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Chapter One

KEIRON HURRIED HOME at the end of a very long day, anticipating some peace and quiet. He liked a quiet life, so what had possessed him to take on a boyfriend like Bren Donovan was anyone’s guess. Whatever else it might be, life with Bren was certainly not quiet, and it was slowly wearing Keiron out.

It was almost a relief Bren wouldn’t be staying at the flat that night. Although they were practically living together, Bren had his own place and sometimes felt the need to stay there. This was usually because a member of his family—or particularly flighty friend—was coming to stay. It wasn’t as if his family wasn’t aware of their relationship, but Bren was shy about “rubbing it in their faces”. Keiron didn’t understand because Bren’s mother seemed to like him a great deal and considered him to be a stabilising influence on her son.

Keiron was a conservative person and so different to Bren, they might as well live in different worlds. As for Bren’s friends, they were usually very like him—loud, messy, and irresponsible. Keiron couldn’t stand them. He was lucky if nothing got broken, and they always left the flat in a complete mess. If Bren wanted to live in a pigsty, so be it. He could do it in his own home.

This weekend, with the bank holiday, Bren was getting both. His friends were congregating on Saturday. Then his parents and sister were coming on Sunday, and staying through until Tuesday morning. Keiron had a Bren-free weekend and was looking forward to it.

If it hadn’t been for their differences on this point, they’d have moved in together a long time ago. Bren chafed for it, but Keiron couldn’t handle his flat descending into chaos, and it wasn’t even as if Bren helped tidy up afterwards. Keiron cringed at the thought of having that chaos and therefore stress every day.

Not only that, but Bren was the most jealous person Keiron had ever come across. Keiron was constantly accused of looking at other men, and God forbid he spoke to one. Bren was a firebrand, completely living up to his fiery red-headed Irish-descended promise. Sometimes it was exciting, even invigorating, yet at other times Keiron longed for the peace and stability he used to have before Bren burst in on him. Maybe at twenty-two, he was just getting old.

Keiron ordered takeaway and, while he waited for it to arrive, wandered down to the bottom of the garden, a beer in his hand, his hair damp from the bath. The sun was still high and warm enough for him to be wearing a thin T-shirt and shorts. The smell of a barbecue drifted over from a neighbouring garden and his mouth watered.

Savouring his drink, he sank onto the stone bench under the rose arbour. It afforded a good view of the whole garden. It was a big one. A long lawn stretched ahead of him to the decking immediately outside the house, where a large wooden table, a number of items of garden furniture, and a shiny silver gas barbecue sat.

Sometimes, he had Bren’s friends around for a barbecue. They weren’t so bad out here in the garden, although they made such a mess of the barbecue itself that it took him days to get it properly clean. He smiled to himself. Sometimes, living with Bren was like having a teenage son. Fortunately, Bren was very good at things he’d hate to think any son of his could do.

The lawn was bordered on either side by flower beds and bushes, which hid the wooden fences separating his garden from the ones on either side. To his left, screened from the arbour by a yew hedge, was a garden pool with a rock fountain and fat koi swimming under lily pads. There used to be more fish—before Bren’s friends found the pond. He pursed his lips at the thought.

To the right was a shrubbery. A large variety of plants made up a wild area of about thirty square feet. Bren loved it, of course. He’d burrowed into it and, within a week, had made a green cave right in the middle. He’d floored it with an old piece of carpet he’d found on a skip. It had taken a long time and a lot of carpet-cleaner to persuade Keiron to enter it, but he had to admit, making love outside under the bushes in the darkness was something he’d come to enjoy very much.

Bren had been surprised he had such a wild place in his neat garden, in his neat life. Perhaps it was the thing that sealed the deal with Bren, who’d been reluctant to get involved with someone so unlike himself, and likely to “cramp his style”.

“But why?” he’d asked. “It doesn’t seem like you to have a wild place like this. It’s so out of place—with the garden and with you. Why haven’t you ‘tamed’ it? Everything else in your life is tame. You’re the most vanilla person I know—except for this.”

They were in the “cave” at the time. It was dark but warm, and they were holding each other in the afterglow of amazing sex. Keiron had smiled lazily and sighed.

“My mother used to live out in the country somewhere when she was a child. My grandmother never took to city life. She told me once there was no room in a city for life, real life. Nowhere for roots to reach the earth. No place for the fairies.”

“Fairies?”

“Oh yes, she was very superstitious about fairies. Never had anything made of iron in the garden. Put out saucers of warm milk if there was a deep frost or snow. And always had a wild place in the garden—for the fairies.”

Bren had smiled at him. “I never thought you had any of that in you, Keiron. I guess there’s hope for you yet.”

Keiron had grinned and held Bren tightly in his arms.

Keiron smiled at the memory and took a drink of his beer. Something caught his eye, and he turned towards the shrubbery. He was sure he’d seen something move, shooting across his vision, behind the trees. He stared hard, but there was nothing there. It must have been a squirrel. He saw them now and again, scrabbling for nuts under the hazel tree or acorns from the enormous oak that overhung the garden from next door.

