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        A meet-cute under a cherry blossom tree leads a dryad and a tea witch to love.

      

        

      
        When dryad Lila comes face-to-face with a cherry blossom tree for the first time in years, she finally feels as if she might have found the place she can call home and reconnect with her magic.

      

        

      
        Tea witch Grey has been waiting for the sakuras to bloom, and now that he's met a gorgeous dryad beneath the tree, he thinks there might be a chance.

      

        

      
        Will the arrival of spring bring more than just flowers for Lila and Grey?

        ****

        The Cherry Dryad's Blossom is a cozy fantasy romance with a meet-cute m/f romance, a dryad in search of home, a tea witch looking for a connection, unusual magic, a pinch of steam, and a happy ever after.
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          LILA

        

      

    

    
      The squeak of springs came from the bunk above me, causing concern to spike through me.

      "Eloise? What are you doing?" I called up, wondering if I should get out in case everything collapsed on top of me. These bunks were old and rickety, and it wouldn't be the first time one of them broke. I was looking forward to the prospect of having a better bed soon.

      My best friend popped her head over the side of the railing, looking down at me. Her messy, dark brown hair fell into her face, and she tried to blow it out of the way, but failed. "I'm packing. Why aren't you packing?"

      I raised an eyebrow and gestured around. "I don't have anything to pack."

      "Surely you do." She jumped down, making the wooden floor shake. She had a lot more confidence in the standard of our bunks. "Seriously, Lila? Do you really not have anything you want to take to Purple Oak with you?"

      "Not really." I reached for the small bag under my bed. "That's all I've got. What are you packing?"

      "Clothes, tools, snacks. Mostly snacks, if I'm honest. I've been creating a secret stash," she said, glancing around to make sure nobody was watching before showing me a pouch with dried fruits.

      My eyes widened. For those of us at the bottom of the ladder in Grower's Cove, it was a bounty. It was impressive she'd managed to save that much. But it also raised concerns within me. I didn't have a stash of any kind of food. That was an impossible expense for me, and I'd thought it was for Eloise too.

      "Are you worrying about how Purple Oak will treat us?" I asked.

      Eloise nodded and clambered back up to collect the rest of her stuff. "It's not like we're part of the important delegation. Grower's Cove couldn't care less about us, so why would Purple Oak be any different?"

      "I've heard good stories about them," I said, recalling some of the rumours. It was all anyone had been talking about since the recent treaty was signed. "Megan's sister was on the original delegation, and she said they were received like honoured guests."

      "Yeah, but they wanted something from the delegation," Eloise pointed out.

      I shrugged. "They want something from us too. Megan said that Mallory talked about how fair the leading families from the village want to be towards the workers."

      "What's Megan and Mallory's version of it being good for us though?" Eloise asked. "It's not as if they've ever had to survive on the pittance we're paid."

      "We do all right." We had enough to eat, even if it wasn't a very varied diet.

      "Mother Nature and the Council are supposed to be fair rulers too," Eloise continued, always more sceptical than I was.

      "They have their moments." Even I could admit that she had a point. Mother Nature and her followers had a rigid way of doing things, and the Council wasn't much better.

      "I don't even know what job we'll be doing. Manual labour is such a vague description," Eloise said.

      "Building stuff, I think?" But I had to admit that I understood her concerns. We were hired muscle. Purple Oak wasn't going to be throwing us a welcome party. I doubted they'd even notice the individual people who were being sent from one village to another.

      But my worries weren't enough to stop me from taking this job. And the same went for Eloise. The pay was good, much better than what I was getting in Grower's Cove, and I was curious about the world beyond the village I'd lived in my entire life.

      An unbidden thought about the potential of there being an unclaimed cherry tree sprang to mind. I wanted to find myself a home tree more than I'd wanted anything in my entire life, but all of the cherry groves here were under the control of wealthy families who wouldn't let me near, and it wasn't like I could afford to buy any land to plant my own.

      Perhaps things could be different at Purple Oak. Or maybe it would be exactly the same, I wouldn't know until we got there in a few days' time.

      Affected by Eloise's rummaging, I looked around to make sure I really had everything I needed with me, beyond some clothes and a few personal effects that I didn't want to leave behind.

