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Introducing the
Artisan-Sorcerer Series!

 


To the public they are artists,
creating beauty in their shared Liverpool home. In private, they
are members of an ancient occult order riddled with intrigues and
power struggles. Will Morgan keep them safe in their turbulent
world of dark magic?

 


 


Intimations: Five Short
Artisan-Sorcerer Stories

By Adele Cosgrove-Bray

 


Five thrilling insights into the secretive
lives of artisan-sorcerers! Five stand-alone tales featuring
Fabian, Bethany Rose, Rowan, Jason and the Peacock King himself!
Discover the people. Explore their world. Taste the magic.
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Snack Time

 


This short story introduces
Fabian, one of the dominant characters of the artisan-sorcerer
series, and reveals that there is more to this high school art
tutor than meets the eye.

 


Even as Trisha peeled the
wrapper off the chocolate bar, she was thinking about her diet. She
had been dieting for years in her imagination. As a result the
middle button on her raincoat was struggling not to pop open. The
diet could always begin in earnest tomorrow, but right now it was
7pm and she was freezing in a rain-splattered shop doorway by the
bus stop.

Anyway, the coat was an old
one. She’d bought it with her first month’s salary from the office
where she still worked years later. It’s normal to grow a bit,
isn’t it? She wasn’t a kid anymore. She wriggled her shoulders to
ease the dull ache gained from sitting at a computer for hours. As
she chomped through the crisp layer of cool milk chocolate into the
creamy caramel and nougat, her mouth flooded with saliva as the
sugary goo oozed around her teeth and curling tongue.

She savoured the sensation.
This was her daily reward for surviving more boredom at work. It
was a bad habit but one she had no intention of changing.

She stared down the dark
glitter of the rainy city street in the hope of seeing her bus
chugging through the snarling traffic. It was already overdue. Late
commuters marched by, heads jammed beneath streaming umbrellas,
shoulders hunched against the wind, briefcases bumping against damp
knees.

A tall figure stepped into the
shelter of the doorway. The black umbrella was quickly folded,
revealing a blond man with a wavy ponytail which hung half way down
his dark jacket. A thin tie was knotted at his white collar. He
glanced at his wristwatch then looked hopefully along the road. His
neatly trimmed goatee beard and moustache framed sharp, angular
features.

She slipped the rest of the
chocolate bar into her pocket and stood a little straighter. She
struggled to think of something to say, knowing that if too-long a
silence fell between them then the hope of striking up a
conversation would fade. “It’s a horrible night,” she said,
grasping at straws.

He shrugged faintly. “I don’t
mind the rain.”

Was that his way of saying shut
up and leave me alone? She looked down at her shoes as if she’d
seen something interesting. Oh well, chalk up another failure; not
that she wasn’t used to the brush-off. Her hand closed around the
chocolate in her warm pocket. If he thought she was a greedy pig
what would it matter? There was no point in spoiling her daily
treat to impress a disinterested stranger.

But then he glanced towards her
and said, “There’s a Costa Coffee round the corner. Fancy one?”

She left the chocolate where it
was. She did her best to sound off-hand as she replied, “Yeah,
ok.”

He stepped out of the doorway
and strode up the road, expecting her to follow. She did, walking
self-consciously one foot to his left. Anyone watching would have
thought they were total strangers who happened to be walking in the
same direction. To a large extent this was true, though they
exchanged small talk about the weather, the bus service, and how al
fresco coffee just meant sitting in the street which was no good
when it was raining like now.

Well, she did most of the
talking. He said yes and no at the right moments, but seemed
content to let her babble on until they stepped into the fragrant
warmth of the coffee bar. He asked her to find a table while he
went to the counter. She wanted a latte; he chose mocha. He
insisted on paying which she pretended to protest about as she
didn’t even know his name.

“Fabian,” he said, as he set
the tray down on their table. “Fabian Masters.”

“Jenny Rennington; not like the
bird with a ‘w’, just an ‘r’.”

He pulled a polite smile as he
slid into the chair opposite hers. This was the first time she was
able to get a proper look at him. He was gorgeous. She immediately
felt certain he’d have no real interest in her. He looked like he’d
be in a rock band, while she felt so plain, and even as they began
exchanging little details about their lives she felt sure this
would be their only conversation. The burning sting of
self-loathing rolled in the pit of her stomach. If only she was
thinner, prettier, brainier... Then life would have been
different.

Yet he seemed genuinely
interested when he asked about her job. He inhaled the rich
fragrance of the strong coffee while she talked.

“Oh, I’m just an admin
assistant. It’s ok really, but a bit boring; you know the sort of
thing.”

He nodded as if he understood.
His eyes were a strangely intense forget-me-not blue even through
the curling steam of his coffee, which he had yet to taste.

She sipped her latte and
chattered about her flat, her tank of tropical fish, her macramé;
and she hoped she didn’t sound too dull. Then she remembered a
magazine article which advised single girls not to talk about
themselves all the time, so she asked about him.

Fabian smiled faintly, toying
with the small foil-wrapped biscotti which had been sitting on the
crisp black paper napkin set between the white cup and its saucer.
“I teach art. I share a house with friends. I read, travel, create,
meditate....”

And then she began talking
about her yoga class, not that she went anymore because it was too
cliquey. He looked like the type to do yoga, she said, then told
him how some yoga mats are better than others. She realised she was
babbling but didn’t know how to stop.

He smiled faintly and let her
ramble on. He inhaled the coffee’s scent again then lightly dropped
the biscotti back onto his saucer. She wondered if he was going to
eat it. She wanted to eat hers but wouldn’t if he didn’t. Maybe she
could pop it into her pocket for later if he looked away. She
didn’t want him to see her doing this but she wanted to crunch the
hard, dry confectionary and relish its cakey flavour.