With a sigh, he settled back and took another drink. His stomach rumbled, and he glanced at his watch, wondering when his pizza would get there. The deliveryman was a regular, and if there was no answer at the door, he’d text to say he’d arrived. So Keiron could relax and not worry about—

There was definitely something there. It moved again. He’d seen it—a flash of white. A cat? Most of the neighbours had cats, and they liked to hang about in the shrubbery, waiting to pounce on unsuspecting birds. It had taken a lot of work to get rid of the smell of cat pee from the carpet.

Ah well. Although…something nagged at the back of his mind. It wasn’t a cat. It couldn’t have been a cat because it hadn’t looked like a cat. It had looked like a person. A small person with a pale pointed face. But it had only been a fraction of a second, a flash, an impression. It was nonsense, of course.

Maybe it was one of the fairies. He smiled.

There was no further movement in the bushes, so when the text came to herald the arrival of his pizza, he wandered back into the house.

He decided to eat his stuffed-crust vegetable supreme at the kitchen table. It was a beautiful night. Other than distant strains of music drifting over from the barbecue, there was the type of silence that magnified the slightest sound. Like the silence that came with snow. It was magical.

Keiron laughed at himself. Magical? That’s what you get for thinking of fairies.

Something flashed at the window and he glanced up sharply. There was nothing there, but there had been. In that fraction of a second between his head beginning to move and his eyes orienting on the window, there had been something or someone peeping in. Someone with a small pointy face. Shit.

Take it easy. If something was there, he didn’t want to frighten it away before he found out what it was.

He took up the uneaten pizza, making a show of putting it onto a plate and into the fridge. The back door was open to let in the summer warmth, and the bin was next to it, out of sight of the window. He folded the pizza box, and headed for the bin—only he wasn’t going to the bin at all. He lifted the lid, so the sound carried out into the garden, but before he let the lid drop, he dived for the back door.

There was nothing there, but there had been. There had been someone crouching under the window, peeping in. It was someone with long white hair, a pointed face, and unnaturally blue eyes. It was all seen in the blink of an eye, and after he’d blinked, there was nothing there and no sign there ever had been.

“I know you’re there. I’ve seen you three times now,” he called into the silence. “I know what you are.” Why had he even said that? It couldn’t have been anything but a figment of his imagination. Human beings couldn’t move that fast, and it was certainly no animal. Then what? A fairy? Hah.

Smiling at his own foolishness, he went back into the house and closed the door.

He was halfway through the remaining pizza, drinking his third bottle of beer and feeling pretty mellow, when there was a soft tapping at the back door. This surprised him very much. No one ever knocked on the back door. Why would they? How could they? They’d have to be in the garden, and there were only two ways into it, the door at which they now tapped or a tiny gate right at the bottom, which would have necessitated them traipsing right through the garden. Who would do that?

With a frown, gripping the bottle in his hand like a weapon, he walked through the kitchen to the door. He could see a vague form through the frosted glass. There was definitely someone there. He wondered if they’d disappear by the time he opened the door.

When the door opened, Keiron froze. He’d never seen anything—or anyone—remotely like the creature who stood on his back doorstep.

Neither spoke.

Keiron blinked, half expecting the creature to vanish before he opened his eyes. He didn’t. He seemed human enough. A boy of seventeen or eighteen years old, with long silvery-white hair and a pretty elfin face. Long white lashes swept over the downturned eyes and skin so pale it appeared translucent, seeming almost to glow in the gathering dusk. He was slender, willowy, and completely naked.

“Who the hell are you?” Keiron eventually asked. The boy looked up and Keiron recoiled. Nothing with eyes like that could be human. They were blue, but it wasn’t any blue he’d ever seen before. It was a brilliant electric blue with a metallic sheen that marked him as something very different to anyone Keiron had ever encountered.

“Draven,” the boy said automatically in a light singsong voice.

“What do you want?”

“Whatever you want.”

“I…want…I want to know who you are and why you’re standing naked on my back doorstep.”

“I’m…Draven,” he said with an anxious little smile. “I’m yours.”

“Mine?” Keiron shivered when he spoke the word. It seemed to ring in his head, and he rubbed his temple absently. “What the hell are you talking about? What do you mean, mine?”

“I’m your slave,” Draven said matter-of-factly, although there was something in his eyes that seemed to flinch as he spoke.

Keiron took a deep breath and released it slowly. “I don’t know who you are or what the hell you want from me, but I’m not into that stuff—whips and handcuffs and—” He trailed off. Draven seemed stricken.

“You…you’re going to…whip me? Why? What have I done?”

Keiron’s mouth dropped open at the real fear on Draven’s face and in his voice. “I…. Of course I’m not going to whip you. Isn’t that what I said?”

Draven frowned deeply, then smiled. “I could probably get a whip for you, if you wanted. As long as you’re not going to use it on me.” He frowned again. “I suppose I shouldn’t make that a condition. You have the right to whip me if you want to. Of course, I’d much prefer if you didn’t. I could make one out of plaited grass if you’d like. You don’t have the right kind of grass in your garden, but I bet I could find some close by. I wouldn’t run away. I promise.”

