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For Rowan, because he thought the car
shouldn’t be able to cross to Faerie.







Chapter 1

At first Kelly thought the pull of the
steering wheel was due to a combination of the rain and the rough
condition of the narrow road. It took her another couple of minutes
of fighting to keep the car on the road to realize it had to be a
flat tire. She pulled over and sat staring out into the rain.
Just effing great. I’m on some teeny little road in the middle
of the Welsh countryside, following the damn GPS because I have no
idea where I’m going and now I get gifted with a flat tire. Where
the hell is AAA when you need it? Try another country. She
zipped up her coat and climbed out. Going around to the front of
the car, the passenger side front tire was absolutely hanging off
the rim flat. Heaving a heavy sigh, she walked around to the back
of the Land Rover and opened the back to find the jack.

It took her at least ten minutes to get the
jack in place and raise the SUV enough to change the tire. She
managed to get one lug nut off but the next one wasn’t budging.
Kelly speculated that it had been put on with one of those
pneumatic things that tightened the nuts far more than the average
person could. She was about ready to haul off and kick the tire in
frustration when she saw the flash of headlights. A dark colored
car pulled up behind her Rover and a man got out. For a moment her
chest squeezed tight. Here she was alone and vulnerable on a dark
country road.

“Do you need a hand?” asked the man as he
approached.

“Um, yes please. I’m having trouble with the
stupid lug nuts.”

He held out his hand for the wrench. “I can
probably get them off.”

Kelly handed him the wrench, prepared to run
off into the darkness if he made a threatening move.

He didn’t. As he proceeded to remove the lug
nuts, he said, “It’s a really crap night for a puncture.”

“Yeah, not that there’s any great time for
one.”

“American?”

“Yeah.”

“Are you on holiday?” he asked, pulling the
wheel off.

“No, I just started a new job in
Cardiff.”

“Nice city. You want me to put this one in
the boot?”

Boot? Oh yeah, he meant the trunk, Kelly
translated. “Yeah, I’m gonna have to get it repaired or
replaced.”

As he started to roll the tire past her, she
flinched back out of his way. The oblique light from the headlights
of his car caught his concerned frown. He pulled something from his
pocket and her heart just about stopped.

“I’m a detective for the South Wales Police.
Here’s my ID. You look a little skittish, so let me reassure you
that I’m not some wandering axe murderer.” He held out the flat
leather case.

Kelly took it gingerly from his hand and
opened it. There was a shield on one side and a photo ID on the
opposite side. It read -Jason Carlisle and labeled him exactly as
he said, detective for the South Wales Police. It wasn’t exactly an
iron clad guarantee that he was who he claimed to be but it did
calm her fears a little.

He lifted the damaged tire into the back and
started freeing the one on the back door. She eyed his face and
compared it to the picture as best she could in the bad lighting.
He was probably on the far side of forty, nice cheek bones,
prominent nose and deep laugh lines. It was a lived in kind of face
and she found she thought he was fairly good looking.

He rolled the new tire back to the naked axel
and shoved it into place. Kelly handed the ID back to him, and he
put it inside his jacket.

“I’m Kelly Bridges. I work for Whitechurch
Hospital.”

“Nurse?”

“No, doctor.”

They were both pretty wet by the time
Detective Carlisle cranked the jack back down, lowering the Rover
onto four wheels again. Kelly felt guilty about all the trouble the
man had gone to in such awful weather.

“Can I buy you a beer or hot cup of tea
somewhere? I really owe you,” she said.

He gave her a half grin. “There’s a pub about
a mile and half up the road. I could do with a pint.”

“I’ll follow you, because unless you have an
address I can plug into my GPS, I don’t really know where I
am.”

“That’s okay. It’s not far.” He climbed into
his car.

~

During the five minute drive, Jason
considered the woman he’d just helped. She definitely had been a
bit frightened by his arrival. A woman alone at night on a little
traveled road ? Yeah she had every logical reason to be skittish. A
situation like that could get her robbed, raped or murdered. He’d
seen the outcome of all three.

He pulled into the parking lot of the Fox and
Grapes. It wasn’t a favorite, but it was warm, dry and likely to
have at least a handful of patrons even on a soggy night. He
watched her park before he got out and jogged through the rain to
get inside. She came in a moment later.

As she pushed back her hood and unzipped her
jacket, he gave her the once over. She had shoulder length dark
hair, brown eyes, and an oval face, was about 1.7 meters tall, and
had a soft curvy body with wide hips and a generous bust line. How
was that for splitting the difference between a suspect’s
description and checking a lady out?

“Are you soaked through?” he asked.

“Only about half. Jesus, I think I’ve only
seen the sun three times in the whole month I’ve been here.”

“It’s been a rather wet spring. So where were
you going when you got the puncture?”

“Puncture? Oh, you mean the tire. A colleague
of mine had given me an address for a place somewhere near Swansea
that does artsy handmade furniture and since my apartment is fairly
barren, I’d been out there to go shopping.”

“Since your boot was empty, I’m guessing you
didn’t buy anything,” Jason surmised.

“It was really nice stuff, but more expensive
than I was planning to spend.” She walked to the bar. “Order away,
I’m paying.”

Jason ordered a pint of Bitters and she asked
for tea. They retreated to a table along a window.

“Just tea?” Jason asked.

“I’d rather have coffee, but I learned my
lesson. Most of the pubs have coffee that will dissolve the lining
of your stomach.”

“Yeah, that sounds about right.”

