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      Welcome to Havenwood Falls, home to sexy men, strong women, and neighbors who bite. Discover supernatural mystery, thrills, and romance in a place where everyone has a deep, dark, and often deadly secret. This is only but one…

      Teeny Weeny Tahini lives a simple life in Havenwood Falls. Using her faerie magic, she serves up psychic readings and healing potions in her town square salon. In her free time, she collects herbs in the woods while keeping her tiny forest friends out of trouble. But trouble is exactly what the seven wee folk find when they come upon a maimed snow-white owl . . . and a mummified body nearby.

      As Teeny doctors the owl, she’s shocked to discover the fowl-shifter is her nephew Mathew, whom she hasn’t seen in ages. He’s been on the run for years, searching for sanctuary. How he became injured, though, remains a mystery—even to him.

      For two decades, Shayin Pisik has been hunting the one thing she needs to be reunited with her betrothed. Her enchanted locket guides her to Havenwood Falls, warning that she must complete the ceremony started years ago under this week’s Blood Moon, or she will forever be alone.

      A disappearing body, another attempt on Mat’s life, and suspicious stinky strangers lead Teeny to uncover the clever plans of a lovesick heart. But the winged must take on the wicked for true love to reign in this Teeny Weeny faerie tale, a quirky reimagining of Snow White.
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          WHAT’S THAT SMELL?

        

      

    

    
      Teeny Weeny Tahini swung her feet back and forth under her seat at a small table toward the back of Broastful Brew. It was a quiet coffee shop where the older folk—as well as those with private (perhaps even shady) business dealings—escaped the hustle and bustle of the larger Coffee Haven, the other purveyor of morning brews on the town square of Havenwood Falls. The diminutive woman pursed her lips and raised her teacup to her mouth, the steam from the hot liquid curling mysteriously around her head, as she watched her friend across the table.

      In every way Teeny Weeny Tahini was petite, Mayor Barbara Stuart was large. Much like the Amazonian breed, with broad shoulders, high cheek bones, and a rather large bosom, Barbie possessed the perfect aura for a mayor: “I am not one to be reckoned with.” Teeny, with her nearly black eyes and dark auburn hair, and Barbie, with her azure eyes and large bouffant that looked like lemon cotton candy, sat in stark contrast to one another. Yet they seemed a perfect fit. The kind of fit that came to longtime friends.

      While they were neither old (by appearance, anyway) nor involved in shady business dealings, Broastful Brew had been their meeting place for many a decade, and likely would remain so as long as they were all around—Tahini, Barbie, and the coffee shop itself.

      “So another Founders Day has come and gone, and for once, without a hitch,” Tahini said as she placed her teacup back on the wooden table between them.

      “Yes, it was quite uneventful,” Barbie said with a mix of both pride and disappointment in her voice. While she strove to maintain peace and protect the best interests of the town, the mayor had a bit of a mischievous streak of her own. “Not even a peep of excitement at the library’s ribbon cutting. The most exciting part of it all was the high school team, at least in the beginning. Then they lost their flair, too. At least we had the Blackstone family drama recently. That’s been interesting . . .”

      “And Ronan Bishop is back,” Tahini said pointedly.

      “Oh, yes.” Mayor Barbie perked up. “You heard the gossip?”

      Tahini raised a dark brown brow. “I don’t need the gossip.”

      “So do you know what he’s up to? Everyone’s wondering where he’s been and why he’s back. But you know Ronan. Secretive as ever.”

      Tahini shook her head. “No, I do not know why, but I’ll keep an eye on him.”

      “Anything else I should know, Madame Tahini?” the mayor asked her companion.

      Tahini was fondly called Teeny Weeny Tahini by the townsfolk—a nickname that not only did she enjoy, but actually instigated decades ago when she adopted her pseudonym Madame Tahini. Once she decided to set up shop as a fortune teller, Madame McFeeny just didn’t quite exude confidence or credence. Madame Tahini, or Teeny Weeny Tahini, waxed poetic.

