
The Flame 
 
It was only twelve in the afternoon, yet the Overseer of the West End of London had 
retreated to his office already. On other days, this would have been unusual, but it 
was no mystery to anyone that he was not a fan of festivities. The Summer Fete was 
the most anticipated holiday of the year for everyone; except him. 
 
The Trafalgar Clock Tower chimed in the distance three times-- it wouldn't do so 
again until the next day, when it struck twelve in the morning. Heat seeped through 
the windows as I walked down the hallway of the penthouse. There was a large door 
at the end that bore noticeable significance to the others. 
 
I knocked twice. 
 
“I’m asleep.” the Overseer said. He sounded muffled, as if his face was submerged in 
a cushion. 
“Heath, let me in.” I demanded.  
“What do you want, Titania?” 
“To talk.” 
 
There was frosty silence, which was broken when I heard, “Enter.” Twisting the brass 
knob, I pushed the door open. 
 
Heath lay sprawled on a crimson love-seat, his back facing the ceiling.  
A smell of stale sweat pervaded throughout the room and piles of paper were 
scattered around the desk that was pushed to the back. My nose wrinkled in disgust 
and I swatted at the air around it. 
 
Heaths arm was outstretched, and his first set of brands were visible under his left 
wrist, all various shades of blue. 
 
“Jesus…” I said. “You’d think something died in here.” 
Heath sat upright, bags lining his eyes. His hair cast a shadow over his pale forehead, 
and he flicked the mess out of the way. 
"I don't think I asked for your critique. Now, what do you want?" he snapped. 
 
I let the reply slide, and forced a strained smile. I walked to the farthest window and 
opened it. This smell wasn't helping anyone. 
"You should get out of here. Get some fresh air.” 
“Unnecessary. The people are too busy with their summer high jinks that they have 
no need for me for the time being. I should cherish the opportunity to rest while I 
can.”  
“At least take a shower, Heath.” I pleaded. 
“Bug off, will you? You take orders from me, not the other way around. Or has the 
heat boggled your mind so much that you’ve forgotten?” 
 
I flexed my jaw, my patience dripping. 
“I don’t know if it’s because you’ve been drinking way too much of that,” I pointed to 
a bottle of sherry besides the love-seat, and the cork was nowhere to be seen.  
 



"But you need to watch that damn mouth of yours when you talk to me, you hear? 
Now, I don't give a damn about whether or not you're my boss, but you better learn 
how to respect me, or you can kiss your precious little Healer goodbye." Heath 
scowled and looked away in shame. He hated to admit it, but Heath needed his 
anatomist more than anyone else; they were the hardest type of magician to come by, 
although many studied at the Academy. However, they weren't nearly as able as me, 
and Heath only recruited the best. 
 
The Overseer took a deep breath and looked up at me. His pupils were blood-red. 
For the first time in awhile, I felt in control of myself. 
 
“Very well. If I abide to your wishes, will you stop bothering me?" 
“And if you come downstairs for ten minutes. That’s all I ask of you.” 
He scoffed and rolled his eyes. 
“Fine. I’ll meet you down there.”  
I mock curtsied and walked out of the room. 
The walls of the hallway were a similar hue to my hair, a honey colour that suited the 
season. 
The rest of the guild would probably be outside, leading the celebrations. I plodded 
down the step and turned into the living room. 
 
The room was luxurious, and had a huge, scarlet rug near the sitting area. A 58-inch 
flat screen TV hung from the wall in front of the red sofa.  
"Good afternoon, Maggie." I said. The maid overlooked Soho from the thick window 
that stretched from the floor to the ceiling. You could barely see anyone from the top 
floor of the tower, but the 'Welcome to Carnaby Street' sign was distinguishable. 
 
Maggie turned around, smoothing down her grey hair. "Oh, my dear, I didn't hear 
you come in. Good afternoon." 
I smiled at her and looked around. "Have you seen Oakley today? I thought he'd be in 
here. " the butler was nowhere to be seen. 
"He should be in the kitchen, unless he's gone outside. That man turns into a party 
animal this time of the year." I laughed, and walked through the arch leading to the 
kitchen. A woman with porcelain skin tapped the white tabletop; scribbling down an 
digi-note. The LED lights that lined the edge of the table glowed. 
 
