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ZERO RISING SERIES

When a zero realises its power, worlds can be changed. The Zero Rising series is the story of Jack Horwood, a boy who decides that living on the street is preferable to being owned by a pimp, who finds the courage to reach back when a Jamaican hacker holds out a hand to help him up, and who grows into a fiercely independent, fiercely protective hacker vigilante.

Zero Rising is set in England between 1995  and 2012. It ends just before the beginning of Job Hunt, the first book in the Power of Zero series.

THE POWER OF ZERO SERIES

Jack Horwood has not had a home since his mother sold him to a pimp, has not had a family since he walked out on his Army career. Now he spends his days chasing secrets for MI6 and his nights chasing pimps and men who buy children for sex, seemingly content until Gareth Flynn, his former Army CO and the man he fell for when he was seventeen, walks back into his life.

Suddenly endings turn into new beginnings, two scared, abused boys need his help, and his past won’t let him go even as he tries to make a new life for himself.

ROCK & ART THEFT SERIES

Follow the relationship of music star Matisse Vervein and art detective Josh Ingram. Thrown together by a whim of their superiors as a means of solving a tricky case, Josh and Mat must learn not to judge each other by appearances (or the jobs they do) before their mutual attraction has a chance to go anywhere. Once it does, there are other challenges for them to face and cases to solve.

A feel-good romance series with a dash of music and art theft.

A BALANCE OF MAGIC SERIES

Two worlds, separated by a veil and linked by magic. Threatened by the very people sworn to guard them.

Carrying both celestial and earthbound magic, the Yuvine are the only ones who can pass the veil at will. Solitary and secretive, they guard the worlds and balance the magic … until greed and lust for power upset that balance with disastrous consequences for both the human realm and the Otherworld.

Those who are drawn into the fight to save the worlds—a death good, three Yuvine, and a group of human witches—find themselves thwarted at every turn. Because the reason the two worlds are dying is more terrible than they could have imagined. Until the only choice left is whether to save two worlds or each other…

STANDALONE & SERIES STARTERS

Standalone stories and novels ranging from action and adventure romance to paranormal fantasy and holiday reads.

Check out Jackie’s website, www.jackiekeswick.co.uk,  for book details and series reading orders, release news, snippets, outtakes and teasers.


Dedication

For Emily, who reminded me that knitting is excellent stress relief.

And for Sue from No Stone Unturned Editing, who has Roisin-style powers when it comes to smartening up messy manuscripts.

Ladies, I owe you.



[image: ]



Last Ditch Attempts

The light in the human realm lacked brilliance. Colours were muted, the air hazy, and the warding glow of earth and trees was near invisible. Back home, where every tree or rock could anchor a doorway, she didn’t need to seek the places where the elder folk had wrought their magic. Nor sacrifice to gods that weren’t hers.

Roisin wiped sweat from her brow. She wanted to swear, speak every foul word she knew and invent a bunch of new ones, but she didn’t dare do so in this sacred place. She swallowed and found—for the first time ever—that desperation had a taste. A mix of grave rot and ashes, it coated her tongue and made her stomach churn.

Passing between the realms used to be as easy as moving through a gap in a curtain. Not anymore. She’d tried for hours to open a gateway and had only bone-deep exhaustion to show for her efforts.

Roisin pushed to her feet. She staggered out of the stone circle to the rowan tree where she had left her pack, sliding down the trunk to sit cross-legged at its base. She’d brought bread and cheese, a meat pie, and a flask of wine. She scarfed down her food, desperate to replenish all the energy she’d used.

“I should’ve stuck a knife in yer heart the moment I laid eyes on ye, ye feckin’ bastard,” she muttered.

The man who’d caught her eye at the fair had been a visiting lord’s retainer. Broad shoulders, muscular arms, and shapely legs had drawn her gaze, and a beaming smile had reeled her in. When she’d agreed to a tumble between the sheets, she hadn’t been looking for everlasting love. Fae didn’t fall in love and besides, the man had been human. She’d wanted to spend a few pleasurable hours and hadn’t minded finding him gone when she woke.

Until she realised that he’d taken her amulet.

To him, it was a coin like all the others in the purse he’d stolen from her pack. To her, it was the key that opened the door between the here and there.

Growing up, she’d heard stories of fae trapped on the wrong side of the veil, unable to open a gateway. She’d scoffed at the warnings, thinking them nothing but her teachers’ attempts to limit her fun. Now she wasn’t so sure.