      She slowly closed her eyes and tipped her head back. Her nostrils flared open as she whiffed the scents that swirled and combined into the aroma of the Broastful Brew. She easily distinguished the dark roast Arabica beans from the sweet marshmallow scent of the vanilla ones piled in a large glass jar on the counter by the cash register. She inhaled deeply again, sucking the curling steam from her teacup into her nose. She appeared to be in a trance as the mayor patiently waited for her friend to come back, so to speak.

      A few moments later, Tahini’s eyes suddenly flew wide open, and the word “visitors” erupted from her mouth. Teeny had a sweet birdlike voice, like the chirping tweet of a mocking bird, but “visitors” came out of her like a deep, haunting growl. Barbie gasped in surprise and jumped back, practically falling out of her chair.

      Mabel, Broastful Brew’s owner, came rushing to the table. “Are both of you okay?”

      Tahini and Barbie stared at each other for a long, silent moment, both with wide eyes. Then Tahini blinked, and Barbie cleared her throat.

      “Teeny says we should be expecting visitors soon,” the mayor finally answered.

      “Well, that’s fabulous. Business is a bit slow without newcomers,” Mabel responded cheerfully.

      Neither the mayor nor Tahini appeared to be as optimistic as Mabel.

      As if on cue, the tinkling of the bell dangling from the shop’s front door signaled the arrival of a new customer, and indeed it was a visitor, not one of the locals.

      A tall, slender woman, dressed in black, silky bicycle gear, stepped into the shop, and with a long, slow stride, she moved toward the intake counter. Not even those with supernatural senses could hear her footsteps fall, she moved with such stealth and finesse. Her black hair was drawn back in a tight ponytail, accentuating the shape of her skull and in stark contrast to her nearly white skin. Her eyebrows were dark, thick, and perfectly shaped. A bit of pink sunburn across the bridge of her nose and a hint of red lip gloss were the only colors the woman bore.

      Mabel scurried back to the counter to take the new arrival’s order.

      “What will you have, dear?”

      “Hmmm,” the woman purred, “what do you have with lots of milk?”

      “We have latte or café au lait. Are you a sipper or a dipper?”

      The woman’s mouth curved into a small smile and replied, “I am more of a lapper.”

      “In that case, I would say our house special café au lait,” Mabel suggested, and the woman nodded in agreement.

      “I will take that to go,” she said.

      The bell tinkled again, and two young men, who appeared to be identical twins, walked in, jabbing each other in the pecs as they recklessly moved toward the counter.

      Tahini’s nostrils flared as a bitter, musky odor filled her nose and coated the back of her tongue, nearly triggering her gag reflex and causing the hairs on her arms to stand on end. The odor felt like a bristle brush rubbing over her skin.

      “Siobhan, what is it?” the mayor asked.

      “Shush! Don’t call me that when strangers are around!” Teeny snapped in a harsh whisper she knew was rude and out of character, but she couldn’t help herself, not with the sense of foreboding and danger suddenly filling her. She added more quietly, “Wait until they leave.”

      Mabel finished the preparation of her new customer’s beverage, carefully snapped on the plastic lid, and slid the cup into a corrugated sleeve with the words “Broastful Brew” printed in a swirly script, similar to the steam that surrounded Tahini’s head. Stepping around the two young men with a look of disgust, the slender woman left with the same quiet stealth as she entered, only the gentle ringing of the dangling bell noting her departure.

      While Tahini found it odd to have so many newcomers in what was normally a quiet place, Mabel hopped around with a grin, obviously ecstatic that they’d chosen her little shop for their morning libations. The two strangers now in front of her requested cups of milk. She obliged them merrily. The jabbing brothers grabbed their cups, poking straws in the lids nearly simultaneously, paid Mabel, and exited the Broastful Brew.