She turned, and her red ponytail which was held in a large cuff whipped around. 
"Titania, what're you doing here? Didn't I tell you to help prepare for the parade?" 
"Roux and Taylor are more than capable enough to do it themselves. Besides, I'm 
sure they can find someone to help them instead. It really isn't that big of a job."  
She tapped her foot impatiently and turned around as I walked to the door. I stopped 
at the last moment.  
"Cat," I said. "what's the matter with you? You've been in a mood since the beginning 
of summer." 
She waved her hand absently. "I'm fine. I've just got a lot on my plate right now; that 
lazy fool Heath isn't doing anything around here, so I've gotta do everything myself."  
"If you need any help, you can ask me. I am the vice lieutenant, you know." 
"Don't stress yourself. You're still young; enjoy your summer." I didn't appreciate 
being babied, but nevertheless, I shrugged with nonchalance. 
"Okay. Have you seen Dante?"  



She nodded. "He's gone to  collect the rent from Live & Love. Should be back soon." 
"Rent is due already?” I asked. It was usually collected at the end of the month. 
“Yeah. Heath wants his money in before the celebrations get too intense.”  
"Oh, alright, If you see him, tell him that I found his car keys; they're in the apple box 
in the study." She nodded 
 

Walking back up the step to the hallway, I turned, my back towards Heaths office 
door, facing the elevator. The door opened and as I walked into the spacious area, I 
pressed my finger to the scanner that, over decades, had replaced the buttons in most 
residential elevators. A line ran under my thumb and it glowed green once I had 
withdrew. 
 
Immediately, my personal dashboard appeared on the mirror, showing me the time, 
snippets of news and messages that I'd been sent. 
 
Titania Abbott. Good afternoon. 
A digitalised voice spoke.  
"Good afternoon, Banshee. Ground floor, please." 
 
Ground floor of Xavier Tower. Confirmed. 
 
The receptionist of the tower block tipped his hat as I pushed open the glass doors 
leading to Carnaby Street. 
 
The change in atmosphere hit me like a ton of bricks the moment my boot touched 
concrete. Almost as if on cue, the sound of twenty trumpets blew through the air, the 
bass from the guitars vibrating my insides.  
 
Although Carnaby was always alive, and renowned for its exuberance and 
flamboyance, I had never quite seen it like how I saw it now.  
 
The parade was a kaleidoscope of colour; canary yellow and sky blue, plum and 
cherry blossom. The hundreds of people here were dressed garishly, packed to form a 
living thing that swayed to the rhythm of the music.  
 
Plenty of things were happening at once, but there was no denying that a midget 
dressed in a crimson tunic, pants and shoes that stood atop a podium, spinning sticks 
of fire, was the centre of attention. 
 
He tossed the sticks up high, and shouted a word I couldn't hear. As he thrust his 
palms outward, the flames consumed the sticks in a split second. I had never seen an 
elemental magician use their powers in performance. The crowd gasped in awe as the 
magician twirled his finger and watched the orange fire spiral.  
 
Clapping his hands together, the fire formed the face of a tiger above the paraders, 
and extinguished after a few seconds. The crowd exploded in rapturous applause. I 
clapped, impressed; the man's Intent must have been incredibly attuned if he could 
produce a flame animal with such a basic physical movement.  
 



The dwarf bowed and hopped down the steps beside the stage. 
 
The next performer walked up onto the stage and I moved down the street, nodding 
my head to the music; this wasn't the music of an average, it sounded... unreal, 
somehow. A Minstrel was performing— the type of expressionist magician that 
manipulated sound.  
 
I walked through the crowd, and the smell of hot pastry wafted into my nose. If I said 
that there had been a lot of food, that would've been an understatement; every store 
and stall, regardless of whether or not they sold food regularly, were distributing 
some sort of consumable. 
The line for De Lucy's renowned beef patties snaked through the crowd for at least 
ten metres, although I was unsure whether or not some were customers or just party 
goers. 
 
Wading through the street, I peered towards the stage at the far end, propped up 
high so everyone could see. Rays of sunlight glanced off the steel drums, giving them 
a glow that seemed almost heavenly.  
To my left, I saw I face I recognised and walked nearer to her. 
 
