
“He ain’t gunna go for this.” 

“Have you always been so pessimistic?” 

“How do you even know such posh words?” 

“Because I’m clever.” With a smile and a triumphant tilt of her head, Maddy seems satisfied that she had 

successfully made her point. She’s skipping along ahead of him, looking back every so often as if to 

check that he’s still following. Her hair wisps freely around her. 

Finn glances down at his fingers, doing nothing to pull away from Maddy’s hold on them. She just seems 

so oddly excited about this new plan of hers – even came up with a song about it – that he can’t find the 

heart to deter her. At least, not with the hand holding. 

It’s weird. He hardly knows the girl, but having her around again, tugging him this way and that, asking 

ridiculous questions and twirling her skirts… Well, it’s a lot more interesting than spending the day 

picking pockets by himself. A little more dumb, perhaps, and she clearly has no idea how to world works 

at all, but she somehow makes everything seem fuller, if that makes sense.  

Not that he’s going to let her know that’s he’s been thinking any of that.  

Maddy pipes up after another moment. “Honestly, why wouldn’t Christopher want me working for him? 

I’ve got charms.” 

“What charms?” 

“I’m a girl.” 

“So?” 

“You’re too young to understand.” Again, she acts as though this is a point big enough to win the 

argument, though Finn assumes she’s just heard the phrase from her parents one too many times and 

decided to copy them.  

Honestly, this whole thing is a bad idea. He himself hasn’t even spoken to Christopher in nearly a month, 

and the chance of the man actually wanting to strike up an agreement is slim. After all, he had made it 

perfectly clear that Finn wasn’t needed at the moment, especially after his failure with Maddy’s family, 

and he’s not exactly the easiest person to talk to.  

Maddy seems confident in the whole thing, however, and he can’t help but worry that things aren’t 

going to go as well as she hopes they are. Of course, that’s even without answering the question as to 

why she even wants to do this in the first place. 

It’s clear that any conversation they’re going to be having is going to come from her first, and she seems 

undeterred by Finn’s constant bad mood. “What’s your mother like?” 

“She ain’t worth askin’ about.” 



“No? Mother told me about her. Is she really a—“ 

“What’s it to you?” But the way Maddy’s eyes darken at his response rises up a certain amount of guilt 

within him, so he elaborates. “Aye, she is.” 

“What’s that like? To have a mother who’s, well, you know.“ 

“A prostitute?” 

She nods slowly, as if these were things that shouldn’t be talked about or acknowledged in any way 

whatsoever. Just like a posh girl, to think like that. 

Finn shrugs, indifferently. “It ain’t really nothin,’ you know? Just the way it be down here.” 

“So you don’t care?” 

“Well sure, I’d prefer me mom to have somethin’ else, but there ain’t much available for folks like us. I 

steal, other folks do what they need to keep food in their stomachs, and that’s just the lot of life. Not 

much to be done about it, so I see no sense in complain.’” 

Pausing in her steps, Maddy twirls back around to face him, her movement tugging on his arm. She tilts 

her head, a clear sign of her confusion, and regards him curiously. “Don’t you ever wish that things could 

be different?” 

“I suppose. But gettin’ too caught up in that kinda thinkin’ only ever leads to trouble, and I ain’t be 

needin’ any more of that.” 

“Ah, so it’s better to take things as they are than trying to think too hard on it?” 

“Not sayin’ I’m right about anythin’ or nothing, but I think so.” Then, as an afterthought, he adds, “Not 

like you need to be worryin’ about such things, bein’ what you are and all that.” 

Instead of replying, she just skips ahead, continuing to pull Finn forward and forcing him to match her 

pace. The city may be large, yes, but around here, they make a point of staying in close vicinity. The 

harbour is usually a good place to find marks – full of sailors and travellers with pockets full of money 

and in need of company. The pub Christopher could regularly be found at, the Eagle and Child, was in 

the middle of everything. A somewhat unsafe area of town, perhaps, but perfect for people like him. Of 

course, his mother’s house is just a few blocks further into the city, and Maddy’s shop isn’t far up from 

that.  

As they near the pub, the change in atmosphere is almost instant. The docks can be seen from where 

they stand, crowded with people, workers and sailors alike, scurrying about on their business. Despite 

the fact that it’s still midafternoon, the drunkards are already starting to show themselves, and working 

girls attach themselves to whichever gentleman will pay the highest price for their services.  