      Madame Tahini’s shoulders gave a definitive shiver as she took a deep breath, her first one in several minutes. “Those two smell . . . feral. That’s the only way I can describe it. I don’t like it. I hope they are only passing through, Barbie.”

      Barbie patted her friend’s tiny hand. “Me, too, if they make you react like that. Maybe I should let Sheriff Kasun know to keep a watch out for them? They look goofy enough to be trouble.”

      Before Tahini could reply, Mabel bounced back to their table and inquired, “What do you think? I think that woman was fascinating. Have you ever seen skin so pale or hair so black? She walked like a cat. Did you see her eyes? Like emeralds, they’re so green. Did you hear her voice? Like a purring sound was behind every word. Those boys, on the other hand, were a little feisty, but you know how kids are these days. Between Miss Café au Lait and the Hardy Boys, I’ll probably have to stock up on more milk if they become regulars.”

      Barbie sat up straight and simply said, “Let’s hope that’s not necessary.”

      The two friends thanked Mabel and quickly gathered their belongings before exiting the coffee shop. Bending over at nearly a ninety-degree angle, Mayor Barbie hugged her little friend.

      “I hope the day improves,” she said as she straightened up.

      “You and me both,” Tahini replied as she grimaced at the awful odor still in her nose. “So far, the morning has literally left a bad taste in my mouth. But I’m sure there’s a potion to take care of it, and I’m bound to find it. Good day, my friend.”

      Tahini started to turn, but Barbie placed a hand on her shoulder. “Remember to change the password.”

      “Oh, yes! It is time. Thank you for the reminder!”

      The mayor smiled and shook her head before crossing Stuart Street, named after her ancestors, and headed toward City Hall, which sat on the north end of the town square. She frequently had to remind Teeny about her one duty for the town—updating and tracking the password for the residents’ section of the Havenwood Falls website.

      Unable to shake the ominous, odiferous sense that attacked her at Broastful Brew, Tahini crossed Eighth Street and strode at a brisk pace through Town Square Park, turning right and heading south, her hands fisted in her skirt pockets as she tried to quell their trembles. Still, another shiver racked her shoulders. Without pausing, she took a deep breath of fresh mountain air and raised her chin to catch the rays of the morning sunlight, needing what warmth they still provided on this late September day to calm her. Winter paid little attention to the calendar in these mountains, but the chill she felt through her body didn’t come from the weather. It must be those strangers. There’s something not right, I just know it.

      On this brilliant fall morning, the sun beamed down on the fountain at the center of the square, causing it to sparkle with an uncanny glitter as the gold flakes in the bowl’s paint caught the eastern light. The Stuarts had donated the flakes back in the town’s beginnings during the gold mining days.

      Tahini barely noticed the sparkles, though, as she moved as fast as her legs could carry her toward her own shop on the south side of the square—Madame Tahini’s Potions, Lotions, Palm Readings, and Other Extra-Sensory Services. As she approached the curb to cross Main Street, she barely glanced both ways as her gaze slid across the buildings in front of her, from Simple Treasures Pawn Shop on the east end to The Haven Saloon on the west. Her own shop, Callie’s Consignments, Coffee Haven, and Shelf Indulgence were sandwiched in between. Once she crossed the street in front of Coffee Haven, she inhaled the aroma of more coffee beans, which helped to relieve the olfactory memory of the feral boys at the other shop, at least for a few seconds.

      By the time she hurried past Callie’s and faced the door of her own shop, the odor had already returned, renewing Tahini’s determination to find a potion or elixir that would remove that awful aroma forever. Her shop’s door was made of heavy, roughly hewn boards with medieval silver hinges and handle. A very faint, long-ago carved etching of some otherworldly planetary alignment decorated the door. The design was barely visible in broad daylight, but the shadows cast in the morning and twilight hours could catch some of the distinctive motifs. A peephole door was set approximately four feet from the ground and could only be opened from the inside. A large, silver knocker shaped like a dragon’s head hung above the peephole door.