Keiron was stunned. Draven spoke so fast, he could barely follow what he was saying. “Wait. Stop. I…I’ve already told you—I don’t want a whip.”

“Oh. But you said…. Oh. What do you want?”

“Nothing. I don’t want anything. I want you to go away and leave me alone.”

Draven blinked at him. “I can’t,” he said sadly. “I can’t leave you. I’m your slave now.”

Keiron raised his hands and took another step back. Draven advanced over the threshold and gazed around curiously.

“Look, I’ve no idea what’s going on, who you are, or what you want, but you are not my slave and you are not coming into my house.”

Draven frowned at him, his head tilted to the side. “But I am your slave, and I am inside your house.”

“I…. Well…. Leave, then.”

“Leave?” Draven gaped in apparent astonishment. “But I can’t leave.”

“Why not?”

“Because,” Draven said slowly, as if explaining something obvious to a child, or an idiot, “I’m your slave.”

“Please, I have no idea what game you’re playing, but whatever else you might be, you are not my slave.”

Draven sighed. He gazed at Keiron through his insanely long lashes, flashing his violently blue eyes. From the expression on his face, he seemed to be deep in thought, chewing on his lip and frowning.

Eventually he shrugged, his face clearing to an apologetic smile. “I can’t go away. I have to stay.”

“Why do you have to stay?”

“Because I’m your—”

“Slave. Yeah, yeah. Whatever. Come in. I can’t stand here all night. I’ll get you something to wear, and you can tell me what the hell’s going on. I’m obviously not going to get rid of you any other way.”

Of course, he could have called the police, but the idea repelled him. He was sure the boy wasn’t going to hurt him. Besides, he was intrigued now. He wanted to know who the strange boy was, and more importantly—what he was.

Ten minutes later, Draven was settled on the sofa with his feet tucked under him, wearing Bren’s bathrobe. It was pretty much brand new. Bren hadn’t appreciated it when Keiron bought them matching robes. He’d suggested that he buy Keiron a pipe and slippers to go with them.

Draven was even smaller than Bren, making the robe far too big, but it was the best Keiron could think of. There was no way any of his clothes would fit the boy.

Keiron sat in the chair as Draven explored. It seemed as if he’d never been inside a house before and everything was a wonder to him. The emotions flickered across his face too fast for Keiron to catch. With a little shake of his head, Draven focussed on what was in front of him. He gently stroking the leather of the couch with his fingertips, then rubbed his cheek against the soft towelling of the robe and gave a huge sigh.

Keiron smiled. There was something about Draven that made him feel curiously protective. Draven was soft and sweet and childlike, but there was a hardness underneath that made Keiron a little wary of the hyperactive creature.

“Draven?”

Draven glanced up as if surprised there was anyone else in the room. Then he sat up straighter, trying to look contrite and failing. “Oh. I’m sorry. I’m supposed to be your slave. What do you want me to do?”

“I want you to tell me why you’re here—without mentioning the word slave.”

Draven frowned, then shrugged.

“You saw me,” he said.

“In the bushes?”

“Yes, and at the window—twice.”

“And—?”

Draven shook his head. “You’re very slow, aren’t you?”

“What are you talking about?”

“I let you see me three times. That’s a very bad thing. It’s not allowed. You broke the magic. My punishment is that I have to be your slave. Not forever. Just for three months.”

“Just. Three. Months?” Keiron was dumbstruck. His mind couldn’t process what he was hearing. He stared at Draven who seemed uncomfortable at first, then lost interest, seduced by the wonders of the house.

“What’s that?” he asked, pointing to the television. It was a sixty-inch flat-screen, mounted on the wall.

“What?” Keiron blinked, snapping back into action.

“That big black thing.”

“What big black— Oh, that’s the television.”

“What is it? What does it do?”

“It…. Haven’t you ever seen a television?”

Draven shook his head, his eyes still on the screen. “I’ve never been inside a house. I’ve looked through the window, but I’ve never seen one of those.” He got up and drifted across the room, pausing to crouch down and bury his fingers in the soft carpet. When he got to the television, he ran his fingers over it, peering at his reflection in the surface. He was only barely tall enough to do so.

Still in shock, Keiron picked up the remote and switched on the television. Draven screamed and flipped backwards over the sofa. When he didn’t come back out, Keiron went to investigate, worried he might have hurt himself. Draven crouched with his back against the leather. His eyes were darting everywhere.

“What’s wrong? Did you hurt yourself?”

Draven’s strange eyes focussed on him, and the expression made Keiron shiver. He was clearly frightened, but that hardness was more prominent now—a hint of steel.

“Where are your weapons,” he asked in a shaky voice. “I-I don’t think I can fight them all, definitely not if we have no weapons.” He gazed up at Keiron, vulnerability replacing the harder expression. “Can you? Can you fight them? Can you protect me?”

“What are you talking about?”

“The…people. They were…. They had weapons.”

“That was the television, Draven. Remember? You were asking about it. That’s what it does. It shows pictures.”

“P-pictures?”

“Yes. Come and see. Let me show you. Do you trust me?”

