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      In this sequel to The Winged & the Wicked and The Ward & the Wanderers, the spring fae’s family is in trouble again in another Teeny Weeny fairy tale.

      Relentlessly trying to get back to her simple Havenwood Falls life, Teeny Weeny Tahini enjoys nothing more than her morning teas at the Broastful Brew with Mayor Barbie Stuart. But that seems to be where she always is whenever trouble comes into her life. This time it’s a tantalizing Asian gentleman, a world-famous professional gamer who’s wooed the local teens. But is tantalizing the right word? Mr. Wu has all of Teeny’s senses on full alert.

      When her friend Nina—the woman she hopes her nephew will propose to—suddenly disappears, Teeny is certain Mr. Wu has the answers. She never expects what she learns, though, and now it’s up to her to save not only Havenwood Falls, but an entire dynasty of another place and another time. But first she must master her father’s wand she’d recently found—and figure out her feelings for the Wu.
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      The bedroom chamber was still as night, though it was only slightly darkened by the oncoming twilight. Four people were in the chamber: the young boy (the poor soul who brought us all here in the first place, or so we thought), his mother, his father, and myself.

      A straw of hay rustled across the rice paper floor. That was the only sound that could be heard for what seemed an eternity, until the stillness was interrupted with the eerie raspy rattle of death emitting from the frail body, of whom we stood by the bedside. His skin was waxen and yellow, and so chilled to touch that it numbed one’s fingers.

      The child had not moved for what felt like a century, but was most likely two or three days. Not a single movement could be detected underneath his sleeping eyelids. That at least might have given us an indication that he was still aware . . . maybe still with us.

      Suddenly, the booming command came: “YOU MUST CURE HIM!”

      Regardless of the strength of the command, it was easy to discern that it contained worry and grief, and even more—concern for the future of our world.

      “Your Highness,” I spoke slowly, trying very carefully to phrase the rest of my response so as not to anger but to do my job, “this is no illness I am familiar with.” I paused.

      “WHY ARE YOU HERE, THEN, IF YOU CANNOT CURE HIM? YOU SHALL BE EXECUTED AT SUNRISE FOR YOUR INSOLENCE AND DECEIT!”

      “Your Highness, I am not speaking from either insolence or deceit. There is another force that is upon us. I don’t believe this is an illness, but a curse. Someone or something does not want the young prince to survive.” And then I bowed my entire body as low to the floor as I could possibly flatten myself.

      It must have worked, because fortunately the ruler wavered. It was evident that the poor child had become afflicted too quickly and with no rhyme or reason for its onset. A curse may very well have been the cause.

      “WHAT DO YOU NEED?”

      “Your Highness, I need time”—the ruler lifted his staff, indicating he had heard enough, but I continued as quickly as I could—“which, of course, I am keenly aware that we do not have. But I have a method of overcoming that.” I prayed under my breath. “My devotion and divination with Spirit Crane has put me in good standing with the spirit, and I believe She will assist me in finding out who placed the curse, and, to that end, how to break it!”

      The rulers, having reigned so long and becoming so arrogant as such royalty tended to do, had lost their touch with the people. The child prince, however, was blessed with the knowledge and the gifts of his ancestors, and the people loved him. I loved him.

      If he died, the people would revolt against not only the rulers, but the mysteries of mankind, and this realm would dissolve into shreds of nothingness.

      But that was not my only challenge. I loved him, and I loved my people, but I loved this world too. I wanted—I needed—it to survive. There was something very dark, dangerous, and deadly out there, and I needed to use everything in my powers to find it and eradicate it.
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          TEENY WEENY

        

      

    

    
      It was another perfectly crisp October morning. I absolutely loved this time of year. It was invigorating. The harvest of all the delicious squashes—pumpkins, crooknecks, hubbards, and the like—had come in. There was such an array of colors upon us—the orange maples, the golden-leafed aspens, and of course all of the luxurious evergreens, from the bristlecone pines to the elegant spruces—all of them emitting a fragrance that I could feel.

      Havenwood Falls, this small frontier-like town nestled in the cradle of a canyon and cloaked with the mystery of supernaturals and humans cautiously, carefully coexisting, was at its autumn peak, ready to burst with harvest and a few chills and thrills for the Halloweeners.

      I grabbed my wool scarf, the latest one given to me by my nephew Mat and his girlfriend Nina, and headed out for my regular rendezvous with my best friend, Barbie a.k.a. Mayor Stuart.

