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  The Winger They Couldn’t See
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Ioan Evans knew he was not the worst player at Cwmnant RFC. 
That honour belonged to Rhys Parry, who had once tackled the referee, apologised to the wrong man, and then asked if the penalty still counted.
But Ioan was close.
He knew this because the boys reminded him every Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday, with extra on top if it rained.
“Pass it before Ioan disappears, mun.”
“Where is he? Left wing? Right wing? Lost property?”
“Don’t worry, boys. Invisible Evans is covering the blind side.”
They said it laughing. Always laughing. That was the rule, apparently. If the person saying it laughed, the words couldn’t hurt you. They just bounced off. But they didn’t.
Ioan pulled his socks up in the changing room and kept his head down. The room stank of deep heat, damp towels, and twenty-seven men pretending they weren’t cold. Rain hammered the roof of the stand above them, and the old pipes clanked in the wall as if the clubhouse was arguing with itself.
Dewi Price, captain, centre, and owner of the loudest voice in three villages, possibly South Wales, clapped his hands.
“Right, lads. Big game. Pontllwyd have come all the way over the hill, so it would be rude not to upset them.”
A cheer went up.
Ioan smiled because everyone else smiled.
Dewi’s eyes fell on him. “And Ioan, bach, try to stay visible today, yeah?”
More laughter.
Ioan tied his bootlace so tightly his fingers hurt. “I’ll do my best.”
“Good boy.”
That stung worse than the joke. Ioan was twenty-three, worked full time at the builders’ merchants, paid his own car insurance, and had once carried a washing machine up two flights of stairs for his auntie. But one dropped pass last season and he was still Good Boy Ioan, padded out with sympathy.
Outside, the pitch waited under grey sky, green and shining with puddles. The posts leaned slightly towards the clubhouse, because everything in Cwmnant leaned towards the clubhouse eventually. Beyond the far hedge, the mountain lifted into mist. Sheep watched the warm-up with the flat disappointment of paying customers.
Pontllwyd kicked off.
For the first ten minutes, Cwmnant played well enough to make their supporters suspicious. Dewi broke through twice. Rhys Parry tackled the correct man. Even Ioan caught a high ball, tucked it under his arm, and gained eight yards before a Pontllwyd flanker folded him into the mud.
He got up grinning.
Then the ball came wide. It slipped through his hands. Dewi shouted his name.
“Ioan!”
Ioan ran.
For one lovely second, the space opened. Just him, the touchline, and the fullback coming across too late.
Then someone behind him shouted, “Look at him go. Invisible Evans, mun.”
The air tugged at him. Ioan looked down.
His hands were gone.
The ball hung against his chest with nobody holding it.
The fullback’s eyes widened. “What in God’s name?”
Ioan yelped, which was not tactical, but it worked. Pontllwyd stopped. Cwmnant skidded to a halt. The referee blew the whistle.
Ioan kept running because his legs, wherever they were, still knew their job. He crossed the line.
The ball dropped onto the grass.
Try.
For three whole seconds, nobody moved.
Then Dewi threw both arms in the air. “That’s legal, is it?”
The referee stared at the place where Ioan’s head should have been. “I don’t know.”
“Tidy. Try stands.”
The crowd behind the rope went wild. Mrs Jenkins from the post office shouted, “Do it again, love.”
Ioan became visible slowly, starting with his ears. The rest of him arrived in a rush, muddy, breathless, and shaking.
Dewi slapped him on the back hard enough to make him cough.
“Invisible Evans! I knew you had it in you.”
The boys roared.
Ioan tried to laugh. His mouth cirved, but the sound didn’t come.
After that, everything got worse.
The score was excellent, Cwmnant won by twenty-one points, largely because Pontllwyd refused to tackle a man who kept vanishing every time someone called him invisible. The supporters loved it. The committee loved it. Dai Chips, who ran the burger van, said they should charge extra.
But Ioan’s boots vanished in the changing room.
Then his name faded from the team sheet.
Then, while he was putting his jacket on, Rhys Parry frowned straight at him and said, “Where’s Ioan gone?”
“I’m here,” Ioan said.
Rhys looked through him.
The room went cold.
Dewi’s grin slipped. “Ioan?”
“I’m here!”
This time his own voice sounded distant, as if it had come from under the floorboards.
The laughter died properly then.
Rain pressed at the windows. The strip lights buzzed. Above the kit hooks, the old 1978 match ball rested in its wooden cradle, cracked brown leather sagging around the stitches. Nobody ever touched it. Nobody could remember who had put it there. In the corner, the old match ball from 1978 rolled off the shelf by itself and stopped at Ioan’s feet.
The cracked leather puckered around the stitches.
Name him true.
Dewi went pale under the mud.
“Right,” he said. “Nobody panic.”
Rhys Parry panicked immediately. “Is he dead?”
“I’m not dead,” Ioan said.
“Are you mostly dead?”
“Rhys!”
“Sorry.”
Ioan looked at Dewi. “What’s happening?”
Dewi swallowed. He was a big man, Dewi, built square, but all at once he looked like someone had taken the captaincy out of him and left only the boy who used to forget his PE kit.
“My grandfather said the old posts were put up over a fairy road,” he said.
The room went silent.
“A what?” Ioan said
“A fairy road. Annwn way. Thin place. I thought it was nonsense.”
The old ball twitched.
Dewi stared at it. “Apparently not.”
Ioan’s left hand faded again.
He held it up. Through his palm, he could see the cracked tiles and a lost sock under the bench.
Something inside him gave way.
“I hate it,” he said.
Dewi blinked. “What?”
“I hate it when you call me invisible.”
The words dropped into the room.
Rhys looked at the floor.
Dewi rubbed both hands over his face. “Ioan, mun, we were only joking.”
“I know.” Ioan’s voice shook, which annoyed him. “That’s the worst bit. I know you like me. I know you’re not trying to be cruel. But every week I turn up, and every week you make me feel like I’m taking up a space you wish was empty.”
Nobody moved.
The rain turned to drizzle outside.
Dewi looked at the old ball. Then at Ioan.
“What do we do?”
The ball rolled an inch. The surface shimmered and two words darkened across the cracked leather. Words count.
Dewi nodded once, hard.
“Ioan Evans,” he said, and his voice filled the changing room without turning loud. “You’re not invisible. You’re quick. You’re brave. You’re the first one here to put cones out and the last one gone when chairs need stacking. You got flattened today and came up smiling. You keep coming back when we’ve given you every reason not to.”
Ioan’s hand flickered.
Rhys stepped forward. “And you never complain when I forget the lineout calls.”
“You always forget the lineout calls,” Ioan said.
“I know. I’m building to something.”
A laugh broke out, shaky but real.
Rhys lifted his chin. “You make us better, Ioan. Even when we’re being idiots.”
One by one, the others joined in.
“You chased down their winger last month.”
“You gave my boy your spare boots.”
“You fixed the boiler timer.”
“You remembered my mam’s funeral.”
That one came from Dewi, quieter than the rest.
Ioan looked down.
His fingers returned. Then his knees. Then the mud on his shirt, which seemed unfair, but accurate.
The old ball rolled back under the bench.
Dewi let out a breath. “There he is.”
Ioan wiped his nose on his sleeve. “Don’t start.”
“I won’t.”
“You will.”
“I might.”
Ioan glared at him.
Dewi held up both hands. “But not that one.”
The next Saturday, Cwmnant played away at Penrhyd in sideways rain.
Ioan started on the wing.
Nobody called him invisible.
With three minutes left, Dewi sent the ball wide. Ioan caught it cleanly, stepped inside one defender, burned past another, and scored in the corner with half the village screaming themselves hoarse behind the rope.
This time, everybody saw him.
Back in the clubhouse, Dewi raised a pint of squash because the league had rules about alcohol near the youth team.
“To Ioan,” he said.
The boys lifted their glasses.
Rhys Parry grinned. “Ioan the Seen.”
The lights flickered.
Everyone froze.
The old 1978 ball, now sitting innocently above the bar, gave one soft creak.
Ioan held his breath.
The lights sorted themselves out.
Dewi nodded with great seriousness. “Accepted, then.”
Ioan tried not to smile and failed.
“Still a terrible nickname,” he said.
Rhys beamed. “Aye, but it’s yours now, isn’t it?”
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The Annwniad Series (Cosy Fantasy)
Hounds of Paperwork
Gareth Ellis expects another dull day in housing. Then he’s seconded to the Morrigan Department, handed a caseload of missing souls and discovers that the full moon turns him into a weredog and collector of misfiled souls.

