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  Synopsis


Love is a heart’s trick 
A soul’s bargain
And for Raven Folk, an eternal bond 


Kev Brannon 
I will die on Samhain, unless kissed by my true love. She can’t know of my curse either. The problem, besides the obvious? My betrothed left me three years ago. Now my tribe is forcing me to marry into another Caravan. But, for me, there is only one choice—win back the girl I never stopped loving or die trying. 
Skye Fiachna 
Walking away from Kev Brannon nearly destroyed me. I didn’t want to break his heart. But our families had created a far crueler fate. Now he’s back, despite being required to marry another, a decision our tribe bound in magic. If I don’t resist him, I risk cursing us both. And, stars help me, if I do? He’ll forever belong to another . . .

HEARTSHOT is a 15,000-word second chance romance from THE NIGHT MARKET, a standalone fae romantasy set in the Bound by Ravens world. 






  
  Dear Reader

Origins and Content Considerations


Welcome to HEARTSHOT, a second chance romance short story set in THE NIGHT MARKET, originally published with The Bookish Box Romance Anthology Vol. 2. This is a SPOILER FREE 15,000 word story and can be read before any book in the Bound by Ravens Novel series.  

Are you an audiobook listener? HEARTSHOT is featured as bonus content at the end of THE HEARTBREAK SHOW, narrated by Stewart Crank and Kirsty Geddes. 

If you haven't ready any other books in the BOUND BY RAVENS NOVEL series, be sure to check out the interconnected dark-around-the-edges fantasy romcom standalones, steeped in Irish mythology, lore, and Victorian crime underbelly escapades. 

Bound by Ravens
The Night Market
The Heartbreak Show

CONTENT CONSIDERATIONS 
	Alcoholic, gambling addicted, neglectful parents

	Colonial themes of genocide and ethnic cleansing

	Enslavement of children (for thieving and menial tasks)

	Lottery situation for forced marriage




I try to keep descriptions mild-medium and off-page, but there is nothing mild or off-page about this reality for many. Please put your mental health first. 


All right, I'll let you get to it. Oh and one last thing:

May faerie bargains be ever in your favor . . . 


— Jesikah Sundin 






  
  CHAPTER ONE

Skye Fiachna


 Day Before of the Autumn Night Market


      [image: ]My body jerked with a rough crank of the fly rig’s wheel. 
I pressed my lips together in silent warning while my annoying cousin snickered behind the backdrop, the eejit.
Up and up I went above the murmuring crowd below me, an ornate longbow carved by the wild fae in my hands. The wires attached to the harness dug into my exposed shoulder blades as I flipped to hang upside down, blindfolded. A ridiculous contraption given I had large, black raven wings. But flying in an enclosed tent tore the canvas from its stakes and collapsed the tent.
I wouldn’t shed a tear, though, if canvas suddenly smothered the drunk man hollering lewd comments from the back row. Pretty sure the lass behind him was about to stab the arse with her hat pin, goddess bless her. 
Alas, the last thing West Tribe needed was one more incident. I could still smell the smoke on my costume from the angry flames last week—a devastating oil lamp fire that destroyed a third of our Caravan’s supplies, which forced us to cancel several coin-earning acts this week.
We were now teetering on the verge of bankruptcy.
And heartbreak.
The names of fifteen lads were pulled from a hat in a lottery as sacrifices to recoup costs—a hat. As if their lives were a cheap magic trick. The selected were then required to hunt for a mate from a different Caravan and hand her entire dowry over to the tribe or invite a curse followed by banishment. I could hear the ladies practically swooning already. Nothing said wedded bliss of convenience like desperate, magically bound suitors. And us unwed girls? We were not allowed to marry. No dowries were permitted to leave West Tribe. 
It was an absolute outrage. All of it.
How could the elders be so heartless?
My “blindfolded” eyes dipped to the dainty daisy-chain bracelet on my wrist, one I hadn’t worn in years, and I swallowed back the rising bile.
Of all the names that could be selected, why his?
But I knew why. There was nothing random about his selection.
It hurt to breathe. My pulse keened in my veins and I clenched my jaw. Never mind that I could no longer claim him as mine before the lottery. Not since I ruined everything three years ago—to the delight of my family and the shame of his.
The bowstring sliding across my leather bracer tightened in my well-practiced grip. A pulse of magic traveled down my arm to illusion a dance of starlight around the arrow’s tip. My cousin lifted a thumbs up from behind the backdrop and my ascent stopped. Blowing out a slow breath, I pushed away the heavy thoughts of Kev Brannon and drew the bowstring back a little more—
—and released.
The crowd silenced in anticipation.
Today was Áine’s Day, when Raven Folk began their courting rituals by first honoring the goddess of love and light, the goddess of faeries. And I, a runaway bride, was scantily dressed as this very goddess in a costumed flower- and ribbon-adorned corset, bloomers, stockings, and boots to kick-off the Autumn Night Market in a mainstage pre-show event.
An annual market where all four Caravan tribes gathered to celebrate the New Year and find mates.
The irony of playing Áine would be hilarious if my heart were not aching.
The arrow whooshed toward its target: a wooden cutout of a mortal gent and lady embraced in a kiss. Well, the target I was supposed to hit. But that would be too easy on a crowd seeking good luck in romance, aye?
Love was a heart’s trick and a soul’s bargain.
And to Raven Folk, an eternal bond.
Right before releasing, I angled my longbow’s aim to the painted cutout of a lovesick cow pining for a bull that was kissing a different cow—poor cow. Naturally, the arrow hit the “bull’s eye.”
Laughter and groans erupted from the audience.
“Take courage, dear hearts,” I melodiously shouted over the crowd. “His wandering eye is struck from your life.” I pointed to the black fabric they believed obscured my view. “You will not be blinded by love.”
Ladies clapped and cheered.
The quiver strapped to my thigh and waist boasted a lid on both the top and bottom to prevent falling arrows. But also to grant me safe access while dangling upside down. I unclasped the hinged cover and retrieved another shaft then looped it closed once more. 
The crowd playfully shouted pleas to hit the love mark this time.
My wings gently fluttered wide behind me. Nocking the fresh arrow, I dramatically lifted my longbow and aimed at the painted couple locked in True Love’s Kiss. Magic pulsed down my arm and, this time, I illusioned blue and purple fire around the arrowhead—Áine’s holy flames. 
“Ladies, lift your voices in prayer!” I shouted. “What will you sacrifice for true love? Let’s bargain!”
Cheering, the girls began singing the age-old Folk song.
 