      Ah, Mat was not really my nephew, but a cousin. However, with hundreds of years between us, he had always known me as Aunt Siobhan.

      My townhome, which housed my palm-reading salon, opened up to the south entrance of the square. I crossed over Main Street, and since we started our rendezvous fairly early in the morning, it was an easy crossing with no traffic. Town Square Park was accentuated with a fountain in its center. Some modern-day folks didn’t believe the story that it was rimmed with real gold flakes that spilled from the floors of the gold-traders, some of whom founded this Havenwood Falls in the first place long ago during the gold rush. I was there, so I knew it was true.

      As I approached the Broastful Brew, I could already see the mayor sitting at our familiar table.

      The Broastful Brew was more of an artifact, kind of like me, than the best coffee shop in Havenwood Falls. Mabel, the owner and operator, landed in Havenwood Falls maybe twenty or thirty years ago. She was perfectly human, if there was such a thing, but that was what she was. I didn’t know if she was one of those souls that were actually summoned to come, or if she just came here by happenstance. I suspected the latter. But you never knew.

      The tinkle of the shopkeeper’s bell rang a simple chime as I opened the door to the Brew. The flowery scent of Dragon Well green tea smacked me so hard in the face that my fingertips started to tingle, as did the tips of my toes. A distinguished Asian fellow lifted his head from the steaming cup of green tea, noting my entrance. He was very handsome with a neatly trimmed Fu Manchu and dark eyes that seemed nearly black. He appeared to be around my age, my glamour age anyway, but it was hard to tell, especially since I sensed in his eyes something much older, ancient even. I felt he may have been an old soul, reincarnated many times.

      I nodded at him, hoping he would accept the greeting, and not think of me as too rude for my intense observance of him, then hurried to the back of the Broastful Brew to join the mayor.

      “Good morning, Barbie! Boy, that Manchurian tea still has my fingers and toes tingling!”

      “Good morning yourself! Are you sure it’s that tea making you tingle?” Barbie winked at me and continued, “You were certainly examining that man up and down. He’s really quite handsome, don’t you think?”

      I sat down, then leaned over the table as far as my four-foot-five frame would allow. Barbie obliged and leaned over her side of the table, meeting me more than halfway, her lemon chiffon bouffant bouncing on the top of my head.

      “Who is that chap? Looks can be deceiving, you know, especially in Havenwood Falls,” I said in a whisper.

      “Don’t I know it! Look at us! You have more power in your right pinky fingernail than I do from my heel to the top of my beehive. But anyway, that’s Tim Wu, Dr. Wu. The Court invited him all the way from China. Don’t you remember the discussion?”

      “Well, sort of . . . He’s some kind of a professional gamer, right? Well, that sounds pretty much like a professional gambler who already lost a couple of letters. I kind of tuned the whole thing out.”

      “He’s more than just a professional gamer, though all the kids in town are excited about the Grand Master being here because of that. He’s also a game developer, and his newest game Rage of Realms has an interesting premise—dark forces trying to destroy all magic. The Court felt we may be able to glean something from him.”

      Then the mayor abruptly straightened up in her chair and said, “That reminds me! Siobhan, you really have to consider being on the faculty of the Academy’s College of Guardians. Adelaide is teaching one of the potions classes right now, and you know she’s probably not the best choice for that subject. Not compared to you. We need you desperately!”

      “I really don’t think so, Barbie. I’m no teacher. Even after hundreds of years, I feel I am still a student myself, bumbling around this mysterious world.”

      My nephew Mat came to the table, carrying my usual chamomile tea. He’d been working morning shifts at the Broastful Brew pretty much since he arrived here two years ago.

      “Good morning Mayor, Madame Tahini.” He winked at me. What’s with all this winking this morning?

      Mat set down the teapot, steeper, and cup, and no sooner did he leave than the Asian gentleman approached the table.

      “Good morning, ladies. I hope I’m not interrupting.” He spoke in a smooth voice, but his accent seemed out of place, more British. Maybe he grew up in Hong Kong?

      “Dr. Wu! A pleasure to see you this morning. Are your quarters comfortable?” the mayor greeted him, then turned to me. “Our guest is staying in one of the cabins at Whisper Falls Inn.”

      “And who is this charming little woman with you, Mayor?” Dr. Wu asked.

      “I’m sorry. I’ve forgotten my manners! Dr. Timothy Wu, this is Teeny Weeny Tahini, I mean Madame Tahini, our resident palm reader and healer.”