The Unauthorised Haunting of Rhys Llywelyn
Rhys wants a quiet life in his damp Victorian flat. Then his toaster starts making breakfast, his hallway taps out messages and a dead activist begins stealing his electricity.

The Bloodless Florist
Bryn ap Math has survived battlefields, sieges and a thousand years of history. These days, Monday is enough trouble. Then a florist is found bloodless among her flowers.

Tide and Prejudice
Nia thinks the strangest thing about Aberystwyth harbour is the people who work there. Then the water goes flat, salt appears in the sugar and the sea demands her attendance.
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Sci-Fi Fantasy
Accidental Immortal
Lynsey survives a lightning strike and wakes inside an Egyptian pyramid on another planet. Her unexpected powers could keep her alive, if the kings and assassins don’t reach her first.

Time Fall
An heirloom pendant hurls exhausted Cardiff trauma doctor Elin Thomas into medieval Wales, where her medical skills, and a guarded knight named Rhys, may be the only things keeping her alive. But time keeps pulling her home, and falling for a man six centuries in the past was never part of the diagnosis.
Paranormal Romance
Whispers of the Past
Eleri returns to her late aunt’s seaside café hoping for a fresh start. Instead, she finds haunted whispers, a cursed silver locket and old feelings for the childhood friend helping her break the curse before Christmas Eve.
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