
  
  [image: ]




  
  
Copyright © 2024 by Jennifer Allis Provost 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.
Publisher’s Note
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. The scanning, uploading and distribution of this book via the Internet or via any other means without the permission of the publisher is illegal and punishable by law. Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.
Electronic Edition, License Notes
This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
Cover by GetCovers






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Author's Note
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Weird Fairy Rocks
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Bedeviled
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        The Unforgiven Dead
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Survive
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Forgiveness
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Patience
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Brightness
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Possessed
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Back to Elphame
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Forthright
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Cait Sith
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Redcaps
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Darkness
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Caves
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        The Village Inn
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        Here
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        Thief
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        Refining the Ore
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        Master of Shadows
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20.
        
        Know Better, Do Better
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        21.
        
        Life in the Sunlight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also By Jennifer Allis Provost
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About The Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Author's Note


This novella is part of the Gallowglass urban fantasy series. It occurs about a week after the events in the first book. For more information on the series, including where to purchase, please see the information at the end of the story. Happy reading! 






  
  Weird Fairy Rocks
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“I’ve got it,” my brother, Chris, announced. “I’ll call my next book Les Ponts de Paris!”
“The pants of Paris?” I asked. “That’s… weird.”
“Bridges of Paris,” Chris corrected. “Pont means bridge.”
“Then why don’t you just call it The Bridges of Paris?” I asked. Chris and I were sitting at the kitchen table brainstorming ideas for his next book. That was proving to be no easy feat, since his last book, Bones of the Bard, had gone on to be a worldwide bestseller. He couldn’t decide if he wanted to write about more dead Elizabethans, like he did in his last novel, or try something entirely new. I’d voted for new, and now we were talking about pants—I mean bridges—in Paris. “And would the book really be about bridges?”
“No. It would be about…” Chris leaned on the table and covered his face with his hands. “I don’t know.”
“Then let’s start with the plot.” A few days ago, I’d rescued my brother from the Seelie Queen’s clutches. She’d been fascinated by his brilliant mind and tried to siphon off some of that brilliance for herself. This had the unfortunate effect of stifling Chris’s creativity, and he became a sad, angry shadow of his former self. Now that he was free of her influence, the creative floodgates were open again, and much like a river after the spring thaw he was overflowing with ideas, though not all of them were top-notch. It was okay, though. Chris was back to his old self, and the good ideas would come. Eventually.
Along with Chris, I’d also rescued Robert Kirk from Elphame. He’d been kidnapped by the Seelie Queen centuries ago, and had spent most of the time since then serving as her gallowglass. That was a fancy name for a personal assassin. Now he was free of the queen, but he’d agreed to serve the Seelie King on occasion. Time would tell if that was a better, or worse, arrangement.
Actually, nothing could be worse than being enthralled by the Seelie Queen.
But now my brother the writer, and my boyfriend the assassin, were free, and all of us could move on with our lives. The first step was taking a trip home to New York, since I still had to finish my doctorate in geology, and Chris needed to return to his teaching job. I couldn’t wait to resume our boring, fairy-less lives.
Robert had readily agreed to go to New York, though he’d thought I was kidding when I said we would fly there. Then I’d shown him the ticket booking website, and a few videos about planes and airports, and Robert declared he needed to take a walk. That had been two days ago, and Robert hadn’t mentioned flights or planes since.
I hope he doesn’t pass out when we get to the airport.
“About this plot,” I said, since despite Chris’s deepest desires this book wasn’t going to write itself, “do you want to—hey!” Inexplicably, a handful of tiny stones landed on the kitchen table directly on top of my notebook. I held up one of the stones, and demanded, “Did you throw these at me?”
“Rina, of the two of us, who is more likely to have a pocketful of rocks?” Chris countered. “Are those from your collection?”
I poked at the uneven gray stones. “I don’t collect gravel. Could they have fallen out of the ceiling?”
“Doubtful,” Chris said, without looking up at me. “Who puts gravel in a ceiling? Fred Flintstone?”
“These rocks came from somewhere,” I began, as I scanned the ceiling for gravel sized openings. I didn’t see any holes or cracks. I was about to admit I was wrong when Robert strode in through the front door.
“Lunch has been acquired,” he announced. There was a new panini restaurant next to the harbor, and Robert offered to scope the place out. 
“What did you get us?” I asked, as he set the packages on the table next to Chris’s notes. Even though they were both scholars—Chris had a doctorate in Shakespeare, of all things, and Robert held degrees in philosophy and divinity—they looked like complete opposites. My brother was tall, blond, and athletic, unlike short, brunette me. The only physical attribute we shared was our mother’s blue eyes.
Robert’s appearance was something else entirely. He was also tall, but instead of being merely athletic, these last few centuries he’d spent as Elphame’s deadliest warrior had made him downright muscular. Add to that his dark, curly hair and pale blue eyes, and he cut quite the handsome figure, but Robert wasn’t just an attractive man. He was also intelligent, and kind, and he was constantly doing little things to make me feel special. For instance, heading out to get our lunch.
“For Christopher and myself, there are two pressed sandwiches with ham and brie,” Robert began, “and for you, my love, there is one made with cheese, tomato, and that mash of pess toe you so crave.” He began opening the bag, then paused. “The table is filthy.”
“Gravel rained down on us from out of nowhere,” I said, as I swept the rocks into my hand. “Chris doesn’t think it’s a big deal.”
“If you’d grown up with a sister that regularly hoarded piles of rocks, you’d be desensitized to random stones showing up on the kitchen table, too,” Chris said, then he finally looked up from his work. “But I will admit that if they aren’t Rina’s, I have no idea where they came from.”
“Thank you for humoring me.” I set my handful of gravel on the windowsill, for lack of anyplace else to stash it, then I washed my hands. When I reached for the towel, Robert was beside me.
“Did the wee stones hurt you?” he asked.
“They landed on the table, not me.” He nodded, and tilted his head as he scrutinized my arms for any wounds. Robert’s concern made me concerned, mainly since I was hoping we’d have a long reprieve from all things Elphame.
“Do you think they could be magic stones?” I asked.
“Anything is possible, Karina love,” Robert said. “However, if no one was injured, we can leave it for now.”
“Great. I’m way too hungry to think about magic rocks.”

