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      Faeries in Chelsea  is a fun little short to help readers of Blackhurst, my young adult series, get a feel for what my adult series, Agent of the Crown, is like.

      It’s still a bit whimsical and dreamy, with Fitz when he’s just barely out of Blackhurst himself and he hasn’t quite founds his feet yet. When we next see him in Piety, experiences like this have toughened him up a bit. He’s still the natural investigator, who wants to solve the puzzle, but he’ll be ready to fight and take on the more monstrous threats that are waiting for him in his career with Piety.

      The first three books in the Agent of the Crown series, Piety, Piety’s Fury and Piety’s Legacy, are all already available on my website, www.ragnarssonwrites.com.  The fourth book, Piety’s Depths, will be out in time for Christmas 2026.
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      I’d always thought there was something charming about faeries. Maybe because I pictured them perching on toadstools in the company of little girls. Maybe because old Arthur Conan Doyle was duped by someone with a cardboard cut-out back in his day, and that made them seem barely even real. But even Shakespeare’s faeries weren’t all that charming. I suppose he was a bit closer to the days of wild magic than us, back when people still remembered.

      When my boss, Lady Penelope Gough, Queen’s agent and occult investigator by royal appointment, quietly telephoned back to her Knightsbridge home to tell me she had stumbled across faeries at her niece’s birthday party, I hadn’t really known what to expect.

      Of course, I knew that the agency dealt with all kinds of supernatural tomfoolery, from the whimsical to the world-ending. That was why they picked us up right from school and put us through three years at Blackhurst, our own little Oxbridge just outside Tring. And of course, we learned about the million varieties of pixies and gnomes, but even our tutors hadn’t been especially keen. Infernal cults that worshipped mad gods from the beyond and leviathans from the depths of the ocean were more what we looked at.

      Even at the grand old age of twenty-one and with just a few months’ experience since I’d graduated and joined Penny’s team, I’d sought out accursed artefacts and helped to unwind a scheme to channel infernal power through the bell of Big Ben.

      Faeries seemed a bit underwhelming.

      My imagination had immediately conjured up light-hearted scenes involving butterfly nets but that abruptly ended when Penny told me to fetch a shotgun and get in a cab.

      I rang off feeling slightly concerned that she felt me walking the mile or so down to Chelsea was not a fast enough response. But if that really was true then I didn’t have time to argue.

      I unlocked the gun cabinet, lifted out a stout twelve-gauge, slid it into a long leather carrying case, stuffed a pocket with birdshot and headed downstairs.

      “Mrs Price!” I shouted for the housekeeper as I went.

      Penny was genuine aristocracy, great-granddaughter of the first Viscount Gough, whose magnificent victories in the First Opium War she often boasted about. As such she did keep a staff, even in the townhouse.

      It was nineteen sixty, so the staff was more modest these days, but Penny was a keen dinner partier so the house frequently hosted other agents and their retainers, and there was absolutely no possibility of Penny cooking for herself. I had once seen her light a cigarette from the gas hob, but that was the limit of her abilities.

      “Lady Gough has asked me to join her, but I will probably be back for dinner.”

      The middle-aged housekeeper put her head around the door. “As you say, Fitz.” She didn’t comment on the shotgun.

      I had a slightly complex relationship with the help.

      I lived in Penny’s house, because I was her junior, which more or less made me her apprentice. So I wasn’t a guest. Penny and I had a professional relationship but barely out of college I was far too young to be Mr Fitzwilliam, as if I were the family lawyer. But I also wasn’t one of the staff, and my slightly plummy public school accent made me obviously not one of the labouring classes. So I was simply Fitz to them, the same as I was to most people who liked me.

      Mrs Price let me out the front door and dutifully closed it behind me. Tangling with the esoteric teaches you to always make sure the doors are locked and that someone knows where you’re going.

      I kept the gun case over my shoulder and ran down to the kerb just in time to flag down a black cab. I jumped in and we shot off up the road, only a five-minute trip to another rather nice townhouse.

      I didn’t even get to knock. Blethers, Penny’s driver and occasional bodyguard, was waiting for me by the door.

      He nodded to me. We had quickly come to the agreement that we were the same rank within Penny’s outfit. Which he understood to mean that I couldn’t order him around, but if I asked nicely he normally would do what I wanted in Penny’s absence.

      He whisked me quickly through the house, and out into the garden where there was indeed a birthday party taking place. Many girls between the ages of ten and twelve were in evidence, as well as cake and two colours of jelly. I was quite aware that the heavy black leather bag I was carrying was obviously a gun case, even if the children weren’t likely to notice.