      Tahini removed a large black skeleton key from her skirt pocket, turned it in the lock, and pulled the heavy wooden door open. Once inside, she abruptly did an about-face, closed the door, and quickly slid the lock to its closed position. She gave a heavy sigh of relief as she turned back around to face her familiar, comfortable surroundings.

      She stood in a small, dark foyer lined with ornate candle sconces and tapestries from all corners of the world. A clawed-foot, half-round table sat against the left-hand wall of the foyer, draped in a beaded shawl with a bowl of potpourri and an oversized candle in the center. Tahini replaced the key in her pocket and removed a box of matches, her fingers still quivering from her encounter as she slid the box open. She pulled a single match from the sleeve and struck it across the ignition side of the box. The match flew to life, and Tahini lit the table candle, illuminating the foyer.

      She turned right and entered her “salon” through the hanging beads of its entryway. Teeny may have been tiny, but nothing about her décor, other than the low placement of the peephole, gave hint of it. The salon was lined on two sides of the room with built-in, floor-to-ceiling redwood bookcases, studded with dozens of large tomes, covered in various colors of leather and embossed with gold lettering. Some were kept shut with heavy locks, while others abounded with strands of colored ribbons as markers.

      An enormous, overstuffed chair sat behind a round table draped similarly to the foyer table and stationed in the center of the room. The chair faced the salon window, which was inscribed in a Eurasian styled writing with her shop’s name. The stereotypical glass globe perched in the middle of the table, although the globe itself was not exactly typical. A swirling mass of light and color remained in constant motion inside the glass orb. There were no electrical connections or batteries that caused these phenomena. Its incandescence and perpetual animation came from some other unexplainable source.

      Teeny immediately went on the search for a potion, wheeling the librarian’s ladder from the corner of the room to position it in front of the tallest shelf. Climbing to the fourth rung, she reached over to the volume covered in green leather and pulled it down from the shelf. As she stepped back off the ladder, the book slipped out of her arms and fell to the floor, opening flat to pages 110 and 111. The miniature medium bent over the book, examining the page carefully—a recipe for sorrel tea, guaranteed to remove noxious odors and toxins that may have infected the area.

      “Thank you, Goddess.” Tahini nodded to the spirits above, before pulling a maroon ribbon from the bottomless pocket of her skirt, which she placed between the pages. She carefully picked up the book and carried it out of her salon, nudging one of two tufted stools out of her way.

      Tahini made her way to the kitchen in the back of her shop. She regarded her kitchen as her laboratory, because it appeared more like a mad scientist’s workstation than that of a homey room designed to concoct comforting foods for the soul. She placed the book on the butcher block–style table and re-read the recipe, memorizing the ingredients required to brew the healing elixir.

      
        
        
        Wood Sorrel – two handfuls

        Goldenrod – one gram

        Charmed Spring Water – teapot full

        Spearmint leaf (optional)

      

      

      

      Teeny took her favorite teapot, an intricately painted piece of pottery, from the breakfront cupboard and shoved it into one of her skirt pockets. She knew exactly where to gather the wood sorrel and goldenrod, still plentiful this time of year near the falls. There was ample spearmint growing in her backyard.

      The little woman grabbed a long silk scarf off the coat hooks next to the back door and wrapped it around her head as she headed out the rear of the shop.

      The sun spattered beams of light across a seemingly unkempt garden of varying herbs and flowers. Teeny crossed each of the stepping stones that led out to the water pump in the corner of the garden, where she filled her water bottle that she kept in her pocket, of course.

      Swinging the wooden gate open, Tahini turned right down Memory Lane. She chuckled at the nomenclature for the narrow street, so dubbed by her fifth mother when it had just been a dirt path leading east to the big park. The memory spell of Havenwood Falls was originally formed behind the doors of the shop she had just left.