“Have you been down here before?” Finn asks, starting to worry about letting her come to this part of 

town with him. It’s certainly no place for posh girls, that’s for certain, and as lively as Maddy is, he very 

much doubts she knows how to handle herself.  

“Of course not.” 

He frowns, motioning to the pub a little ways up the street. “Stick close to me then, yeah? I don’t wanna 

be catchin’ you wanderin’ off and endin’ up with some bloke in an alleyway somewhere.” 

“Isn’t that how I met you?” 

“That ain’t the point.” 

They reach the pub around the same time Anthony comes bellowing out of it, drink in hand as he 

drunkenly toddles in whatever way he had intended on going. He’s a fairly tall man, well built, and in all 

his time knowing him, Finn can’t recall a moment when he hasn’t been completely intoxicated. Nor had 

he ever been clean shaven, come to think about it, and his unkempt clothes and appearance always 

gave the impression that he was every bit a mess as he looked.  

It’s not that Finn cares about Anthony – not at all. He’s a disagreeable man who’s far too aggressive, 

especially when it comes to girls, and the only thing he’s good for is easy money. Which, on any normal 

occasion would be fine, but he isn’t exactly alone at the moment either.  

Unfortunately, the man breaks into a smile that seems far too big for his face, and wobbles on over to 

them. “Well, if it isn’t young master Finnian. Come for a drink, boy?” 

If that were all, they could have just been on their way and be done with the whole thing, but it’s that 

exact moment that his focus changes and his eyes land on Maddy. His grin drops – just slightly – and his 

eyes take on another look altogether. It’s a look Finn’s rather used to seeing in the faces of men, and he 

pulls Maddy behind him.  

“Now, you can’t be hidin’ nothin’ from me, lad. Let me see her.” 

Her eyes go wide, and the grip she holds on his hand tightens. Finny refuses an answer, but Anthony 

doesn’t seem to pay much mind. 

Instead, he lets out a laugh, loud enough for anyone in the vicinity to hear. “There be a little man, hm? 

Gotta be protectin’ your lass.” But his genial attitude doesn’t last for long, because he’s soon grabbing 

onto the girl’s arm, forcefully tugging her closer. “And who might you be?” 

Finn scowls, but it’s Maddy’s expression that changes the most. She seems to cower before the man, her 

mouth slack and face white. There’s an obvious tremor in her legs as she stands, and he’s surprised she 

can manage to keep standing when she’s shaking so much. Then again, maybe that isn’t entirely by her 

own choice. 

“It ain’t none of your damn business.” He spits at the man’s feet. 



“Excuse me boy? You stand there thinkin’ you can take that tone with me?” 

“I do what I want.” 

The defiant attitude doesn’t get him anywhere, however, because he soon finds himself on the receiving 

end of a very drunken, but still quite violent, punch to the face. Thankfully, Anthony’s fist lands on his 

cheek instead of breaking his nose, but the force sends Finn tumbling to the ground. He blinks, takes a 

moment to realize what just happened, and winces.  

Maddy’s gaze never leaves Anthony, and her knees buckle. His grip on her is the only reason she 

remains upright. 

Rising back to his feet, Finn tastes the bitterness of blood, and spits it out onto the ground.  

“Ain’t you a bit young to be screwing girls, Finnian? I guess a man’s gotta have his fun.” He laughs again. 

“How much did you pay for this one?” 

“A lot more than what you’re worth.” 

Another punch to the stomach sends him to the ground again. He folds his arms over himself with a gasp, 

struggling to catch a breath.  

With a frown, Anthony takes another drink, letting go of Maddy entirely. She still hasn’t moved, and he 

spits out the contents of his mouth out on Finn. “Hope you’ve learned your lesson, boy.” 

With one last kick, he waddles off, apparently bored of the whole exchange already.  

It’s around that time when Maddy snaps back into the situation, and she shrieks, kneeling down beside 

him as she frantically runs her fingers through his hair. “Finny, are you okay?” 

He groans, forcing himself to sit up. “I’m fine, love. Been through worse. That bastard’s got nothin’ on 

me. You were shaking though. You doin’ alright?” 

“Yes, of course.” Her answer is brief, almost like she’s shoving him off, but he doesn’t question it. “Let’s 

get you back on your feet. Looks like you’re going to have quite the bruise for a while.” 

Finn nods. “Still wanna see Christopher?” 

“Yes.”  

 

 

 

 