      I tried to look nonchalant as I walked through the party. I hadn’t really dressed for the occasion, I’d just come in shirtsleeves, but fortunately it was sunny out, and things looked to be fairly informal. I found Penny at the far end of the garden sitting on a folding chair and looking very relaxed in her lavender party dress and holding a champagne flute.

      “Ah, Fitz.” She said it without looking around, simply knowing that I would be there. She kept her eyes on three girls who were playing around the foot of an apple tree. “You’re probably a better shot than me.”

      I’d learned never to underestimate her, but as far as I knew Penny wasn’t much for grouse or pheasants. “Probably, Penny.”

      “Be a lamb and load it up for me. And try not to startle the horses.”

      I stepped up closer to her, resting the end of the case on the ground just behind Penny’s chair, keeping myself between it and the back door. I undid the popper and opened the flap, reaching inside and slightly awkwardly working the lever to open the breech. I fumbled in my pocket, slipping two cartridges out and dropping them into the chambers, then snapping the gun closed without taking it out.

      “Good lad.” Penny still didn’t look around. I had only seen the back of her ash blonde curls.

      “Faeries, Penny?”

      “They’re a bloody nuisance.”

      “Are they here?”

      “Oh yes.” I peered around her trying to follow her eye line. “About halfway up that tree. Dragonflies don’t nest in trees, do they?”

      I squinted and saw what she was talking about. Either huge insects or tiny birds. Or maybe neither. “What are they doing?”

      “What are the girls playing with?”

      I leaned forward a bit. I couldn’t really see. They didn’t seem to be playing with anything.

      “Aren’t they having a tea party or something?”

      “Bit old for that, aren’t they?” Penny finally glanced back to me for just a moment. “You don’t have a sister, do you?”

      “No.”

      She shook her head, going back to the girls. “There is real tea at this party. And cake and lemonade and so on. And real friends. Odd for the three of them to play pretend together like that when they could join in with the real party.”

      Finally Penny properly looked around. Patrician-nosed, hazel-eyed and famously difficult to impress, she was challenging to put an age on, if only because of what might happen to you if you guessed unwisely. If you pressed me, I’d say about fifty.

      “They’ve just been sat there, happy as you like, for the last couple of hours. Not a one of them has gone for a glass of squash, or a trip to the loo. And if you watch carefully...”

      I looked from face to face then realised. They were all talking, all at the same time. Not talking to each other. Not even talking over each other. Each one was having a little monologue conversation with themselves, paying no attention to whether anyone was listening.

      “...Well of course Mr Bear is going to come with us...”

      “...No, I much preferred when we had tea by the seaside...”

      “...Who would even think about watercolours on a day like this...”

      I nodded. “I see what you mean.” I hovered for a moment. “So, are we going to shoot them?”

      “Good heavens, my boy, what sort of birthday parties have you been to? No, not unless we don’t have a choice. It won’t be good for the girls to just blast them free. So be a good lad and find something to prise them out with.”

      I nodded and discreetly moved the shotgun around to the side of Penny’s chair where she could reach it, and left it propped there.

      I headed back into the house, looking nonchalant. I was slightly out of place, being seemingly the only man present, but years of dedicated agency training had equipped me to pass myself off as someone who had a twelve-year-old little sister.

      I found my way into an empty sitting room and spied what I had been looking for. The fireplace looked unused, but there was still a vestigial poker standing beside it. I quietly snaffled it and slid it down my trouser leg. I did have to keep a hand in my pocket to stop it falling all the way down, which was rude, but manners had to take second place to tackling the supernatural.

      Although, now I thought about it, it occurred to me that faeries might not actually be occult. It was possible they were just born that way. I had never thought to ask.

      I made my way back to Penny. She was still exactly where I had left her.

      “I’ve got a poker.” I had to do some slightly immodest movements to slip it back out of my trousers. I kept it down by my side, not waving it around.

      “Good lad.”

      “You’re not going to hit anyone with it, are you?”

      She chuckled. “No, don’t be silly.” She patted my arm. “You are.”

      I tried not to show a reaction.

      “If you look down at my feet...” I followed her legs down to a pair of lavender kitten-heeled pumps. “...You’ll notice a line of toadstools just beyond.”

      “A faerie circle.”

      She had chosen her spot to make sure no-one else would walk across the line. “Exactly.”