Draven stared at him. His strange eyes gave Keiron chills. “Okay,” Draven whispered and held out his hand. Keiron took it and helped him to his feet. When he saw the television, Draven whirled and threw his arms around Keiron, burying his head in his body. Keiron's first impression was how small and insubstantial Draven felt. His arms barely reached all the way round and the top of his head was level with Keiron’s chest.

“I can’t—”

“Draven…Draven, look. It’s big and bright, but it’s only pictures. I promise it won’t hurt you.”

Draven raised his eyes. Keiron found he was getting used to them, and they didn’t seem so strange anymore.

Keiron smiled. “Trust me.”

Draven searched his eyes for a moment, then nodded, and holding tight to his hand, turned and stared up at the screen.

Keiron watched Draven watch the television. At first it was with fear, but that gradually changed to curiosity. As if forgetting to be afraid, he let go of Keiron’s hand and drifted across the floor. Keiron stood back and let him do what he wanted, wondering what the hell he’d got himself into. There was no getting around the fact that, alien and strange as he might be, Draven was very beautiful and the thought of him naked under the bathrobe made Keiron’s heart flutter a little. That was one of the many reasons he had to get rid of him as soon as possible.

Draven stared at the screen for a while, then reached out a trembling hand to touch it. He spun, his face split in a grin. “It’s pictures on a wall…moving ones,” he said excitedly.

“Yes, that’s what a television is.”

“They talk,” he said, turning back to the television. “They’re real people, moving and talking and—what are they doing?” He tilted his head to the side, and Keiron concentrated on what was happening on the screen. It was a vampire film. The rampaging mob had gone, and the vampire had gained the bedroom of the vapid heroine. She of the heaving breasts was in full flow, her cotton nightdress straining, while the vampire, mesmerising her with his hypnotic gaze, was about to sink his teeth into her neck.

“He’s a vampire. He’s about to bite her.”

“Why would he do that?”

“Because he’s a vampire. That’s what they do.”

Draven turned to him and frowned. “No, it isn’t,” he stated baldly.

“Know many vampires, do you?” Keiron asked.

“Not many. But I know they don’t do it like that.”

“Do what?”

Draven huffed and rounded on him, his hands on his hips. “That,” he said, pointing back at the screen, “is not a vampire. Why is he pretending to be something he isn’t? That is a human.”

Keiron’s eyes widened a little at the word human, but he said nothing. He knew—of course he did. He knew, but he didn’t believe, not yet.

“That’s what television’s all about. It’s about people pretending to be other people or other things.”

“Why?”

“For entertainment. Like…like a moving picture book.”

“Ooh yes, books.” Draven grinned. “I’ve seen them. I’ve seen books. They have pictures in them. They have symbols…words. I can read some of them,” he said proudly. “Fenn taught me. Fenn knows lots of things. I don’t know how she learned to read, though. I mean, we’re not supposed to have those things, human things. And we’re not allowed to talk to humans—not even allowed to show ourselves to them.” He gave a sad little smile and hung his head.

“And you did. You showed yourself to me.”

Draven bit his lip and lowered his eyes, the picture of unrepentant guilt. “I…I let you see me.”

“You let me see you. But you weren’t supposed to, were you?”

Draven shook his head. “No, it’s not allowed.”

“And now you’re being punished?”

He nodded. “Yes. I have to stay here, with you, for three months to pay for what I did.”

“I don’t understand. If you’re not supposed to show yourself to me…us at all, why would you have to stay here, in full view, for three months?”

“Because I’ve been warned before, lots of times. You’ve almost seen me before, lots and lots of times. They said the only way to break the habit was to force me to face it.”

“They?”

“The Council. They’re in charge—at least here.” He waved his hand vaguely. “There are lots of them, I think. The king and queen live a long way away. I’ve never seen them.”

“Oh. Draven. You know you can’t stay here.”

“I can’t?”

“This isn’t your home. This isn’t your world and I…I have my life, my boyfriend. He’d freak if he found you here. This just isn’t your place.”

“I know,” he said sadly, “but there’s nothing I can do about it. I have to stay.”

“And if I won’t let you stay here?”

He shrugged. “There’s a place in the bushes. It’s warm and comfortable. I’ve slept there before and—”

“I’m not letting you sleep outside under a bush.”

“Why not? That’s where I usually sleep.”

Keiron shook his head. “What am I going to do with you?”




Chapter Two

DRAVEN COMPLETELY SWEPT Keiron away that evening. He was excited about everything. Naturally curious, he thoroughly searched the living room, picking things up, exclaiming over them, demanding an explanation, then moving on to the next thing. Keiron indulged him, relaxing more and more, as he was infected by Draven’s childlike enthusiasm.

When fingers of exhaustion began to tug at him, Keiron realised it was past midnight.

“Draven, it’s getting late. It’s time to think about getting to bed.”

“Oh. Shall I leave this inside the house? It will get wet and dirty outside.” Slipping off the robe, he let it fall to the ground and headed, naked, for the back door.”

“Wait? What are you doing? Where are you going?”