      Eloise pulled more things from her bed and shoved them in her bag. "I think I've got everything."

      I nodded. "We should probably head to the gates," I said while getting up from my bed. I grabbed my bag and slung it over my shoulder. It was a good thing that I didn't have many belongings to take with me, especially because I had to carry it the whole way to Purple Oak myself.

      "All right, coming." Eloise jumped down from the top bunk. I winced as she landed, worried that she was going to fall into the other bunk and hurt herself. Or break one of the beds.

      I paused in the doorway, looking back into the room where I spent my downtime. Maybe I should be sad about leaving home, but a bed in a dorm could hardly be considered home. It was where I grew up, where I lived, but that was all.

      I was ready for a new adventure.

      Nervous excitement grew within me as we made our way from the dorms to the main gate of Grower's Cove. It wasn't a long walk, though that was hardly going to matter once we got going. It would be an entire day of walking before we made camp for the night.

      Eloise gained some energy from being outside, probably because of all the dandelions bobbing in the light spring breeze. No doubt they were giving her magic a boost. Some people looked down on the dryads of common plants, but I liked the idea of being able to step outside and connect with nature. Though that could just be because I didn't get a chance to connect with cherry trees very much.

      "I wonder what kind of people we'll meet in Purple Oak," Eloise said. "I don't think I've ever met a tea witch or a ward."

      "Me either." I looked up at the sky, hoping that it would stay nice and clear for our walk.

      "Do you think the rumours are true about their healing?"

      "That they can heal by drinking tea?" I asked.

      "That everyone who lives there can access it."

      I shrugged. "They're after a lot of tea, aren't they? I heard some of the others talking about it. What would they need a lot of tea for if it isn't healing?"

      "No idea," Eloise said. "It won't include us, though."

      "I don't know, it might." I looked around me, marvelling at the beauty of Grower's Cove. My life here might not be perfect, but the world around me was. Everything was lush and green, thriving thanks to all of the dryads around it. "I'm looking forward to seeing all the animals."

      "We have animals here," Eloise pointed out.

      "Yeah, but they're wild. Or they're being used just to plow the fields. There are no wards here."

      "We're probably not going to be talking to any of the wards," Eloise told me. "Don't get your hopes up about this. We're going to Purple Oak for the money."

      "I know, I know," I assured her. But it wasn't entirely true. There was a part of me that was hoping for a lot more than money when I stepped foot in the other village. I just hoped it was going to live up to my expectations.
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          LILA

        

      

    

    
      Despite having a night's sleep since arriving in Purple Oak, my legs still ached and my back hurt from the walk here. But I didn't regret it, and it wasn't scaling back any of the excitement within me as we made our way through Purple Oak. It had been dark when we arrived last night, so I hadn't gotten a good look at the village that was going to temporarily be my home.

      It was bustling. That was the only way to describe it. A woman in dark clothing passed by with a duck waddling beside her, quacking happily as it followed her. My eyes widened as I realised she must be a ward.

      And she wasn't the only one. A dog raced along beside a boy who couldn't have been more than twelve, and there was an old woman sitting in a doorway with a lizard basking in the sun beside her. I wasn't close enough to hear what she was saying, but it certainly looked as if she was talking about it.

      I'd worried that Purple Oak would be dull compared to Grower's Cove. There weren't many dryads here, so I wasn't expecting all of the greenery and plants around. But Purple Oak still had some of that, and made up for it in other ways.

      Eloise let out a soft whistle from beside me. "This place is nice."

      I nodded in agreement. The houses and gardens were cared for, and the paths were well-maintained. Despite it still being early, there was an atmosphere being created by the people around me, and it was a good one.

      It was never like that in Grower's Cove.

      Laughter came from the doorway of a nearby house as a woman left, presumably to go to work or to do her chores for the day. It was a common sight. Everywhere I looked, people were chatting and laughing with one another.

      That was why he stood out. A tall and slender man with short black hair, tired but upturned eyes, and a strangely serene demeanour. He walked past our group with a serious expression on his face, his gaze never drifting from the horizon. From as close as we were, it was possible to tell that he was about my age, which only added to my surprise about his demeanour.