      My eyes crossed for a moment as I thought how big the circle would have to be. Perhaps eight feet across, right around the foot of the tree.

      “The fair folk only have any power inside the circle. So we just have to gently nudge the girls out, and they’ll snap right out of it.”

      “What happens if we don’t?”

      “Oh, they’ll eventually be overcome by illusions and then dissolve into the fae world when the moon rises. So no pressure, Fitz.”

      My eyes widened. “Why don’t we do something? You see them all over the country.”

      “Oh there aren’t faeries in every circle. They nest in them but there’s a lot more toadstools than faeries. And anyway, only unbroken ones still have power.”

      “Right.”

      “You’re keen to impress me, aren’t you, Fitz?” She sipped her champagne.

      “Of course, Penny.” Which was true. I had only been out of Blackhurst for a few months. And like any young man in his first proper job, I did want to make Penny proud of me.

      “Good, so be a trooper and rescue these fair maidens for me, what?”

      Ah.

      Alright, fair enough.

      “Yes, Penny.”

      She smiled. “If you get really stuck I will of course start shooting and have Blethers come and drag you back out however...” Her eyebrow very slightly raised. “I’m sure that won’t be necessary.”

      “Of course not.”

      I couldn’t really feel hard done by. I supposed every new second lieutenant goes through the same thing, just having to bloody well get on with it and live with the chance of cocking it up. And Penny wasn’t some notorious loon like Magnus. No, she was a glamorous city dweller with a puckish sense of humour, as opposed to a reclusive psychopath who’d throw someone into the deep end just to see if they could apply the concept of buoyancy under pressure.

      If Penny had to report back to the agency that her new junior had tragically died at a garden party, I had to imagine that would be embarrassing for her. She had picked me, after all, and spoken highly of my potential. I was confident that she wouldn’t have set me an impossibly fiendish challenge just to see how I would react to failure.

      Probably.

      “Crack on.”

      There wasn’t really much I could say to that.

      With a certain trepidation I stepped across the line of toadstools. I felt a moment of resistance, like the feeling of pressing against the skin of a soap bubble.

      There was a soft plib, and I slid inside it.

      It was suddenly very quiet.

      I turned back around. Penny should just be about a foot away. And she was, somehow. She looked to be exactly where she had been, but as I looked down at my feet I could see what seemed to be miles of grass between us, and a towering wall of white toadstools before the glistening membrane I had just stepped through.

      “Penny?”

      She didn’t seem to respond. She wasn’t quite frozen but she was uncomfortably still. I could watch her eyelid slide down as she blinked.

      Ah.

      The girls hadn’t been talking over each other. They had been having one conversation. What I’d heard was out of sync, different parts of the same discussion overlapping as the girls seemed to be running at different speeds.

      At least I had some sense of what was going on.

      For a moment I was curious if Penny could still see and hear me. If I was running fast compared to her, maybe she really wouldn’t, like a record spinning on a drill press, going so far that music turns into a blur of white noise.

      But I had a job to do, and I had a poker. Which was not as silly as it might sound. There was a reason why horseshoes were lucky objects, hung over doors in the olden days.

      Magic has a difficult relationship with magnetism, and one of the only things you can’t enchant is iron. That didn’t mean the poker would cut through a magical creature like a blowtorch, but it could give something otherwise intangible a proper whack instead of passing through them. That didn’t help a huge amount against some giant stygian beast but something small that relied on magic to defend itself would be in a pickle if I could hit it.

      “Mr Bear, arrest that man at once!”

      I whipped around to see the three girls I had come to rescue. They were, as it transpired, actually having a tea party, the three of them clustered at the end of a long table. There was a definite suggestion of Mad Hatter in the air. A labyrinth of serving plates, teapots and macarons was strewn around the table.

      But the bear they were having tea with was not a teddy. He was a huge brown beast much taller than any of them, even though he was sat on his haunches. He didn’t have a teacup, which I felt was rude, but I supposed it’d be hard for him to drink from it.

      The bear shifted around and dropped onto all fours, then trotted over to me and nudged me with his snout. Whatever illusion was going on here, he was still a bear. He was enormous and had the requisite collection of claws and teeth, and unusually for a grizzly bear he was doing what he was told. Maybe he couldn’t arrest me in a traditional sense, but I wasn’t going to argue.

      He nosed me again and I got the message. I came towards the table, and took the place opposite Mr Bear, who padded back around the table and sat back down. I noticed that despite the lack of tea, they had set out a couple of smoked salmon sandwiches for him.