      [image: ]Our paninis were, in a word, scrumptious. I didn’t know what Robert’s problem was with pesto, though. He needed to embrace more modern foods, and accept that people didn’t live on mutton and bread any longer. Maybe I’ll order us some salads for dinner, and try to convince him to eat more vegetables.
After we finished our lunch, Chris went into his room to do some work on his laptop, and Robert and I retreated to the couch. He was gradually warming up to the idea of watching television, though he only liked it in small doses. While I clicked around the channels, he alternated between frowning at the screen, and reading the newspaper he’d picked up in town. After cruising through every channel in the UK, I finally settled on one of the many versions of Pride and Prejudice.
“You’ll probably like this,” I said, as I set down the remote. “It takes place back when you were young, around two hundred years ago. Although, you were already past two hundred by then, weren’t you?”
He narrowed his eyes at me over his newspaper. “Respect your elders,” he said, but when he lowered the paper, I caught him smiling. “What’s this about, then?” he asked, jerking his chin toward the television.
“There’s five sisters, and they’re all trying to get married.” I fit myself in the crook of his arm. “But there’s a big misunderstanding, and—ow!”
“Ow? Are you hurt?” Robert asked.
“Something hit my forehead.” I rubbed the sore spot on my head, and looked down at my lap. There was another piece of gravel on my leg. “It’s another tiny rock.”
“Let me see that.” Robert claimed the gravel, and examined it from every angle. “Seems to be a regular stone, but where did it come from?”
“Probably the same place as the rest, which is from up above.” I went to the back closet where we kept the cleaning supplies, and dragged out the stepladder. “They’ve got to be falling out of the ceiling. There must be a crack, or something.” I put the stepladder next to the couch and climbed upward.
“Karina love.”
“What?” I swiveled around from the top of the stepladder so I could see Robert. He was standing in the center of the common room with his head tilted back as he turned in a slow circle.
“There are no cracks in the ceiling,” he said. “And every bit of it is white plaster. Were the wee stones not a gray color?”
I looked up, and realized he was right. The ceiling was a flat, unmarred expanse of pristine white. There was no way these stones had come from the cottage’s ceiling. “Could they have come through the window?”
“I suppose that is a possibility.” He strode to the stepladder, then he grasped my hips and set me down on the floor. “However, I think the more likely explanation is what you said earlier.”
“Magic stones?” I asked, and he nodded. “I was being sarcastic when I suggested that.”
“Sarcasm or no, you may be on to something.” Robert pushed my hair back from my forehead and examined the area.
“Is there a mark?”
“Aye, a small red spot where it got you. Does it hurt?”
“Not really.”
Robert kissed my forehead, then he gathered me against him. “You’re certain you’re not hurt?”
“I am.” I let myself enjoy being in his arms for a moment, resting against his warm, solid chest. Then my gaze landed on Chris’s door.
“I hope Chris doesn’t freak out about this,” I said. “He’s just starting to heal from everything Nicnevin did to him. I don’t know how he’ll react to weird stones flying out of thin air.”
“He already saw the stones,” Robert pointed out.
“I know. But he also decided they were somehow mine, and…” I leaned back, and met Robert’s eyes. “I don’t want to lie to him. I just don’t want to tell him anything unless we’re certain.”
“I understand,” Robert said, as he smoothed back my hair. “You’ve a tender, sweet heart, and you’re willing to put it between your brother and anything that might hurt him.”
“I am. And he’d do it for me.”
“I have no doubt. Very well, my love, we’ll keep this between us, and only involve Christopher if necessary.”
I tightened my arms around Robert, and pressed my cheek against his chest. The second to last thing I needed was a weird fairy hanging around the cottage that liked to throw rocks. The absolute last thing was for those weird fairy rocks to hurt Chris.