      She passed the rears of several shops before coming to the end of the block where there was a parking lot behind The Haven Saloon, which also included a bicycle rack for the more athletic visitors to the town square district. Brent Hayes, saloon owner and bartender, leaned against the bike rack, toking on a joint, and waved as Tahini passed by.

      “Good morning, Brent,” Tahini greeted him. From the back of Brent’s bar, one could look straight down Eighth Street and view the ski slopes at the end of the road. On a normal day, Teeny would have tossed a few clever words at “Bent Brent,” such as “Can’t wait ‘til high noon?” to tease him about his early start. But this was no normal day, and she continued on her mission, intent on removing the stubborn odor.

      Tahini considered shimmering to the falls, but chose the walk instead. This earthly realm was a kaleidoscope of sensations for Tahini, one in which she could smell sounds, hear colors, and touch and taste every scent. She enjoyed the cacophony of this world and wanted to make the most of the season before winter snows descended.

      Tahini turned right down Eighth Street, her gaze sweeping the area for any signs of those stinky boys while her legs carried her as quickly as they could past Backwoods Sport & Ski, the Herbal Shoppe, and the rest of the town square business district. She rounded the corner onto Stuart Street and followed her regular path all the way down, past Cook’s Corner park and the new library, to where the street ended at Blackstone Road. She skirted the two cemeteries—one for humans and one for not-so-humans—crossed the road, and came to one of the many trail heads in Havenwood Falls. A large decaying tree stump, with twisted and gnarled roots, guarded the trail entrance. Teeny took a seat to rest on its top, covered with felt-like moss, and pulled out her water bottle to take a sip.

      As she sat rehydrating herself, a small moth-like insect began to buzz incessantly around Teeny’s ear, nagging her emphatically.

      “Just a moment, Silly Annie,” she said and looked around to make sure there was no one watching.

      Suddenly, Tahini’s long, dark auburn hair began to turn solid white, starting from the ends and moving toward the roots. Her hair became totally white, her skin paled, and her entire being shone with a white so bright, one could practically see the prismatic colors that made it up. Thousands of small, effervescent bubbles began to rise from her skin and hair, and with a fizzle and a pop, Tahini seemed to have evaporated into thin air.

      In truth, she’d only taken her true form.

      “So what’s the buzz, Silly Annie?” Tahini, who was by normal standards a very small woman, now stood only about five inches tall. Her body, totally entrenched in pure light and reflecting all visible color, like the fresh winter snows of the Rockies, teased the moth-sized creature at her side.

      “First off, it’s Cyllene,” she said, adding, “pronounced see-lee-nee.”

      “Yeah, whatever, Silly Annie.”

      “Secondly, Siobhan, you nearly sat on me! My years are numbered as they are,” the irritating creature yammered. Cyllene was an dryad, the soul of the tree Tahini had sat on, which had been felled by lightning years ago and was now slowly, laboriously decaying.

      “I’m truly sorry, Silly Annie. I’ve just been a little distracted this morning. Are you okay? I’m okay.” Tahini half-heartedly apologized. “Anything else? You were certainly making a nuisance of yourself, buzzing and bickering around my head, when all I needed was a cool drink of water. You know I can’t discern a word you’re saying when I’m in human form. So, again I ask you, what’s the buzz?”

      “My yes, there’s something else! I wanted to warn you, if you are going up to the falls.” Cyllene circled the stump and flew up to the top of the neighboring spruce, eyeing the entire landscape in her view. She returned to the stump.

      “There’s a black panther in the forest,” she continued. “It’s stealthy and fast, and I am sure it is viciously hungry for something! You must be extremely cautious, especially since you are walking, gods forbid. If you’re going to the falls, why don’t you just shimmer?”

      “A black panther?” Tahini avoided the shimmer question. “Don’t be silly, Silly Annie. There are no black panthers in this part of the world. Not even shifters.”

      Yet, Siobhan had an ominous feeling that this tale of Cyllene’s rang all too true, and it had something to do with this morning’s visitors at the Broastful Brew.
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