      I gently laid the poker down on the table, not wanting them to think I was threatening them.

      “What brings you to our faerie kingdom?”

      The three girls looked like they might be sisters, all with long golden hair and glittering blue eyes. I had to fight through my memory. They hadn’t looked like that from the outside. They were an average mix of mousy and brown, one with lots of freckles. Not anymore. They looked like copies of the same person. Fierce, proud, pale and golden. Really golden hair too. Where the sun glinted off it, it flashed and glimmered, and it was hard to look at without squinting.

      I suspected they were not at home to talk of garden parties and grown-ups.

      I tried a different tack. “My ladies, we had not heard word from you for so long.”

      As one, they tossed their hair and harrumphed.

      The girl on the left answered, like the Phorcides sisters. “And what business is it of yours to ask such questions of your betters?” She squeaked with indignation.

      Not very eleven-year-old, even for girls playing lords and ladies.

      I thought quickly. “I am Sir William, from the court of Queen Penelope.”

      The three looked taken aback. They clustered together and whispered for a moment. Mr Bear lazily snapped a sandwich off his plate and swallowed it in one go.

      I decided to just press on. “My queen is holding a great feast and has sent invitations but we heard nothing from your faerie kingdom.”

      “We received no message.” The third girl finally took her chance to speak.

      “There may be ill forces afoot in your kingdom, my ladies.” I dramatically looked upwards.

      I was very relieved to see that I definitely could see the flying shapes above us, much clearer and more defined than they had been from the outside. They made butterfly silhouettes against the sun, their wings flashing in a rainbow of stained glass, flitting back and forth. They were clearly hovering over me.

      The girls all looked up too, then, frustratingly, they laughed.

      “These are our faeries...”

      “...Our subjects...”

      “...Our kingdom.”

      “But you did not receive our messenger?” I gave the bear a look. “But your sergeant-at-arms is surely a trustworthy bear? He would not have eaten my squire without even passing on his message?”

      The bear tossed his head imperiously.

      “Mr Bear would never! He is honest and true and has protected us from all wrong-doers!”

      “So where is my squire, my ladies? I hate to speak out of turn, but he was a good lad and I must know what became of him.”

      The girls looked uncomfortable.

      “I would never cast aspersions on your subjects, but if they have detained a diplomatic envoy of friendship then they must answer for that.”

      The bear’s ears flattened and he shrank down a little. I glanced up and saw the flashing kaleidoscopic shapes were circling down towards me. I very slowly slid my hand back on to the poker.

      Three of them came down to the table. Three sharp, shimmering shapes, perching on the topmost plate of a tiered serving dish. The one in the middle hopped up onto the last macaron.

      They were odd flickering little creatures. Even sat still they looked like a blur of motion, always out of focus, shifting patterns all over their wings like a butterfly that slid through Rorschach patterns in a shocking array of colours. Some of the designs were legitimately hard to look at, making shapes that felt like they couldn’t quite be possible unless you perceived two overlapping layers at the same time. They were humanoid-ish. Arms and legs, and wings. Anything more was hard to say.

      The three blonde girls all looked distressed as the faeries stood there in front of them. Maybe a reminder that they weren’t really playing pretend, that something was holding them here.

      The faeries didn’t talk. They only made sharp chirruping noises that had the barest hint of tone and a slight scratchy quality to presumably make it into a language.

      “He says they saw no messenger.” The first girl translated, but she was not the haughty princess she had been. Now there was a definite wobbly lip.

      I still didn’t know anything for sure, but I had the feel for how this illusion worked. “Do you trust him, my lady?”

      All three girls really shrank into their seats. “...They made us princesses.”

      I took a breath. I was getting through to them, I just had to find the right way to say it. “Like Rapunzel?”

      There was a lot of sniffling.

      I had them. “Such lovely blonde hair you all have, ladies.”

      The faerie on the macaron rounded on me, chittering and squeaking.

      I ignored whatever he might be trying to say, and fixed him with a hard stare. “To lie to a princess is treason.”

      Out of nowhere he flew at me, undaunted by how huge I was next to him. He didn’t even seem to flap his wings, he just shot at my face like a bullet.

      I dived backwards as he flew at me, pushing the chair over. I managed to drag the poker back with me but it bounced heavily off my ribs as I thumped down into the grass.

      The faerie fizzed and shimmered overhead, turning a loop and diving vertically down at my face.

      I flailed a hand up at him and managed to swat him off to one side. At least the little creature seemed to have substance. I could physically feel it against my hand, and could definitely feel a scratch as some clawed appendage caught me but didn’t draw blood.