He glanced at his watch. She
stopped talking. Perhaps he was bored. There was a pause while she
stared at him and silently scrabbled for something fascinating to
say.

He seemed perfectly relaxed as
he leaned his elbows on the table and met her gaze. “Perhaps you
are tired after your day’s work.” The word ‘tired’ sank into her
mind like a heavy rounded pebble into tranquil water.

Jenny blinked and nodded her
agreement. “It has been a busy day.” She took a final gulp of
coffee then set the cup down. She was weary, actually. She’d only
just noticed this.

A ghost of a smile flickered at
the corner of Fabian’s mouth. He said, “As you’re relaxing now, you
can feel your energy pouring away.”

The words ‘relax now’ seemed to
hang in the air between them. Jenny shielded a yawn then rested her
cheek against her palm. “I just need an early night.” She smiled
bravely and tried to look more vivacious than she felt. It was as
if someone had attached a hosepipe to her body and was draining all
her energy away. That was silly, of course; she always had been
prone to fantasy when she was overtired.

“Sleep.” Fabian’s voice seemed
to fill the room and yet he spoke quite normally, without extra
volume or even the tiniest flare of drama.

She let her eyes close for one
second, just for a longer-than-usual blink to ease the dry heat of
exhaustion which weighed her eyelids down. The hum of cafe
conversation enfolded her soothingly.

Fabian rose to his feet and
collected his umbrella where it hung over the chair. He did not
drink his coffee; he enjoyed its fragrance but disliked the taste.
“I’ll see you again,” he said to her sleeping form, so other
customers would assume she was wide awake. And then, with a bright
spring in his step, he strode into the night.
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Seagull Inn

 


An earlier version of this
story was published in an anthology called Ruins Terra,
which was edited by Eric T Reynolds and published by Hadley Rille
Books in 2007. Set in the real location of Hilbre Island, off the
Wirral coast, it introduces Rowan, who has a novel dedicated to him
within the artisan-sorcerer series.

 


"Where will you site your
easel, Aunt Lydia?”

“I thought I’d place Telegraph
House in the lower third of the canvas, and have the sea above
that, looking towards the beach edging the mainland.”

“I’ll be wandering around.”
Rowan’s slender hand caressed the heavy SLR camera bag worn around
his waist like a holster.

“Watch your footing along the
cliffs, won’t you. I can do without having to pay for rescue
helicopters.”

Rowan smiled and gazed across
the tough grass towards the small ruined building at the far end of
Hilbre Island. “It looks like we have the place to ourselves. How
long have we got?”

Lydia nodded towards the sombre
grey waters of the Irish Sea which had already flooded the bay
between the three small islands and West Kirby beach. “It’ll be
around five hours before the tide goes out and we can safely cross
the sands again.”

When folded away, her portable
easel looked like a wooden attaché case. Lydia now carefully
extended its thin, telescopic legs. “How about we meet here in two
hours for lunch?”

Rowan nodded, the soft breeze
tugging at his sandy auburn hair. The crown was streaked blond by
the sun. “Sounds good to me.”

Lydia removed her blue
backpack, unzipped it and began extracting plastic tubs crammed
with tubes of oil paint. A thicket of brushes were held together
with an elastic band. Rowan could also see the tops of two large
thermos flasks. Lydia asked, “Shall we have coffee before we begin
working?”

“Sounds even better. It’s quite
a distance over the sand and rocks.”

“Two miles. But did you enjoy
it?” Lydia produced plastic cups and began unscrewing the lid of
one thermos.

“Yes, actually. The sense of
space feels like a weight pressing down. The vast sky, the low roar
of the ocean in the distance; seabirds calling overhead; the wind
constantly moving over mile upon mile of exposed sand… It’s far
from silent, and yet it’s so peaceful here.”

Lydia handed him a coffee then
poured her own. “Hilbre Island was a religious site for centuries.
Its name comes from St Hildeburgh. There was a shrine dedicated to
her here, before the Norman Conquest, but nobody seems to know much
about her now.”

Rowan crouched down on the
short grass. Lydia had previously offered to patch the threadbare
knee of his faded jeans but he had just smiled enigmatically and
politely declined. “Whereabouts was the shrine?”

Lydia smoothed a lock of
silver-white hair beneath her lilac woollen hat. “No-one's sure.
But the foundations of the monks’ buildings are thought to lie
beneath the Buoymaster’s House.”

Rowan sipped his coffee
appreciatively. “Monks?”

Lydia smiled at her nephew’s
insatiable fascination with antiquity. “Monks were here for over
four hundred years, until the dissolution of the monasteries.”

“So it’s all saints and
seagulls, hmm?”

Lydia laughed. “Hardly. Hilbre
Island was notorious in the 1700s. But I’ll tell you more later,
when we eat. Right now I want to make a start on that canvas.”

Rowan drained the last of his
coffee. He recognized Lydia’s intense, introspective expression and
knew her mind was already on her painting. “I’ll have a look around
the island.”

Lydia smiled and nodded as she
entwined her slender fingers around a charcoal stick. She began
analyzing the composition of the small huddle of Victorian
buildings. She began whisking light strokes of charcoal onto the
primed linen canvas. She liked working with this textile, as it
offered an interesting surface texture while remaining springy
under the brush. She had intended to paint Hilbre Island more
frequently but time kept slipping away. And, in all truth, she had
felt vulnerable walking out here by herself. A person could easily
slip on the
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