Draven stopped and turned to him, his head tilted in surprise. “You said you didn’t want me to stay in the house. I’m going to—”

“Oh no, you’re not. Put your robe back on. You can sleep in the spare room. We’ll think this through in the morning.”

“Okay.”

After making sure Draven was safely tucked back into his robe, Keiron led him up the stairs. Draven trotted obediently behind. When Keiron opened the bedroom door and switched on the light, Draven cried out in delight.

“Can I sleep here? Can I really?”

“Of course you can.”

Draven spun on light feet and gazed at Keiron. “Is that the thing you call a bed?”

“Isn’t that what you call a bed?”

Draven shook his head. “We sleep in flowers or in the branches or roots of the trees. All kinds of places. Sometimes we weave nests. If we’re inside, we sleep on big piles of cushions or woven cots, but I’ve never seen anything like this. I’ve heard people talk about them and wondered what they were like. They don’t understand. They can’t see why I should be so interested in humans. Most of us stay well away because we’re scared or scornful or just not interested. But I’m interested. I’m interested in everything.” He beamed at Keiron. “Most of all, I’m interested in you.”

“In me?”

“Yes. That’s why I let you see me. I wanted to talk to you.”

“You did? Why?”

“I’ve watched you in the garden. Both of you. You look sad when you should be happy. I’ve never understood that. Either you’re happy or you’re sad, and if you’re doing something happy, you shouldn’t be sad. But you do happy things, lots of happy things, but you are still sad.” Draven paused, frowning. Keiron took the opportunity to catch up after the breathless tumble of words. Draven brightened. “And, of course, you’re very beautiful. My friends say all humans are big and clumsy and ugly, but I think you’re beautiful.”

“You…er…do?”

“Oh yes. I like your eyes. They’re blue, but not like mine. Like the sky after rain. Clean and fresh. You smell fresh too, like lemons. But they aren’t real lemons, because lemons taste different.”

“Taste different to what?”

“To how you smell?”

“You can…er…taste smells?”

“Can’t you?” he asked, his eyes wide.

“Er…no, no I can’t.”

“Oh.”

“I think you should go to bed now. I know I want to. Do you want to shower first?”

“Shower? What’s that?” Draven yawned widely, showing neat little pearly-white teeth. Keiron had the irrational desire to run his tongue over them. He shook his head.

“Never mind. Get into bed.”

“Into?” Draven regarded it, his eyes glittering with curiosity. “Does it open?”

“It’s a…a saying. You don’t open the bed, just pull back the covers and get inside…um…lie underneath them.”

Draven pulled at the duvet curiously. He tugged and pulled, seeming to be trying to tear it open.

“You don’t get inside the quilt, Draven,” Keiron said, amusement colouring his words. He was beginning to get used to the way Draven thought. “Here, let me help you. Get up on the bed.”

Draven obeyed, fluffing the pillows delightedly. Then, he realised the bed was bouncy and started to bounce on it. The robe fell open and slipped off his shoulders. He just kept on bouncing, like a child on a trampoline. Keiron closed his eyes and gritted his teeth.

“Beds aren’t for bouncing on, Draven.”

“They’re not?”

“No, they’re for sleeping in.”

“But they’re bouncy.”

“Yes, they are, but right now, you’re supposed to be sleeping, not bouncing.”

“Why do you have your eyes closed?”

“Because I don’t want to see your...you...bouncing.”

“Why not?”

“Just get into bed.”

“But I can’t,” Draven said sulkily. “I don’t know how.”

With a sigh, Keiron opened his eyes, trying not to look at Draven’s body. “Give me the robe.” Draven wriggled out of it and handed it over. “Right, lie down.”

Obediently, Draven curled up in the centre of the bed.

“You should try putting your head on the pillows. That’s what they’re there for.”

Draven blinked at him. He suddenly appeared very tired. “Okay,” he said and scooted up. His head sank into the pillow and he sighed, an expression of bliss on his face.

Keiron pulled the duvet up and tucked it around him. “Goodnight, Draven,” he said. “Sleep well.”

Draven yawned a sleepy little yawn and, to Keiron’s amazement, was instantly fast asleep.

“Draven?” he called softly, but the little creature was oblivious, wandering somewhere in dreams, a smile on his face. Keiron stared in amazement.

What the hell?

Leaving the door slightly ajar, Keiron turned off the light and went to his own bed. He lay awake for a long time, pondering the fairy creature in the next room. There was no doubt in his mind Draven was a fairy, as crazy as it sounded even to himself. After all, what else could he be? So, what the hell am I going to do about it? I can't have someone like that living here for three months. Christ, Bren would have a fit.

Keiron fell asleep, imaging the look on Bren’s face if he’d seen Draven standing naked on the doorstep. The next morning, he woke thinking of Draven standing naked on the doorstep. For a moment, until reality crashed in on him, he smiled and hugged himself, then a light flashed “danger, danger” in his head and he sat up.

The sound of someone moving about downstairs startled him. His first thought was, Oh my God, Bren’s here. His second was, Oh my God, Draven’s downstairs on his own. He didn’t know which of the two possibilities scared him most.