They spent the better part of an hour
chatting about Kelly’s adjustment to living in Wales. Jason found
it curious that she gave away precious little personal information
beyond where she worked and a few details about food and furniture
preferences. She was definitely a careful one and he sensed a
secret within her. Maybe it was the mystery or maybe it was just
that he was attracted to her, but Jason found himself hoping maybe
they’d meet again.

As she stood up to leave, he handed her one
of his business cards. “In case you have any more car trouble. Even
if I’m not in the area, I can arrange a squad car to swing by and
lend a hand.”

She smiled. “Thanks.”


Chapter 2

The SatNav voice chirped “at the next
roundabout, third exit,” and Jason Carlisle glared at his partner,
Bryn Kendrick, who spun the car around the tight turn. Bryn was
tall and thin, with blond hair and a face that looked like it
belonged on a magazine cover. Jason had worked with the git for
eight years and thought of him as nearly family.

“I’d like to get there in one piece,”
Carlisle groused.

“You just hate it when I drive,” replied
Bryn, giving Jason a wry grin. “Where the hell are we going
anyway?”

“Codiad yr Haul Manor, and since the robbery
occurred at some unspecified time over the weekend, there’s no
bloody great hurry to get there.”

Bryn held up two fingers in a casually
obscene gesture. “What was taken?”

“A mirror.”

“Big? Small?”

Jason glanced at his notebook. “Fairly small.
It’s listed as a thirty-four cm tall hand mirror dating from
roughly 50 AD. It has a carved bone handle, one side is made of
polished bronze, the other side apparently is obsidian. They
forwarded a photo taken two years ago during an insurance
inventory.”

“What was it valued at?”

“Eleven thousand pounds.”

“I could buy a good second hand car for that,
but it’s not exactly a fortune,” commented Bryn.

“True.”

Codiad yr Haul Manor was just one of the many
small historical sites that dotted the Welsh landscape. As Bryn
turned the car into a tiny car park at the end of a heavily tree
lined drive, he asked, “So why is this place on the Cadw list?”

“Um, a notable collection of Victorian era
furniture I think.”

Bryn parked the car next to the police
forensic van that had arrived before them. “Victorian? What does a
two thousand year old mirror have to do with Victorian
furniture?”

“I have no idea,” Jason replied as he got out
of the car.

They were met at the entrance to the house by
a gray haired woman in a slightly wrinkled navy blue skirt suit.
She appeared to be somewhat flustered.

“I’m Isobel Michaelson. I’m the curator. I
really have no idea how such a thing could have happened. We have a
security system,” she babbled.

“I’m D. I. Jason Carlisle. This is D.I. Bryn
Kendrick. Maybe we could start by having a look at the area the
mirror was taken from?”

“Oh, yes of course.”

Jason and Bryn followed her through a series
of rooms into a long narrow hallway. At the far end was a large
case made of dark wood and filled with numerous shelves of objects.
The glass was smashed in one of the doors.

“This is one of our better ‘curiosity
cabinets’ dating from 1845. You can obviously see what they did to
get the piece. I’m totally mystified however, as to why the mirror
was the only thing taken,” said the woman.

Jason pulled on a pair of latex gloves before
gingerly opening the damaged door. “The forensic people dusted for
prints right? Maybe we’ll get lucky.” He picked up a folded card
that had been turned over. It described the mirror, labeling it as
an Iron Age mirror circa 50 AD, possession of a Roman Britain woman
who was the wife of a horse breeder. Huh what? He was tempted to
scratch his head about that last bit. Did that mean it was found
with horse jaw bones or something along that line? The wooden
support that held the mirror was tipped over. As he carefully set
it back upright, he felt the tingling buzz of magic, specifically
Fae magic. Granted, it was old and faded but that meant it was
highly probable the description of the mirror was utter shite,
either by mistake or on purpose. That mirror was likely either the
lost property of a Fae or given by a Fae to a human lover. It
happened. Rarely, but it happened. Jason was living proof of such a
dalliance. His mother had been a summertime fling for a bored Fae
lord. Bastard son, that was him.

“Find something?” asked Bryn.

“I’m not sure,” replied Jason.

“What’s that on the shelf below? A pair of
earrings?”

“Yeah, claims they’re from the Tudor period,”
replied Jason.

“They’d be easier to sell than a mirror.”

“I agree.” Jason squatted down and looked at
the several shelves below. Gawd, what a mishmash. A stuffed
pheasant, a flint arrow head, a selection of pinned butterflies, a
bottle containing a pickled seahorse, and a miniature portrait of a
child filled the area. “There’s a certain market for these small
portraits. I wonder why they didn’t take that?”

Isobel hovered near. “I suppose I should be
grateful nothing else was taken. The glass will have to be replaced
of course.”

One of the forensic techs, named Gareth,
poked his head into the hallway. “Carlisle, we’ve pulled up the one
video feed for the room next door. You want to have a look?”

“Yes. Any video for the hallway here?” Jason
asked.

“No, there’s only five cameras total, two
outside, three inside, which is better than nothing but means
coverage is really spotty,” replied the tech.

Jason stood up and followed the tech to a
small room tucked near the kitchen. It was apparently the location
for the hardware that monitored the house’s rather minimal security
set-up. Gareth sat down and cued up the footage. “Did you find
anything?” Jason asked.

“Not so far. I took a swift look at the early
evening already. I’ll run it fast forward through last night,”
replied the tech.

Jason stood there and watched the very quiet
feed for a good ten minutes before both he and the tech noticed a
flicker of movement. “Yeah, there, go back and slow it down.”

The tech obliged and they watched the shadowy
blur that fluttered across the camera view.

“Is that at normal speed?” Jason
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