She didn’t want to be stuck here, an immortal fae amongst mortal humans, moving from place to place to hide the fact she wasn’t aging. Humans weren’t like fae, accepting of all they met as long as they didn’t interfere with the fae’s entertainment. Humans distrusted strangers. They preferred order and routine to change and excitement, while Roisin had come to the human realm searching for thrills.

Fate was a fickle bitch.

At least she’d remembered her lessons when she’d most needed them. She’d found one place where the two realms were close, a stone circle that reeked of ancient magic. She’d curbed her impatience and waited for the day of the spring equinox, when the veil was thinnest, and passage could be sought more easily.

All morning she’d tried to open a gateway, using the many ways taught to all growing fae. One by one, her attempts had failed, leaving her exhausted. Soon, night and day would be of equal length, the world in perfect balance. At that point, she had one last chance to part the veil, but using the quicksilver would have consequences.

She wondered whether it was worth the risk. If she failed, half her life would be forfeit. She would sleep for six months out of every twelve, buried beneath the rowan guarding the site, giving her life force to the tree. Was she desperate enough to pay that price?

Her fingers played with the ties of the pouch hanging from her belt, loosening and tightening them by turns. Her heartbeat quickened as the sun and the moon pulled on her blood while inching ever closer to alignment.

The plain’s ancient magic hummed around her, forcing a decision. The trees warding the site would do so only once, without demanding payment. She couldn’t come back at the solstice and try again. If she walked away without making this last attempt, she’d have to find another sacred place.

It had taken her six years to find this one.

Roisin climbed to her feet and shook out her skirts. She touched her palm to the rowan’s bark, murmuring her thanks for its protection, before she plucked three leaves from the nearest branch and tucked them into her pouch.

Time grew short. The magic of earth and sky rose all around her, and Roisin cut a switch of hawthorn, feeling its power tingle in her fingertips.

Her fear urged her to turn her back and walk away.

She wouldn’t. Not after she’d gathered salt, thorn, and quicksilver to shape a doorway, and her life force to turn them into a key.

Roisin breathed through the fear and returned to the circle of stones. She used the salt to draw a threshold and laid the hawthorn on top for protection. Then she waited, heart beating like a drum, and hands sweat-slick on the vial of quicksilver.

She felt the approaching equinox as a pull in her innermost core growing and growing like a rope stretched taut and then…it stopped.

She smashed the vial of quicksilver against the stones, nearly blinded by the flash of bright white light.

Squinting in the afterglow, Roisin saw the outline of a doorway shimmer into view and took a step forward, hands outstretched.

The outline vanished.

She took another step and touched cold stone, leaned against it. Her last attempt to open a gateway had failed, her strength insufficient. She’d traded half her life and she wouldn’t go home.

Weariness crept over her like tar spilled from a barrel and she staggered from the circle, afraid to be caught unprotected in the sacred space now she had no business to be there.

Setting one foot in front of the other took greater and greater effort, the short distance to the rowan tree appearing like a trek across a vastness. Roisin gritted her teeth and kept walking. The rowan welcomed her with a rustle of its tiny leaves, and Roisin settled against the trunk and closed her eyes, too exhausted to be afraid of death.
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1200 years later

Roisin had gone to sleep while the smell of budding green filled her nose, and the days were growing longer. Now she woke in darkness to the scents of damp and mist, and the chill in the air raised goosebumps on her skin. She pushed herself upright, brushing moss and bracken off her form. No light came through the canopy of trees, not yet thinned by the onset of winter.

Roisin was thirsty and—even though she’d slept for six months—exhaustion weighed on her like a leaden cloak. Her energy would return when the sun rose, but the bone-deep exhaustion wouldn’t leave. It was the price she paid for her failure, and until she returned home, she was locked into this cycle of sleep and searching, sleep and searching, with no end or relief in sight.

The mist weaving through the trees condensed into drizzle. Roisin turned her face up to the spray, grateful for the touch of moisture after a long, hot summer.

The rain brought memories of stuffy rooms and dusty books penned by humans. Roisin had never given up hunting for her amulet, but only in the last three hundred years had she begun to research human writing. Most of the books dealing with fae lore were pure imagination. Some held tiny kernels of truth. And one book, rescued from a private collection in Westmoreland, had reminded her of a long-forgotten lesson.

Ye will need copper and gold to find the silver. That was the lore she’d been taught. She’d gone to sleep trying to recall reasons and means, but six months underground hadn’t produced a solution to the riddle.