Throwing himself out of bed, Keiron pulled on a pair of jeans and a T-shirt. He turned and tripped over his shoes, almost falling on his face. “Dammit.” With a growl, he savagely kicked the shoes aside and ran for the door.

He found Draven in the kitchen. Draven’s face and hands were covered with jam, and he was completely naked. He hummed to himself as he tried to smear jam on a piece of bread with his fingers. It was such a funny sight that Keiron paused in the doorway, watching.

Draven scanned the kitchen, not seeing Keiron. He thrust his fingers into his mouth, spreading jam over even more of his face, then stamped his foot angrily and put his hands on his hips, getting even stickier.

“Where is the water?”

“Try the tap.”

Draven jumped and spun around. Keiron laughed out loud. There was jam all over Draven’s face, jam in his hair, jam on his hands, and now it was smeared down his hips too, not to mention all over the kitchen table. Even the handle of the fridge seemed decidedly jammy.

“It’s not my fault,” Draven said indignantly. “I could smell strawberries, but I didn’t know it was going to be like this, and I couldn’t find where you keep the water.”

“It’s in the tap.”

“Where’s the tap? I thought it would be somewhere in the cooking room. I didn’t want to make a mess in your pretty room, and anyone in their right minds should keep water in a cooking room.”

“I do. I told you, it’s in the tap.”

Draven stamped his foot and glared. “But I don’t know where the tap is.”

“It’s in the sink.”

“Where’s the door?”

“What door?” Keiron was still amused but now also bemused. Draven confused him more with every word. Draven heaved a huge exaggerated sigh.

“The door to the sink, of course. Is it in the floor?” He started peering at the tiles, and said thoughtfully. “I didn’t think of looking in the floor, but if it’s sunken, I guess it’s under there.”

“There’s nothing under the floor, Draven.” Keiron crossed the kitchen and turned on the tap. “This is the sink and this is the tap.”

Draven gasped and stared at the water gushing out of the tap. “You have a mountain stream? In your cooking room? Inside your house?”

“It’s a tap, Draven. It’s attached by a very, very long pipe to a reservoir somewhere. All houses have taps. I have another in the bathroom.”

“What’s a bathroom?” Draven asked distractedly as he turned the tap on and off, twisting to peer into it as if expecting to see something inside—a mountain stream, perhaps.

“It’s the place where you shower and bathe.”

“Oh.” Draven glanced up with a puzzled expression on his face. “So you do have a pool in your house. Why do you need a…tap, then? Can’t you just get water from the pool?”

“I don’t have a pool in my bathroom, Draven.”

“But you said that’s where you bathe.”

“It is.” Keiron sighed. “Let me show you. You can take a shower while I clean up this mess.”

“What’s a shower?” Draven asked, as he trotted along beside Keiron. Thankfully, he seemed to be taking care not to touch anything. He was very close and smelled strongly of strawberries. Keiron was able to sneak glances at him, watching the emotions fly like shadows across his face. Draven didn’t notice. He was completely absorbed in everything around him. Keiron realised the whole house was filled with strange new things—things Draven had never seen or heard of before. The realisation was quite a shock.

When they reached the bathroom, Draven stopped in the doorway, as Keiron turned on the shower.

“Where’s the pool? Isn’t it supposed to be—” Draven was pointing towards the bath, but cut off suddenly when the shower started. His eyes and mouth went round, and he froze.

“What’s the matter?” Keiron asked, startled by the shock on Draven’s face.

“How did you make it rain? Not even weather witches can do that. Not so fast and all in one place.”

“It’s not rain, Draven, it’s a tap; a different kind of tap.” Turning the shower on and off a few times, he had Draven’s undivided attention. Draven was utterly enchanted and bounced, clapping his hands every time the water started.

“Do it again. Do it again,” he pleaded when Keiron stopped, leaving the shower running.

“I’m getting wet. You can do it, but not until you’ve cleaned off every bit of that jam, understand? I don’t want to have to clean the bathroom as well as the kitchen.”

Draven gasped and suddenly looked utterly wretched. He bowed his head, kicking at the back of one foot with the other, his hands clasped behind his back, like a naughty boy, being told off.

“What’s the matter?”

“I’m supposed to be your slave,” he muttered. Then his head came up and he grinned. “I’m not a very good one, am I?”

“Um…no, not really, but—”

“The High Lord—he’s the leader of the Council—said that being a slave would help me learn how to follow rules. He said he hoped you could get me to listen to authority because he’s damned if he can. He didn’t actually say that, of course, those words, in human. The High Lord doesn’t associate with humans at all, not free ones. He doesn’t like to speak human language. There aren’t many who can; at least not as well as I can.” He puffed his chest proudly.

“You speak it very well,” Keiron said weakly.

“I know. I listen a lot.”

“Listen? To humans? You eavesdrop?”

“I don’t know what that means. I….” Draven had the grace to look embarrassed. “I like to watch people and listen to what they say. I follow them—sometimes too far. I’ve almost got caught, lots of times. And I like to peep through windows. Not just yours,” he added hastily, as if that made a major difference.

“If you spend so much time peeping through windows, how come you don’t know more about what goes on inside houses. Why haven’t you seen a tap or television working?”