      [image: ]Robert and I spent the rest of the afternoon watching Mr. Darcy pine over Lizzie Bennett, and dodging tiny stones as they flew around the cottage. The stones weren’t threatening so much as annoying, but man did they sting when they made contact.
Although, the stones only ever struck me. By the time the movie was over, I’d been hit at least a dozen times, but Robert hadn’t been hit once. When I shared my observation with Robert, he agreed that was odd.
“’Tis as if the stones are targeting you for some reason,” he said. “Perhaps on account of your studies?”
“I have never heard a single story about a geologist getting attacked by stones,” I said. “Believe me, I would remember that.”
“I’m sure. I also have an idea.”
“Lay it on me.”
Robert’s brow quirked. I would never admit it, but I greatly enjoyed his confused reactions to unfamiliar modern slang. “Why don’t we leave the cottage, and see if the stones follow us?” he asked. 
“Then we would know if it’s a cottage problem or an us problem,” I concluded. “I agree. We should take a walk into the village. Can you ask Chris if he wants to get out for a bit?”
“I thought we were shielding him from the stones.”
“We can use this walk as an experiment, and update him afterward,” I said. “Either way, once we have more information, it will be easier to make a plan.”
“Very well,” Robert said. “An experiment it is.”
“Awesome. I’m going to change.”
While Robert told Chris we were heading into the village, I went to the bedroom to swap out my sweatpants for jeans. After I’d shed the sweatpants, I caught a glimpse of my reflection, and gasped. My legs were covered with tiny bruises. I leaned closer to the mirror and pushed up my hair. Just like Robert had said, there was a black and blue mark near my hairline. The fact that the bruises had darkened so quickly was a telltale indicator of magic.
Great. Since I couldn’t do anything
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