Back in the spring, before she’d gone to sleep, her search had led her to a house on Richmond High Street. Half store, half dwelling, the house had stood empty since the death of its last owner at the beginning of the year. It might hold her salvation if only she could enter it.

She climbed to her feet and clothed herself with a thought.

She needed to search this house for one piece of silver. For that, she needed copper and gold.

The sun rose and her exhaustion receded. In twelve hundred years, she’d never been that close to her amulet. She would not lose that chance now.

“Copper and gold,” she told herself. “I need copper and gold to find the silver.”

She laid a hand on the rowan tree under which she had slept. “Thank you for your shelter and protection,” she said, before she turned and started walking.
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Roisin leaned on sun-warmed stone and dangled her fingers in the fountain. Six months of sleep left her disoriented, short-tempered, and prone to take offence, but she’d learned that the quickest remedy was to be amongst people. Market Day in Richmond, bustling and cheerful, was an excellent cure for what ailed her.

She’d returned to her home the previous night, finding everything as she had left it. After drinking almost two gallons of water and spending half the night in the bathtub, she no longer felt like the dried-out husk she’d woken as.

Roisin had spent the morning wandering the town centre and the market, taking breakfast at a bakery, and lunch at a pub with outdoor seating. She poked her head into her favourite gallery and visited a few DIY and home décor shops, but even the latest interior design trends couldn’t hold her interest. The house at the end of the High Street called to her with an urgency she’d not felt before.

She’d seen the house built at the start of Queen Victoria’s reign. Back then, the store had been a haberdashery. Later, it had become a gentlemen’s outfitter. Roisin remembered a family of shop owners and a posse of hazel-eyed, brown-haired children. She’d been inside the shop many times, yet nothing had ever drawn her to the place.

Did that mean she was close to finding the copper and the gold she needed when—in all the years—she’d never unravelled the lore’s meaning?

She pushed away from the fountain and returned to wandering the market stalls, gaze drifting over artisan cheeses, bottles of sloe gin, and wooden chopping boards.

Magic brushed her nape.

Roisin didn’t dare move. She kept her eyes open, scanning the market, trying to find what had sparked her senses.

The cheesemaker in her green apron.

A fruit seller shouting about apples.

Customers queueing to buy spices.

Roisin’s gaze moved along the stalls until it alighted on a young man ringing up a sale, his hair a shimmering golden halo in a beam of sunlight. A little farther down the same row stood another young man with hair as bright as a copper pot.

Ye will need copper and gold to find the silver.

If she’d been younger, newer to this hidden life, Roisin would have screamed.

Instead, she said nothing. She memorised the sign over the market stall where the golden-haired young man sold ice cream before she followed the copper-headed human to find out who he was.
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Cosy Corner

Finn’s boots squelched with every step. When he kicked them off on his parents’ doorstep, water seeped from his wet socks. “I hate November,” he grumbled while he hunted for his keys. “And weather forecasters.”

They hadn’t predicted this morning’s downpour, and Finn minded that. He might have taken an umbrella had he known. Or a boat.

He’d gone to the post office to drop off his latest batch of parcels, detouring on to the far end of the High Street to look at an empty store on the way back. Double-fronted with a bow window, it was perfect for the shop he dreamed of. He’d lingered in front of the dusty glass, imagining it sparkling clean, and the shelves in the room beyond filled to bursting—until the rain had prompted him to leave.

The shop was all he could think of, and if wishes were coins, he’d have rented it already. As matters stood, he hadn’t even enquired.

Finn pushed open the door, and a ball of russet yarn with two needles sticking through it hit him right in the face.

“How many times have I told you not to leave your prissy stuff lying around the house?” His father bellowed at full volume from three feet away.

Finn wanted to point out that his ears worked fine, thank you very much, but knew that it would only make matters worse. He picked up the yarn, grateful that neither needle had poked his eye out, and that his father’s rough treatment hadn’t dropped any stitches.

“Sorry, Dad,” he muttered, meaning it. He’d been working on a commission when he realised that he’d miss the parcel collection if he didn’t hurry. In his rush to the door, he’d brought the half-finished glove in his wake. He should have taken it back to his room and run to the post office if he’d needed to, but that was water under the bridge.

He hung up his jacket in the hallway, then stripped off his sodden socks and his T-shirt so he could dry his feet before leaving wet footprints everywhere. He wiped up the water on the wooden floor for good measure before he made his way up the stairs.

If his father was yelling when it was barely five o’clock, then the rest of the evening wouldn’t be peaceful. No doubt he’d already opened the bottle of Scotch he’d bought yesterday.

