the rain soaked pavement before he finally produced what I want, albeit covered in dirt and pocket crud.
“Good job Billy,” I told him as I yanked it from him. Of course I inspected the ring for all the right markings before looking him in the eye, “The nice, paying lady you stole this from will be more than glad to get this back from you Billy boy.”

“W-well you tell the old bat I ain’t no t’ief! It was just as much mine as t’was hers!” he sputtered at me as he straightened himself up, the slobber and spittle from his cries of pain and fear still clinging to the corners of his mouth.

He spat at the ground and sputtered a Gaelic curse at me; it fell on deaf ears of course, but not before he was silenced by my not so deaf fist. 

“Now Billy, I was trying to be nice and end this in a civil manner,” I told him as I helped him up again and dusted him off, “You keep mouthing off to me and I’m not gonna be so nice. Now go on home, Sober up, and if you want this ring back, like your Missus told me to tell you, you gotta talk to her directly.” 

At this point, the poor bastard started to cry. This is the part I hate most about divorce cases, though since I’ve switched clientele, this is the first one I’ve had. If it weren’t for the fact that this ring I now held was a powerful bit of magic, I probably wouldn’t have taken the case to begin with… that’s not true. My rent is due on Thursday.
My name is Michael Syracuse. I’m a private detective that deals mostly in magical item retrieval. Somehow I got to be known as THE Magic Detective. I guess it’s good to have a reputation in your specialty. This is the story of one of my first big cases. I’d like to think of it as the “Idiot’s Guide to Magical Detectiving” But you can just call this my Grimoire De Noir. 