Taylor was dancing with a dreaded boy who had an unlit cigarette on top of his ear. 
 
I called her name. Taylor looked towards me and grinned. 
She danced over, her brown skin shining. 
"Ti!" Taylor readjusted a wreath of pink magnolia on her head of curls. 
"So you finally chose to come out of that nest of yours." 
I laughed. “I just came to check on you and Roux."   
Taylor raised an eyebrow and smirked. "How convenient of you to check after we'd 

finished setting up."  
I raised my hands up. "Guilty. I should've known  not to try and sneak anything past 
a divine." We both laughed and Taylor looked around in awe. 
"The parade is pretty spectacular. We never celebrated at my school.” Taylor had 
been with us for eight months, so this was her first fete here. In Reno-London, there 
were only so many teachers of divine magic, so almost every opportunity they could 
get was spent on tutoring eager students. Or, in Taylor's case, less than eager 
students. 
 
"You aren't dancing!"  
I scoffed and placed my hands on my hips. “Believe me, if I danced, you’d think I was 
mad. Well, maybe if I hadn't accidentally hit you in the nose by then." 
Taylor laughed and moved over to Dreadhead, who stomped out a cigarette. 
 
Roux was nearby, singing along to the melodic pop medley that was being performed. 
She stood by the stairs that led onto the stage, nodding her head.  
 
I pushed through the crowd and vaulted over the metal barrier that separated the 
people from the performers. 
 
"Hey, Titania." she gave me a hug and pulled away quickly. She wasn't much younger 
than me, only by three years, but she was much more beautiful. "How's Heath?" 



"Your cousin is fine. He should be, anyways." I said to her. 
"Thank goodness. He had me worried sick." 
"You aren't the only one, believe me. I swear, one day, we should chuck all those 
grimy bottles of his into the Thames."  
Roux chuckled. "I wish it were that easy." 
"So what're you thinking about doing in September?" I asked her. 
She drummed her fingers on her lap. "I should be going back to France for a few 
months, if everything goes accordingly, to see my family. What about you?" 
 
"I want to go to University to do my Storms." 
Roux's eyes widened. "You're doing Storms at this age? That's gonna be... 
challenging, to put it mildly." 
"I said I wanted to do my Storms, I probably won't. Anyways, the sooner I do them, the 

sooner I'll become a qualified magician. I doubt that that'll happen anytime soon, though. I 

still have to work." 
"True. Maybe Heath will let you go on a sabbatical." 
I laughed and shook my head incredulously.  
"A year long sabbatical? Is that even a thing? Besides, Heath wouldn't allow me to. 
He needs me here." 
Roux shrugged and tossed her black hair to the side.  "I can give you some advice, if 
you would like it." 
"Alright, shoot. I'm in need of some motivation." She cleared her throat and looked 
up at me with golden eyes. 
"You need to take charge of yourself. Remember who you are. You're one of the most 
talented anatomists in London, and Heath knows that. He values you a lot; if you left 
the guild for a year, he wouldn't give your position away to any old urchin, would he? 
Everybody loves you, Titania. The Soho Sweetheart. If you left for good, everything 
would go downhill." 
I considered this whilst Roux stared at me, her expression soft and patient. 
Eventually, I met her gaze and smiled. 
"Thanks, Roux. I'll definitely think about it." I pulled her into a tight hug 
"De rien. Oh, and I'm having a leaving party at the end of the week, at the Live & Love."  
"I'll be there." I replied. 
"You'd better." 
 
I stood up and leapt over the fencing again, greeting the few people I recognised 
amongst the paraders. 
 
A lemonade stand to my right caught my attention, and a woman at the stall gestured 
me over with gloved hands. 
I took a cup and dropped a pound into her hand. 
Bringing it to my lips, I downed a quarter of it in one gulp and covered my mouth as I 
belched with satisfaction.  
Scrunching my cup up, I tapped my foot to the beat. The parade was only just 
livening up, and more and more people poured in by the minute. 
 
“Titania, come in!” A fruity voice came from ahead. Poking his head out of the door 
of a bakery, a man that looked as if he’d been bathing in ingredients beckoned me 
closer. Patches of flour dusted his cheeks and forehead, and ran down his red striped 
apron. 