      He was persistent though, and kept coming for me. My free hand fumbled through the grass, but I finally managed to find the poker. I couldn’t even see the little bugger but I could hear the buzz of his wings to my left. I thrust the poker forward like a crucifix at Dracula and scrabbled to my feet, stumbling around the table.

      “Get behind me, girls.”

      They didn’t argue, they were already pushing the chairs away. I kept the poker out like a talisman, hoping they knew the old myths about iron warding off misfortune too.

      That didn’t stop them.

      All three of them rose up like a squadron, flying in formation right for me. They slid around the poker like a flying display, each drawing their own loops and spirals but not slowing down.

      I dodged and weaved but I had princesses clustering around my ankles, which was hampering my rather average athletic ability.

      The three of them bore down on me and I instinctively screwed up my eyes as the blurred shapes rocketed into my face. I felt scratches and cuts, like I was pushing my face through brambles. They were small but they were fierce and they wanted the girls.

      I slapped my hand up to my face and felt that I’d caught one of them. He dug his claws into my cheek but I grabbed him and yanked him away. He wriggled in my hand and I squeezed him, with no real idea what to do with him, but when he stuck something sharp into my hand I instinctively threw him into the tabletop. He smacked into the wooden surface and didn’t move.

      “Sorry, if you could all just...” I couldn’t finish that sentence in the company of young girls, especially not princesses.

      I swept the poker through the air, trying to catch the other two faeries as they formed up together to come at me again.

      I realised I was an idiot and growled at myself, turning the poker around, holding the straight end so I could use the round loop handle like a fly swatter.

      That gave me a much better swing, but the little devils were fast. Again, I jolted my hands up to protect my face as the faeries flew at my eyes, knowing exactly how to hurt me. Their little claws dug into the backs of my hands and I flailed to drive them away but there was a steady trickle of blood running down both hands.

      There was a scream as one of the girls saw my wounds. “Mr Bear! Help us!”

      Mr Bear didn’t need to be told twice.

      At her shout, he was instantly lunging upwards, springing from his haunches onto his back legs. I saw him catch one of the flitting shapes in his jaws, plucking it out of the air like a salmon jumping up a stream. He snapped and shook his head then spat out the crushed faerie.

      Something stung at the back of my neck. I shouted and span around, slashing the poker again. I could feel I hadn’t properly hit the faerie, but the solid wrought iron clipped the edge of his wing leaving him plummeting in spirals to the ground.

      I had to blink a lot, colours starting to melt across my vision. There were trails of vibrant hues in the air above me. Red shooting stars of auras around the fae creatures, and a blue-green haze in the sky like I could see the aurora. The only thing I could see that wasn’t surrounded by a nimbus was the poker. It was just mundane, cold terrestrial iron that I could barely see against the overwhelming delirium of the fae realm.

      I had to search on the grass to find the faerie I had knocked down. He was some complex shimmering shape, a scaled torso in a flashing motley of colours. A sharp, proud elven face looked up at me, snarling but obviously intelligent. No wings, but a small humanoid something with mantis-like limbs ending in barbs. No wonder they could scratch.

      In spite of myself I felt bad for thinking about stepping on him. There was something unsettling about it; about killing a small, helpless creature so coldly.

      Then I blinked and saw his real face amidst his livid red aura. A reptilian triangular head with a sharp beak and a crest of coloured spines over his head. His wings flickered, starting to reappear.

      I still felt bad when I squashed him, but the constant hallucinations were enough to remind me that this creature was more like a poisonous spider than a beleaguered finch. There was a crunch as I pushed my loafer down on him.

      I span back around, looking for more of them. Seeing their auras definitely helped. But there was a real swarm of them forming, enough that the sky seemed to be turning red.

      I wasn’t keen to see what happened if you felt more than one sting.

      Mr Bear was swatting huge paws through the air, like he was fending off bees, but he was too slow to catch the darting hummingbird faeries. I didn’t think they were really hurting him, his fur too thick to let them get to him, and in any case he wouldn’t run from them no matter what. A faithful protector indeed, just as a teddy bear should be. And since a faithful bear he was, it would be churlish if we didn’t keep up our end by saving ourselves.

      “Quickly, girls.”

      The girls did not move. I knew this odd little dream world didn’t really care about logic. Of course they were here to be rescued. That was what they were projecting and the faerie magic was amplifying it across the circle, reinforcing their roles as princesses. But it would be nice if they could make an effort to be slightly less helpless.