Draven shook his head. “I can only look in when I know people aren’t looking out. I can hardly watch someone when they are standing in the cooking room, in front of the window, can I? And I think the…taps are mostly in front of the window. I’ve seen them, but I had no idea what they did. As for the…television….” He shrugged. “They mostly have their back to me. I guess I must have seen the pictures on them some time, but I don’t remember. I must have been concentrating on something else. I get like that. When I’m concentrating on something, I don’t see other things.” He frowned. “Sometimes, quite important things. The High Lord says that one of these days I am going to get into serious trouble because of it. Oh.” He glanced up and grinned. “I think I did, didn’t I?”

“I think you did,” Keiron agreed with a smile, slightly dazed at Draven’s breathless speech. Draven had a tendency to take a breath and not stop until it had gone, at least that’s how it seemed. Keiron found it endearing, but it was sometimes difficult to follow. The High Lord, whoever he was, had Draven’s measure right enough. Sending him to Keiron had been a stroke of genius on the High Lord’s part, Keiron just wished he’d sent him somewhere else. He groaned inwardly. Maybe he could talk to the High Lord and get him to change his mind. It felt as if this was a punishment for him, too. He glanced at Draven, who was staring hungrily at the shower, rubbing jam into his eye. More of a punishment for him…much more.

“Take a shower and dry off with the towels on the rack over there. Make sure you dry your hair thoroughly. I’ll get some clothes and put them on the bed in your room.”

“Why?” Draven asked, dragging his attention away from the shower.

“So you can get dressed.”

“You want me to wear clothes?” Draven asked, wide-eyed.

“Of course I do. You can’t walk around naked.”

“Why not?”

“Because someone might see you.”

“It hardly matters now, does it? I’m already being punished once and sending me here doesn’t suggest that the High Lord wants me to continue to hide. I mean, if I’m your slave, I have to go wherever you tell me to—even outside.” His eyes glittered as he said that, as if he would like nothing more than to be told to go outside, and he wasn’t thinking of the garden.

Keiron sighed. “It’s not because you’re a fairy, Draven. It’s because people don’t just walk around naked.”

“They don’t?” His face fell. “I wondered why I never saw any of them naked. Do I have to wear clothes all the time?”

“All the time—except when you’re in the bathroom.”

Draven brightened and Keiron groaned inwardly. He had a feeling that Draven was going to spend a lot of time in the bathroom.

“I’ll leave you to it, then.”

“Yes.” Draven was gazing at the shower again. Keiron shook his head. If he’d thought living with Bren was like having a teenager around, this was like having a child. Draven might not look it, but he had the innocence, curiosity, and playfulness of a child. This was going to be interesting, but he was damn sure it wasn’t going to be for three months.

Keiron sorted through Bren’s things to find something that might fit Draven. As he set aside item after item, he was shocked to realise just how small Draven actually was. It wasn’t just his height, which was only an inch or so less than Bren’s. He was evenly proportioned and well-muscled but very, very slender. Keiron could easily have put his hands around his waist, and Draven’s hands would have been only half his size if it weren’t for the length of his fingers.

Ah well. He found a pair of skinny jeans, which were extremely figure-hugging on Bren but would still be big on Draven, and a crop top that would probably slip off his shoulder. He did his best with underwear, but there was no chance it was going to fit, and he didn’t even bother with shoes.

Keiron paused, staring at the clothes laid out on the bed, and simply couldn’t visualise Draven wearing them. In fact, he couldn’t visualise Draven wearing anything, but the alternative was…uncomfortable. Tossing a pair of sneakers onto the floor beside the bed, he turned and headed for the kitchen, welcoming the distraction of cleaning up the jam.

After twenty minutes, he changed his mind. A whole pot of jam, at least the part that hadn’t been coating Draven, had been spread all over the kitchen, from the table, to the door handle, to the fridge. There were sticky finger marks over cupboards and even on the floor. It took three bowls of soapy water before he was able to declare the room unstuck.

It was still early, and Keiron set about making breakfast. Pausing with his hand on the bacon, he changed his mind. He had no idea if Draven ate meat. He knew he liked fruit, though, so he set out a selection of cereals, fruit, and fruit juice, with milk and sugar.

When he was done, he realised over half an hour had passed, and there was no sign of Draven. With a sigh, he climbed the stairs and knocked on the bathroom door. There was no response. From within, he could hear water and singing. The singing seemed to blend with the water, so it was hard to tell where one ended and the other began.

He cracked open the door and called, “Draven?” The singing stopped. Moments later, the door was yanked out of Keiron’s hand, and Draven stood in front of him, dripping and still very naked. Draven grinned.

“It’s wonderful, Keiron. Come and have a go.” He grabbed Keiron’s hand and dragged him into the bathroom, which was steamy from the open shower door. Keiron tugged his hand free.

“Not now, Draven. I’ll shower later, after breakfast. I’ve got it all set out. Hurry up. Dry and get dressed.”

Draven grinned. “Yes, of course. I like your shower. It’s like rain, only warmer.” His eyes turned dreamy. “I could stay in there all day.”