      Curiosity bloomed in my stomach. There was something about him that seemed different to the others around us, though I couldn't tell why.

      "Did you see that man?" I asked Eloise, wondering if she'd noticed him too.

      She let out a confused noise and tore her gaze away from a girl feeding some pigs. "Did I see who?"

      "The man who just went past us. He looked kind of sad." I wasn't sure if that was the right word, but I couldn't think of anything else.

      Her head swivelled backwards, but the man had already turned the corner. I stared a little longer before pushing him out of my mind. I couldn't afford to worry about strangers when I could barely look after myself.

      "No idea who you're talking about," Eloise said.

      "Yeah, don't worry about it."

      She shrugged. "People will get sad here," she pointed out.

      "Most of the villagers seem happy." I waved a hand around me as we made our way onto the next street. The others in our group weren't paying any attention to what we were talking about, they were caught up in their own conversations.

      Eloise shrugged. "They know we're arriving today, maybe they've told the people who aren't happy to keep to themselves."

      "I don't think they'd do that," I responded.

      "You're too trusting," Eloise said.

      "I'm not. I just think that it would be hard to do that." And I didn't like the idea that we were being shown a version of Purple Oak that wasn't real. If Eloise was right and that was what was happening, it wouldn't be long until we realised the truth. We were here for long enough that such a ruse couldn't possibly be upheld.

      We continued on through the town when suddenly a tingle of magic travelled through me, something that was only ever caused by one thing.

      There were cherry trees nearby.

      I frantically looked around, searching for the trees while crossing my fingers that they weren't guarded or claimed already. I'd felt the tingle of magic before, every time I walked past the guarded cherry groves of the elite in Grower's Cove. If my mother had been believed, I was related to them, but that wasn't enough for them to let me close to their cherry trees.

      A bitterness grew within me, but I tamped it down. If I let it overtake me, then I'd become twisted and cruel, and I didn't want that. I'd promised Mama on her deathbed that I wouldn't let that take over.

      My breathing hitched as my gaze landed on a large house sitting on a hill. But it wasn't the house that took my breath away. It was the cherry trees. Tall, regal, with lots of strong branches. They were bare, but there was no mistaking what they were. My magic wouldn't lie to me, not when it had waited this long to find a connection.

      I grabbed Eloise's arm, unable to stop myself from bouncing up and down.

      "Ow, Lila!"

      "Sorry." I let go of her arm. "Look, though!"

      "At?"

      "Those trees over there. They're cherry trees!" I pointed them out to her.

      She followed my gaze, spotting the trees I was talking about. "Are they? I wouldn't have known."

      "They're definitely cherry trees." There was no containing my excitement.

      "That's great, you said you hoped they'd have them here." She flashed me a genuine smile, and I knew she meant the words. Eloise could often be cynical, but I knew she loved me, just like I did her.

      "They're gorgeous and old too. I wonder if I'll be able to see them up close," I said although I knew that was wishful thinking. The family that owned the big house would likely want to protect them from a random dryad from Grower's Cove.

      She patted me on the back. "I hope so too."

      I let out a happy sigh. Just getting the boost of my magic made coming here worth it. And the idea that I might get to go closer to them was going to keep me going through the day.

      We came to a halt in front of a stone building where a man with a stoic gaze and a clipboard was waiting. He looked vaguely familiar but I couldn't remember his name. I was fairly sure he was someone important though, I just recognised him because he came from Grower's Cove.

      He raised his hand to get our attention, but didn't look at us very much. "Line up so I can check off your names."

      The queue formed naturally, and a bolt of nerves tingled up my arm as the realisation of the situation sank in. I'd signed up for a new job without really knowing what I was getting myself into. No one else seemed to be having the same reaction, or at least, they weren't voicing it, and the queue went down as each person gave their name to the man with the clipboard.

      Once I got to the front, I offered my name. "Lila."

      The man nodded and crossed something off before gesturing for me to get out of the way.

      Rude. He didn't even look me in the eyes.

      I waited to see if he was going to say something but he'd already directed his attention to Eloise, checking her name off with the same efficiency. Maybe he was just like that.