 
“It’s nice to see you again, Mr Fiore.” I walked towards his bakery. Cat’s father bore 
hardly any likeness to her; at times, it was hard to remember that they were even 
related. Where Cat was ginger, Franco was brunette, and although she had green 
eyes, her father’s were dark blue.  
 
“How is Catarina?”  
“She’s good. We’re all keeping on our toes with the fete going on.” Well, all of us 
except Heath.  
The door closed behind me as I entered the shop, which was about as big as a master 
bedroom. 
 
There was a roaring fireplace by the wall, spitting embers that extinguished before 
they could set anything alight. The walls were burnished in brown wallpaper, from 
the William Morris era, and the wooden floor was slightly creaky under both of our 
weight. It wasn’t the brightest of places, which was ironic, seeing as Franco was one 
of the friendliest people you could ever meet. 
 
He walked behind the counter. 
 
“Cat told me about Heath…” His expression darkened. “Is he getting better?” I 
wondered who else knew about Heath's behaviour. 
“Yeah, he’s getting there. He should be good as new in a while. I got him to clean 
himself up.” I replied. 
“Send him my regards. I’m worried about him.” Heath had moved the Fiore’s to 
Carnaby Street after Cat had been offered a job here as the third guildsman. I wasn't 
surprised that Franco was concerned about his well being. 
 
“He’ll pull through. He’s just had a bit too much of the bottle, is all.” 
“Of course he will.” Franco forced a smile, and I returned it reassuringly.  
“Where are Rafaelle and Bianca?” I asked. 
“Oh, they’re somewhere outside. You know how excited everyone get’s about these 
events.”  
I nodded. Turning around, I came face to face with Lady Tella; a six foot tall statue of 
a busty woman wearing a tight corset, her stone face poised in a graceful expression. 
I jumped.  
 
Mr Fiore chuckled as I turned towards the rickety staircase that led to the living area 
of the home, walking past portraits in bronze frames.  
 
Considering the amount of money Catarina earned from the guild, I was surprised 
that she hadn't renovated the  shop, even a little bit. 
 
The walls of the lounge were adorned in lace drapes that stretched and piled onto the 
floor. There was a small, musty window above the mantelpiece, and I peered out of it, 
scanning the crowd. My eyes eventually stumbled upon someone coming out of the 
tower; I squealed with happiness and ran downstairs, bursting through the door.  
 
“So you finally appear, huh?” I asked Heath once I emerge from the store. He was 
dressed in a scarlet, velvet waistcoat, a black cravat jutting through the hole in 



between the two buttons. I pointed it out and he hurried to fix it. On his feet were a 
pair of shiny leather dress shoes. 
 
Although he looked as if he could be having dinner with the Grand Overseer, he 
would call this leisurewear. 
 
His raven hair was parted on the side and he wore his signature grin; charming, 
devilishly handsome and dangerous all at the same time.  
 
“I never make promises I can’t keep, you know that, Ti.” He traced a finger down his 
black lapel and looked at me. “What exactly do you expect me to do here?” 
“Have fun. Socialize. Dance, do something! Don’t you ever get bored of drinking all 
day?” 
“Don’t you get bored of doing this all day?” He swept his hand over the crowd. 
"I mean, I find it impossible to imagine how you find all this crap fun." 
I narrowed my eyes.  
“I don’t care what you do, boss. But you’re not going back in the penthouse for 
another twenty minutes, minimum." 
He frowned indignantly.  "You said ten!" 
"I changed my mind." I replied, already walking away towards the tower. 
 
I left him standing there in the heat of the sun, the music still pumping through the 
air.  
He glanced helplessly at me, and I suppressed a snigger. 
 
I walked out of the elevator and took a deep breath. As I walked down the step, I 
heard a deep wailing. My heart pounding, I ran to the source and burst through into 
the conservatory.  
Black hair cascaded down the back of a caramel skinned man, and he lay hunched 
over someone that I couldn't see. 
My stomach plummeted and I whispered, "Glen?" Trembling, he turned slowly and 
made way for me to behold the horror before him. Maggie lay on the floor, a pool of 
blood forming underneath her head. I didn't need to check her pulse to know that she 
was dead. 
 