      Still, I did my best.

      “Up, up, up.” I stooped a little and let the first girl climb up onto my back.

      I handed her the poker as I turned and grabbed the second one, an arm under her armpits and the other under her knees, scooping her up. The last one stayed clinging to my leg, but I could at least move.

      I made for the edge of the circle. I told myself it was all just an illusion. Penny was only a few feet away. It didn’t feel like it was just a few steps as I dragged all three girls with me. They weren’t massive but they added up and I really had to drag my left leg to take the last one with me.

      Something buzzed around my head, and I heard the swish of a poker following it. I appreciated the enthusiasm, and tried not to think too hard about what would happen if she had smacked me in the head while I was trying to rescue her.

      With one final heave I pushed through the elastic, shimmering membrane, carrying all the girls with me.

      I could feel the autumn sun on my face again, hear the noises of the party as I collapsed forward onto my face. I managed to throw out an arm ahead of me, preventing me from squashing the girl I was carrying.

      The girl on my back hopped off and I rolled over a bit to let the next one escape. The one on my leg seemed more reluctant, but finally she let go.

      I scrabbled upright as the girls conferred among themselves.

      I blinked a lot. I could still see the haze of gold over them, the rainbow reflections in the sky, the colours around people’s heads. Outside the circle it was much less pronounced but it was still there. Wild magic, everywhere. Which I knew. It was everywhere, all around us. But actually seeing it made the world feel a much less certain place, one where you couldn’t help but think that the raw force of the occult ran through us at all times.

      “Thank you, sir knight.” The three girls curtseyed in unison.

      I was actually breathing quite hard, and I was still covered in scratches, but what else could I do?

      I bowed. “Sir William, at your service.” Glittering harlequin diamonds fell from my hands.

      The girls giggled and ran off, apparently none the worse for wear.

      “Aren’t you a sweet boy!” An unknown hand pinched my cheek.

      I cleared my throat. I had no idea what the outside world had seen. I supposed just me playing silly buggers with the poker and carrying the girls four feet to safety.

      “How can I refuse aid to a princess?”

      The pincher laughed. “You are a good sport.”

      I smiled, a bit weakly.

      Penny gently guided me into the chair she had been sitting on. The shotgun was still propped against it. I let out a pained sigh.

      “Good day’s work. Ten team points for Fitzwilliam.”

      I nodded. Penny really shone with a vivid mauve aura.

      “You’re sweating, Fitz. Are you alright?”

      I closed my eyes for a moment. “One of them bit me. Stung me, whatever.”

      “Ah.” I could see her aura nodding through my eyelids. “It’ll wear off.”

      I looked down at my hands and saw I was really bleeding. My blood looked a bit multicoloured, but I assumed that would wear off too.

      Penny found me a serviette from a left over plate of birthday cake and I dabbed at the cuts. She chuckled at me. “You could have brought the bear, Fitz.”

      She casually kicked through the ring of toadstools, and, as one, the flitting shapes vanished. She stepped inside and picked up the stuffed bear I had neglected to carry with me.

      As she touched him she winced slightly. “Oh dearie me, what did the faeries do to you, Mr Bear?”

      She scrutinised him. He was definitely a bear, not a teddy, made to look like a real animal. He had a faint turquoise aura around him, like he was alive.

      “...I’ll just keep hold of you.”

      I kept blinking but I was trying to act normal. “You two know each other?”

      Penny smiled thinly. “Elizabeth is my niece, Fitz. So yes, I have met Mr Bear before.” She patted his head absentmindedly. “And yes of course you are a fine guardian for a young girl.”

      His aura slightly changed colour, a little hint of pride.

      “We’ll have to see if we can get the fae blood out of his fur before we give him back.”
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      Faeries in Chelsea  is a fun little short to help readers of Blackhurst, my young adult series, get a feel for what my adult series, Agent of the Crown, is like.

      It’s still a bit whimsical and dreamy, with Fitz when he’s just barely out of Blackhurst himself and he hasn’t quite founds his feet yet. When we next see him in Piety, experiences like this have toughened him up a bit. He’s still the natural investigator, who wants to solve the puzzle, but he’ll be ready to fight and take on the more monstrous threats that are waiting for him in his career with Piety.

      The first three books in the Agent of the Crown series, Piety, Piety’s Fury and Piety’s Legacy, are all already available on my website, www.ragnarssonwrites.com.  The fourth book, Piety’s Depths, will be out in time for Christmas 2026.
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efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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