
Christmas is almost upon them. 

Despite the cold, it’s a good season. Elaborate holiday markets bring travellers from all over the place, 

and rich pockets make easy marks. Despite the fact that Christopher hasn’t been speaking to him for 

almost a month now, Finn’s got enough street smarts to be able to stay alive himself. It hasn’t always 

been easy, mind you, but he’s more than capable of survival.  

Today, thankfully, has been exceptionally successful.  

Yes, he should be saving up what little money he has. If he put it to good use, perhaps he could feed 

himself on a more consistent basis, or finally buy himself a new pair of shoes, because his old ones are 

getting rather small. He knows that, and all that’s important, but sometimes, survival is more than just 

food and shoes. Sometimes, survival means toffee.  

That afternoon, he had made the short trek down to the harbour where his favorite sweet shop is, and 

used some of his precious shillings to buy himself a single piece of fudge, and two pieces of toffee. 

Feeling quite happy with himself, he had set up a little feast in his favorite alley – the one where he had 

met Maddy – and is presently sitting up against a house, burrowed between two large crates, enjoying 

what’s left of his spoils.  

After all, he deserves it. Christopher isn’t the only one who hasn’t been speaking to him. 

As suspected, he hasn’t seen Maddy again. Whether that’s due to her mother or her own wishes, he 

doesn’t really care. It doesn’t make much of a difference if the outcome is the same, after all. However, 

while they had only been ‘friends’ for a few weeks, but the world feels oddly empty when she isn’t there 

to follow him around anymore.  

Whatever.  

He’s been staying with his mother for the past little while. He doesn’t want to, not in the least bit, but 

without Christopher’s help, December’s far too cold to be sleeping outside. He’s tried, and despite 

knowing it was never going to work out, his efforts to do so continued until he eventually gave up. 

He hates living in a flat where strange men come. He absolutely loathes having to listen as they have 

their way with his mother, and more often than not, they don’t take too kindly to him being there.  He’s 

still covered in quite a few bruises from a customer last week, if that helps paint a picture. 

Nevertheless, there’s not much he can do about it, so a little bit of toffee will have to suffice.  

“Are you absolutely positive you can afford that?” 

Looking up, Finn’s nose wrinkles when he sees Maddy standing in front of him, hands behind her back as 

if she had some secret she was wanting to tease him with. The smile on her face tells him that 

everything’s fine, but he doubts it’s going to be anywhere near that simple. 

“Mind your own business,” he grumbles, shifting slightly away from her. 



“Did you get me a present?” 

“What?” 

“For my birthday.” 

“Of course not.” 

“I figured as much. Oh well. I suppose that just means you owe me now.” 

There’s not even a point in trying to fight her on that. Can’t argue effectively with something that holds 

absolutely no logic behind it, can you? “Why’re you here? You shouldn’t be.” 

“That’s an awfully mean thing to say to someone.” 

“I could do worse.” 

“Hmpth.”  

Maddy wants something from him. She wouldn’t have come all this way for nothing, especially since she 

isn’t exactly supposed to be speaking to him at all – hadn’t spoken to him since her mother slammed the 

door in his face. There’s no way she would risk getting in trouble again just to bug him about a stupid 

birthday present. 

“Are you still living with Christopher?” 

Seems like a weird question to ask. “No.” 

“Oh. I guess I just assumed, since it’s the middle of winter and all. You aren’t living out here all the time, 

are you?” 

“Why do you care?” Too rude. “I have a flat.” 

“All on your own?” 

“With me mom.”  

“I see.”  

He’s assuming that Maddy’s mother ended up sitting down and informing her daughter of his current 

life situation, because the tone in her voice suggests that she understands completely what’s going on.  

“See? I knew you had to have parents. I win again.” 

“You win nothing.” 

“Perhaps,” she sing-songs, looking far too content with herself. Suddenly he remembers why she had 

ticked him off in the first place.  



Maddy’s gaze drifts off to the cobblestones beneath them, and she hugs her knees up tight against her 

chest. Absently, she trails a finger along the lines in the pavement, flicking off stray rocks. She’s strangely 

silent, and after a minute or two of this, Finn starts to grow tense. It’s uncomfortable, sitting here with 

her like this, neither of them saying a thing. And more than that, she seems…sad somehow. It’s a bad 

look for her, he decides, and comes to the conclusion that he’s going to continue to feel discontent until 

she starts smiling again.  

“Would you like some?” Motioning to his last piece of toffee, Finn’s words come out as a mumble. It’s 

not like him to share, especially something so precious, but he doesn’t know what else to do. Girls are 

weird. 

“Thank you.” Despite the sweets, she still doesn’t look any better. 

“Finny,” she begins after another moment, voice trailing off between them. 

“What?” 

“You agree that you owe me something for my birthday, correct?” 

What the heck did she think the toffee was for then? Does she have any idea how hard he worked for 

that? Instead of expressing his disappointment, however, he shrugs. “If it’s that’s what you be wantin.’” 

“Good, because I think I already know what I want.” 

“Do you?” 

“Yes.” Maddy turns to face him, the sad look in her eyes replaced by something strong, something fierce 

– a strange sort of determination that he doesn’t quite understand. “I want you to teach me how to 

conman.”  