Finn couldn’t cope with much more of this. Christmas was less than two months away. His list of orders was as long as his arm, and turning away new business was not an option. He needed to focus on knitting, not sit upstairs keeping half an ear out for trouble.

The familiar, colourful clutter in his room soothed his mind. The space wasn’t large, just big enough for a bed, a wardrobe, and his desk. Every free corner held boxes and baskets filled with yarn, and he hunted for a piece he could create in a few hours. Hats were good for that. He could knock those out in no time flat.

His order book showed two requests for hats, and both were his favourites: custom orders.

He opened the first file to the smiling face of a woman with green eyes, red hair a few shades darker than his own bright copper, and a spray of freckles across her nose. She’d requested a hat in a flattering style and colour. Moss green, his mind supplied. Mohair. A close-fitting hat with a swirl pattern.

He went rummaging under his desk for a skein of moss-green yarn with tiny speckles of garnet, stuffing it into his messenger bag along with his needle case, a measuring tape, and the customer’s measurements. Then he changed into dry clothes and checked the weather. The rain had let up a bit, and Finn hoped he could make it to the pub without getting soaked again.

His father was swearing at something on the telly, as had become his habit. Finn tiptoed out and breathed a sigh of relief when he stood in the rain. Everything set off his father’s temper these days. Especially Finn.

He really should move out. As soon as he’d saved enough to afford the rent on a small shop with a room where he could sleep. Maybe then, his father wouldn’t be so angry all the time and his mother would smile again.


[image: ]



Three hours later, the moss-green hat was nearing completion. Warm through after a dinner of steak pie and chips, and nursing a second beer, Finn felt almost happy. He was a familiar sight in the Crown & Anchor, tucked into a corner with his yarns and needles. It was a place where he could work without fear of interruption, and he’d been coming here ever since his father had lost his job and started drinking.

Food and peace weren’t the only things to recommend the pub. It was a great place to pick up commissions. People always looked for unusual, one-of-a-kind gifts, and he’d made christening gowns, blankets, baby clothes, scarves, hats, gloves, even Christmas ornaments.

The crowd was friendly and Annabelle, who held the pub’s license and worked at the bar that night, was more supportive than his parents had ever been. He’d made her a long cardigan, wine-red yak with a touch of silk, and she was happy for him to sit in his corner and knit. She even recommended him to friends and customers.

He hadn’t shared his dreams of owning a yarn shop with anyone, but maybe it was time to change that. He was working up his courage to ask her about business loans and setup grants, but he’d wait until she’d finished speaking to the guy leaning on the bar.

He had broad shoulders that tapered to slim hips, a trim backside, and long legs. A fisherman’s rib jumper, Finn’s mind suggested. Navy blue Aran. Or indigo tweed with gold speckles. With a high collar to show off that long neck and let the slightly too long blond hair pool like gold against the blue.

You’re staring. Stop it.

That was easier said than done until Finn thought to wonder why the guy had four little Tupperware dishes open on the bar between himself and Annabelle.

He was explaining something to her, talking not just with his hands but with his whole body. There was passion in that lithe form, something bright and shining that held Finn’s interest until he realised he hadn’t stopped staring at all.

He dropped his gaze to the finished hat and tried to focus on the pattern, the run of the yarn. It would suit the lady who’d sent the photo, framing her delicate face, setting off the striking hair, and bringing out the green of her eyes. He knew the hat would find favour with her, but—for once—knitting couldn’t hold his interest.

The blond man at the bar drew his mind and his eyes, and Finn caught the moment when all that passion fell to ashes. The man’s shoulders slumped and one of his hands dropped to his side.

Annabelle watched him with an apologetic smile as he returned his dishes to his bag. She pulled a beer for him and handed it across the bar.

For a heartbeat, he appeared as if he was going to refuse. Then he dipped his head in thanks and reached for the glass. He slung the strap of his bag over his shoulder and turned away from the bar.

In a move that surprised him by its daring, Finn caught the man’s gaze, flicked his own to the empty seat at his table. He’d never been so brazen before, but something in the man’s wary determination spoke to him. He wasn’t sure what the man saw in return, but he came over and set his beer on the table.

“May I?”
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The Crown & Anchor

The stranger had deep blue eyes and a friendly smile.

“Please.” Finn shifted his messenger bag. Royal blue Aran. Not navy. Azure mohair for a scarf. “I’ve not seen you here before,” he said as the other man set his own bag on the floor by his feet and took a seat.