“No, you couldn’t. For one thing, my electricity bill would be through the roof, and for another, you’d wrinkle up like a prune.”

As he spoke, Draven stared at him in intense concentration. “I have no idea what you just said. How can the shower go through the roof, and will the water really turn me into a prune? What’s a prune?”

Keiron smiled. “Go get dressed.”

“Yes.” Draven shook his head like a dog, sending his long hair whipping out and droplets of water flying everywhere.

“Hey…watch it. I’m soaked.”

Draven seemed surprised. “You sound like that’s a bad thing.”

“It is when I’m dressed.”

“You see? I told you being dressed is a bad thing.” With a self-satisfied toss of his head, Draven slipped past Keiron and disappeared into the bedroom.

Keiron stared after him for a long moment, then smiled in bemusement and hurried to switch off the shower and clean the water off the bathroom floor.

He was pouring coffee when he heard the soft footsteps that told him Draven was on his way. He glanced up and smiled, then frowned. There was something different about him. Draven looked good in clothes, almost as good as he did without them, and strangely they seemed to fit him just fine.

“I thought those clothes would be way too big for you.”

“Oh, they were,” Draven said, sniffing at the coffee, “but I made them fit.”

“You made them fit? You made them smaller?”

“No, I made me bigger.”

Keiron stared and realised it was true. Draven was taller and wider and generally bigger. In fact, he was pretty much the same size as Bren, and filled out his clothes just as well. He swallowed hard at the sight of Draven’s tight midriff, clear between the cut-off and the waist of his jeans. Ah hell.

“You can change your size?”

“Of course. Can’t you?”

“No. Is there anything else you can change?”

“Of course,” Draven said again, leaning closer to the coffee jug and sniffing.

“What? What can you change?”

Draven straightened. “Anything,” he said, “I mean, I can make myself bigger and smaller, change colour and—”

“Change colour?” Keiron gasped, startled. “What do you mean, change colour?”

Draven frowned. “Well…make my…colour…different.” He seemed to be struggling to think of another way to say the words.

“But….”

“Like this,” Draven volunteered before his skin turned sea green and his hair deep blue. If it hadn’t been so shocking, it would have been extremely attractive. The hair was almost the same shade as his eyes, and had a slight metallic shimmer, too. Draven seemed anxious, nervous of Keiron’s reaction.

“It…Um…It’s…It….”

Abruptly, Draven reverted to his original colour, his face falling into a pout. “You don’t like it.”

“No, no, it…it isn’t that I don’t like it. It’s just— I’ve never seen anything like it before. It was a bit of a shock.”

“Can’t you do that?”

“No. Nothing like it.”

“I wondered. Why humans don’t change, I mean. I kind of figured it’s because they can’t.” Now his voice was full of pity. Then he sniffed again at the coffee. “What’s that?”

“It’s coffee. A hot drink. Would you like some?”

Draven grinned at him. “Ooh yes, yes please.”

“Would you like sugar and milk?”

“Ooh, you have milk? I love milk. What did you milk? A cat? A stoat?”

“Draven, you can’t milk a cat.”

“You can’t?” He turned thoughtful. “Maybe I should tell them.”

“Tell who what?”

“The cats. Tell them they can’t be milked. They won’t like it. Neither will the High Lord. He likes cat milk and—”

“You milk cats?”

“Well…yes. I didn’t know you weren’t supposed to.”

“It’s not that you’re not supposed to; it’s just—” Keiron broke off. He could imagine the conversation. There just wasn’t any point. “It’s cow’s milk.”

“Cows?” Draven’s eyes went wide. “You milk cows?”

“Not me personally, but yes.”

“But they’re so…big.” His eyes were round, and his mouth hung open. Then he shook his head. “Of course. You’re big too. Ah. I suppose cats would be too small, huh? They don’t give very much, and only when they want to.”

“Will you stop talking about milking cats? Do you want milk in your coffee or not?”

“I’ve never tasted cow’s milk. I’d like to try.”

Keiron poured a cup of coffee while Draven watched, fascinated. He carefully poured in milk and handed it over. Draven closed his hand around it, then yelped and dropped it. “Ow, ow, ow,” he sang, dancing on the spot and clutching his hand. “It hurt me. It hurt me.”

“It’s hot, Draven. It’s made with boiling water. Of course it’s going to hurt if you hold on to it like that.”

“Boiling water? What do you mean? How do you make it hot?”

“It’s boiled in a kettle. Let me see that hand.”

Obediently, Draven held out his hand. It was red but there was no sign it was going to blister. Keiron led him to the tap and ran the cold water over his hand. Draven smiled and gazed up into Keiron’s eyes. His face was streaked with tears, which had already dried. He looked…

Keiron dropped his hand and turned away. “You’ve made another mess.”

“Oh. I’m sorry. Let me clean it up.” Draven pushed past Keiron and started moving things out of the puddle of coffee. All he succeeded in doing was allowing the puddle to get bigger. The box of cereal was soaked and, as Draven lifted it, the bottom gave way, spilling cereal all over the table. Yanking back his hand, he knocked over the jug of orange juice and sent fruit rolling onto the floor.
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