Áine, Áine I plead a boon.
Take my dreams, take my tears, take my gran’s wisdom from my growing years.
But say he’ll love me true.
 
“Gents,” I shouted next. “What will your heart sacrifice? Let’s bargain!”
The lads in the room picked up the lyrics where the ladies ended.
 
Áine, Áine use your fire blue.
Take my laughter, take my song, take my shortest days and the ones growing long.
But say she’ll love me too.
 
The arrow shot from my fingers and struck the painted heart nestled between the two kissing lovers. That same moment, from a side panel out of view of the audience, my cousin blew chalk dust he had illusioned into blue flames. The anointed couple blazed bright with love’s undying fire and the crowd roared.
But my heart . . . my heart burned with regret. And yet, if I could go back in time to that fateful night beneath the Truth Telling Tree, my hands clasped in Kev’s to exchange vows, I would still walk away.
His family wanted to cage me for political gain and mine wanted to clip his family’s wings in trade. I only wanted Kevin Brannon, not several hundred years of being pitted against each other to keep peace between our trickster clans.
The fly rig creaked as I was lowered back to the ground.
Mortals and fae spilled from the tent toward the revel, where they would feast and dance until dawn. Tomorrow, when the sunset bells tolled, the Autumn Night Market would officially open for the Fire Dance . . . and I would break anew.
“Goddess, I plead a boon,” I whispered while flipping to lower with feet pointed toward the ground. “Take my bow, take my aim, take all my guilt and none of my blame. But give Kev Brannon a love that’s true.”
And give me one too.






  
  CHAPTER TWO

Kev Brannon


Day Before of the Autumn Night Market
Kev: 8 days left to live


      [image: ]Kevin ó Brannon of West Tribe, you shall live one day for each hour passed on the timepiece you stole from me.
I tapped my fingers on my family’s table of “magical” bits and baubles and swallowed thickly. The old Crone’s cackle still rang sharply in my ears.
Nine suns and eight moons count your ticking heart’s clock.
I pushed off the table and peered around the Autumn Night Market to distract my spiraling thoughts. In a few minutes, visitors would leave the main tent and exit into the roped off corner of selected merchants and eatery wagons around the outdoor dance floor for the Áine’s Day celebration.
My throat constricted again. Skye was the final act in tonight’s pre-revelry show.
The girl I almost married. The one who rejected me in the end.
Unless saved by True Love’s Kiss before Samhain, pretty faeling, you will die.
Lanterns in a myriad of colors dangled from mossy tree branches. Chimes sang in the leaf-tossed breeze. Many of the merchant carts, potion wagons, as well as various trees were decorated with illusioned vines, flowers, flitting butterflies, and glowing lunar moths.
But all I saw was Skye Fiachna’s beautiful face.
An ill-humored laugh puffed from my tightening chest.
Of course her kiss would be what saved me. Of all the fecking shite luck. And for what? I was stealing to earn enough coin to purchase Daran, my thirteen-year-old indentured foster sister, before West Tribe traded her to pay off my mam’s gambling debts.
Such a stupid, desperate moment. Aye, I knew harming one in their wisdom years earned disfavor from the gods. But I didn’t equate thieving a pocket watch as harmful. Nor did I know the elderly mortal was the Crone in disguise.
Not a mere village witch or a forest hag either.
No, I was cursed by a Sister’s Three, a legendary creature of fae who wandered Caledona Wood while shapeshifted into one of the three aspects of a female’s life: the Mother, the Maiden, or the Crone.
The only reason I still had eight days to grieve my impending death instead of rotting beneath the dirt was because the Maiden, apparently, interceded for me to have the lighter curse and the Crone, by talking back and forth to herself, agreed. Weirdest fecking moment of my life.
Most terrifying too.
I had two choices before me: do what I should have done years ago and attempt to reignite courtship with Skye and hope she didn’t believe it was all a trick once I could speak of the curse . . . or choose death and make my lottery bride a widow within seconds of our nuptials.
To chase after Skye was a fool’s game.
To not chase after her was one too.
Eight. Fecking. Days. Left.
“Ho there, Traveler.” A mortal gent in his early twenties approached my family’s table, snapping me from my tumbling thoughts. He tipped his top hat in greeting, then pointed at a display of rings. “Any spelled for love?”
“Oh aye,” I said and lifted a ruby solitaire an indentured had nicked at a different market. “Slip this on her finger
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