“I’m Leo,” he replied. “You’re a regular?”

“Finn. I come here when I want to knit in peace.” Better get that part out of the way. If Leo objected to men knitting, then—

“You knit? Cool. What are you making?”

“Tonight? Just a quick hat.” He lifted the moss green toque off his lap.

Leo tilted his head. “That’s not for you, is it?”

“What? No. It’s for a customer. I… I take orders.”

“For hats?”

“Hats, scarves, gloves, jumpers… you name it. During the summer, I’ve made cushion covers and blankets. Christmas gifts, you know?”

“Where do you sell them? The local market?”

Finn shuddered. “Gods, no. Imagine selling knitwear and yarn in the rain. Doesn’t bear thinking about. I have an Etsy shop. I’ve also been to craft fairs in the town hall. Mostly, though, I knit to order.”

Leo studied him as if he’d said something clever. “Keeps the risk down, doesn’t it? I’m trying to get to that point.” He took a sip from his beer. “The point where people place orders, I mean.”

Annabelle’s encouraging smile came to Finn’s mind. Maybe she’d— “You knit?”

Leo blinked. Then he laughed. “No, no. I make ice cream.”

That was unexpected. Finn hadn’t taken Leo for a chef, despite the Tupperware dishes. “Ice cream?”

“Yep. The good stuff. Homemade and funky flavours. Here.” He dug in his bag and came up with the four small pots, popping the lids as he spoke. “Vanilla and chocolate are the flavours that show that you know what you’re doing. Then I have cinnamon latte, and my latest: green apple.” He handed Finn a tiny plastic spoon. “Try them.”

Finn did. He started with the chocolate, thinking it might clash less with the taste of the stout in his mouth than green apple ice cream. It wasn’t as sweet as he was used to, but rich and creamy and very, very chocolatey.

“Wow. That one’s nice,” he said, wishing he could finish the sample. In the end, he took another spoonful. “Sorry. I love my chocolate.”

“And I love to see someone enjoy my ice cream.” Leo sounded pleased. “I’m mostly selling at the market, but business isn’t so good in the winter. I’m hoping to get pubs or coffee shops to place regular orders. Maybe even a restaurant. That would be ace.”

“Which is why you’re making the rounds.” Finn had moved on to the vanilla, which was just as rich. “Maybe… have something to serve with this when you offer it?” he suggested. “It’s a bit… well, vanilla.” He grinned, and Leo grinned back.

“Spiced plums go lovely with this. That’s what I’m experimenting with right now. Spiced plum ice cream. It’s a grown-up flavour, and I haven’t got it quite right yet.”

“Are you a chef, then?”

Leo shook his head. “Just a guy who loves making ice cream and tries to make a living doing it.”

“Well, I’m not gonna discourage you. For one, that chocolate ice cream is lush. And anyway… I’m just a guy who loves to knit and tries to make a living doing it. So there.”

Their gazes met. Held.

Finn didn’t know why he found it so easy to talk to Leo, when he’d never been one to confide in strangers. Could it be because they had things in common? Or was it that Leo hadn’t mocked his love for knitting?

He picked up the lid of the Tupperware container and turned it over. Chill it read in pale blue letters that dripped icicles. “Brrr.” He mimed feeling cold. “That’s a fabulous name for an ice cream place.”

“Thank you. I thought so, because…” Leo rubbed his nose. He’d done that before, and Finn wondered if he was embarrassed. “I had this dream of selling ice cream from a stall in Borough Market. When I thought about it, I could see the sign and everything.”

“I’m not sure I understand.”

“Borough Market is a hive. It’s not just Londoners who shop there, but tourists, and top chefs and— It can get pretty crazy. At that point, there’s the other half of Chill.”

“Chill out. I like that. Do you sell there now?”

Leo shook his head. “Too early. Getting a stall in Borough Market isn’t like applying to the local one. You have to write a proposal, have an interview, and then pass a tasting panel. I only started Chill in March. I’ve neither a track record nor a vast range of products.”

“Yet,” Finn said when Leo stopped talking. He was so convincing, so passionate about his work, Finn couldn’t imagine that he wouldn’t succeed.

“Yet,” Leo agreed, a little startled. Then he smiled. “Definitely ‘yet’.”