      I moved off to the side and used the time to look around the surrounding area. I knew there were crops here, but they weren't close enough for me to see, But I could see people going about jobs on the streets around us, and there was what seemed to be a bakery a few doors down. The scent of fresh baked bread made me want to tear open a bread roll, but I doubted I'd be able to afford one.

      It was a busy place in a very different way from Grower's Cove. It felt vibrant and joyful, and like people actually enjoyed living here. Though I was sure there were places like that in Grower's Cove too, I just wasn't allowed in them.

      Maybe Purple Oak would be different and I'd be able to find some of the same joy people here had too.

      Someone clapped to get our attention, and I turned to the front where a new man had appeared, someone with a kind smile. He was also vaguely familiar, but I couldn't place him.

      "Good morning, everyone. I'm Ryburn, I'm the head of the delegation," he announced.

      Ah. That was it. He was the brother of a member of the Council, and the person who had been responsible for making the treaty with Purple Oak.

      "Maybe we're about to find out what's in the deal," Eloise whispered to me.

      I nodded, but didn't take my attention away from the man at the front.

      "Thank you all so much for being here so we can uphold our part of the agreement with Purple Oak." He pointed at the emotionless man next to him. "This is Ford, he's the supervisor of the workforce. If you have any questions about your new job, you can ask either of us."

      I wasn't in a hurry to ask Ford any questions, he didn't seem like he'd be receptive to them.

      Someone's hand went up right away. "What kind of work will we be doing exactly?"

      "Good question," Ryburn responded. "Our main purpose is to help Purple Oak establish their own tea garden, so you'll be doing a variety of things, including expanding their current tea farm and minding the plants."

      Another hand went up. "But I don't know anything about tea."

      I hummed in agreement. I hadn't even seen a tea plant before, let alone had any idea on how to tend to them. I looked around at the other people standing with us, most of them were familiar faces, people who lived in the bunks like I did. People who weren't really wanted by Grower's Cove, and we certainly didn't know anything about a crop as valuable as tea.

      "That's what Roseanne and Malik are for," Ryburn said. "They're tea dryads and will teach you everything you need to know." He pointed out a woman with greying hair and a younger man with kind eyes.

      "Guess we're just labour, then," Eloise muttered.

      "You'll be working with tea witches to establish the tea garden. We hope you'll all get along," Ryburn said with a smile that didn't quite make sense given the situation. Then again, I'd already heard rumours that he was courting a tea witch. Maybe that was what it was about.

      I wasn't sure why they needed unskilled dryads like us to help out in the tea garden, but I had no complaints. An opportunity to leave Grower's Cove didn't come along every day, and this sounded a lot easier than the work I could get back home. And it paid better.

      Eloise stuck her hand in the air. "When are we getting paid?"

      I couldn't hold back a smile. My friend could be so brazen sometimes, it was admirable. And I liked it because it meant I didn't have to ask the questions myself.

      "You'll get ten coins at the end of every day you've worked," Ford replied curtly.

      My eyes widened. I knew that this was going to come with good pay, but that was double what I'd earned last week. Maybe Purple Oasis was a lot more generous, or perhaps the coins weren't worth as much.

      Ryburn continued. "When you return home, you'll be able to exchange what you have left for Grower's Cove coins."

      Now that was an exciting prospect. If he thought we'd have money to save, that meant they were paying us above the minimum to simply live. Considering bed and board were already included, this wasn't a bad deal.

      Maybe this would mean that I could finally make something of my life. If I did enough work here to save up money for my own patch of land, I could plant my own cherry tree and no longer have to hope for the occasional magic boost when I passed one.

      But first, I was going to investigate the trees here, because the prospect of riches was still a time away, and I could do with all the dryad magic I could get.

    



OEBPS/images/poo_purple_oasis_map_newest_format_ready.jpg





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
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.



OEBPS/images/poo_the_cherry_dryads_blossom_6x9_alt_ebook.jpg
*' ““BLOSSOM

é’ /«\

e JfLAURAgGREEI?IWOOD 417
ﬁfg‘ & ARIANA JADE/ , ,
£ ' 2O¢

:&;c\ \{ D
&, o) Sa € AN
I© O + "} O %





OEBPS/images/po_purple_oak_oasis_logo_bg.jpg
PURPLE OAK
OASIS