It was Finn’s first truly enjoyable evening in ages, and he’d spent it with another person! He also didn’t want it to end. He asked questions about ice cream making and enjoyed Leo’s gaze on him when he answered. When Annabel came to tell them that the pub was closing, he found he had talked more in three hours than he would usually speak in a week.
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Empty Places

A gust of wind shoved them into one another as they stepped out of the Crown & Anchor. They chuckled about it, just as they had done for most of the evening. Leo huddled into his coat, hissing when rain found its way under his collar.

“I’m going to make you a scarf,” Finn announced. “To show you how much I’ve appreciated your ice cream.”

Leo grinned. While they talked, Finn had snuck spoonful after spoonful of ice cream from his sample pots until every single scrap was gone. He’d gushed over the chocolate ice cream, but Leo had watched him closely. He’d seen how Finn’s eyes had widened when he’d tasted the cinnamon latte ice cream. Just as he hadn’t missed the moment of stillness that followed Finn trying the first spoonful of green apple ice.

Seeing Finn enjoy the frozen treats had given a much-needed boost to Leo’s ego and had revived his flagging optimism. Selling ice cream had been easy during the summer, but Leo wanted a business that brought income all year round.

A squall of rain hit them from the side, and Leo thought that a big fluffy scarf would be just the thing to keep the cold at bay.

Despite the rain, Leo was loath to end the evening. Finn appeared to have a similar idea, because he led them to the market square and then up the High Street.

“Are we going anywhere in particular?”

“I want to show you something,” Finn said. “Here.” He came to a stop outside an empty storefront. Two shop windows framed the entrance, and despite the low light, Leo could make out empty shelves on one side of the store and a wooden sales counter in the other half.

“I’m utterly in love with this place.” Finn pressed his nose to the window like a three-year-old outside a sweetshop. “Standing here feels like a hug. Have you ever had an old jumper that was ratty and worn out but so comfy that you just couldn’t let it go? I had one I made when I was twelve. Pine-green Aran with a bit of silk in the yarn. By the time I left school, it looked like a rag, but it was the cosiest jumper I’ve ever had. This old shop has the same feel. It would make a wonderful yarn shop. Imagine all these shelves filled with wool. I’d have a couple of big, comfy armchairs in this window, and a little table. When there are no customers, I’d sit there and knit.”

“And watch business in the High Street while you did.” Leo chimed in immediately. “Better than daytime TV.”

“I wouldn’t know. My father’s home since he lost his job. He hogs the TV all day.”

Leo thought there was more to this blank statement than Finn and his father not liking the same programmes, but he didn’t ask. They’d only just met. He didn’t feel he had the right to go poking around in Finn’s life any more than he wanted Finn to poke around in his. He turned his gaze back to the dusty, empty store, and pictured what Finn had described: warm yellow light, the shelves filled with rainbow colours, and Finn plying his needles. “It’d be lovely.”

“Wouldn’t it just. There’s so much room here. I could have armchairs on the other side, too, so customers could bring their knitting and relax for a while. I could have knitting classes and such. Or simply make a cosy space for people who are alone and want a bit of company.”

“Are you going to rent it?”

“Are you nuts? I can’t afford a place like this.”

“How much is the rent?”

“I haven’t dared ask. It’s bad enough that I get anxious every time I come this way. Worried that somebody else has snapped it up, you know?” Finn huffed, but it wasn’t a cheerful sound. Then he shrugged. “Ah well, maybe one of these days I’ll get lucky. Win the lottery or something.”
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Nudging Coincidence

Roisin was glad that she hadn’t eaten dinner yet. The fear cramping her belly would have made her stomach reject the food, and vomiting was plain unpleasant.

She hid in the shadow of a doorway and watched the two young men amble up the road, talking as if they’d been friends for years and hadn’t just met that night.

They stopped at the far end of the High Street, and Roisin’s breathing quickened when she saw which store had drawn their attention. The old gentlemen’s outfitters had stood empty since the previous February. It was the store that called to her, the store she was desperate to enter.

The streetlights picked out Finn’s and Leo’s hair, and Roisin’s heart beat almost out of her chest. Had she been trapped in the human realm for twelve hundred years because she’d been too dense to solve a riddle? Or was this just another shiny thought to chase and discard when it tarnished?

“This old store would make a wonderful yarn shop. Imagine all these shelves filled with wool.” The copper-haired young man spoke in a wistful tone. And the golden-haired one answered in kind.

She needed copper and gold to find the silver.

She had copper and gold right in front of her.

Was this her doing, or did the human males’ innate desires drive their choices?

Roisin didn’t know. 

She’d made contact with both young men—a tiny, brief touch
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