      “Enchanted to meet you, Madame Tahini. I’ve dabbled a bit in healing divination myself. It would be a pleasure to share a spot of tea with you sometime, if you would care to join me.”

      Oh, dear. The tingling sensation started again, and this time it wasn’t the tea, and wasn’t just my fingers and toes—it extended to my earlobes, the back of my neck, even my nose!

      “I would be delighted,” I responded, not having any idea where that came from.

      “How about four o’clock tomorrow afternoon? I’ll meet you at the inn?”

      “Oh, uh, four o’clock . . . tomorrow?” I stammered, trying to backtrack now and regain my composure.

      “She’ll be there!” the mayor piped in, giving me no room to renege.

      “Brilliant! I will see you then.” Dr. Wu nodded a goodbye and left.

      The bell dangling from the front door tinkled again as the esteemed doctor left the shop.

      Mat returned to the table and asked if we needed anything else. The mayor requested another cup of coffee, but I was still bouncing my tea steeper in my pot, trying to make heads or tails of what had just occurred.

      “By the way, Aunt Siobhan, I’d like to show you the gift I got Nina for our second anniversary. I’ll come by after my shift is over?”

      Mat meant the second anniversary of their meeting and dating. It was a very slow romance in the making. Mostly because Nina, a very talented Italian tailor, was still quite gun shy because of the death of her lover many years ago.

      “That’ll be fine, Mat. I’ll be home.”

      The mayor got up from the table and bade me farewell, again asking me to consider the Sun and Moon Academy’s new College of Supernatural Guardians. I just shook my head. She was persistent, part of the great politician in her.

      I finished my tea in solitude, swirling the brew in my cup and wondering what the tea leaves would be telling me about the town’s new guest.
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          TEENY WEENY

        

      

    

    
      After my morning stroll through town, I returned home. I decided I’d better do a little homework regarding Dr. Timothy Wu, so I didn’t sound like a complete dunderhead at tea tomorrow. Professional gamer? What was that?

      I was intrigued about his healing divination comment, though I wasn’t exactly sure how one “dabbled” in it. I decided I would start there in my research, since it sounded like something we may have had in common.

      I went into the salon and perused my bookshelves. Wonderful leather-bound books filled every slot available, some with colorful ribbons marking important pages of note. Ribbons that the pixie sisters gifted to me regularly as a sign of their devotion.

      I fetched the librarian’s ladder stationed at the far end of the bookcases and glided it over toward the center. I was grateful for the ladder, as at least three of the shelves would be otherwise unattainable to me, though of course my friend Barbie could reach up and pull anything off even the tops of the cases.

      On the second shelf from the top was a leather-and-silk-covered book with calligraphy along the spine reading, Ancient Arts and Mystics. A good place to start when delving into the arts of the Orient. I took the book and stepped down off the ladder, placing it on my salon table. The embroidered silk inlaid in the leather depicted a scene with cranes, bamboo, and a tiled-roof temple nestled in a thick forest.

      I slid my finger down the table of contents and found the location for “Wizards of the Orient.” My fingertip began to tingle once again. A sign? Of what, I wonder?

      Opening up to the first page of the chapter, I began reading:

      “The Wizards of the Orient date back well into the twelfth century BC. The earliest reports treated them as shamans, but as their skills in alchemy, herbal toxicology, and even martial arts developed, they became much more respected, and the royal houses often regarded the wizards, known as the Wu, as high officials, relying on their advice as well as their ability to divine spirits and heal the sick.”

      Wu. That’s interesting, actually even kind of funny . . . Dr. Wu? Wu Who? Dr. Who? Wu.

      Right when I was getting hold of my silly sidetrack and going back to my reading, the large metal knocker on my door alerted me to a visitor. Before I could even get to the foyer, Mat was coming through the entryway, bent nearly in half, since he was about six four. Upon each shoulder were two pixies, swinging their feet and taking turns hollering, “Giddy-up.”

      Once clear of the threshold, he straightened up and brushed the little imps off his shoulders. The pixie sisters simply rolled off him like lint balls, then abruptly began wrestling one another once they hit the floor.

      Mat just shook his head and laughed. “Seems I attracted a few hitchhikers.”

      He bent over once again to give me a kiss on the cheek as I waved him into the living area at the end of the foyer.

      We sat down before the fireplace, dormant now, as the weather had not become so chilled that it required a blazing hearth.

      “Well, let me see it. Stop keeping your aunt in suspense!” I begged him to reveal the gift he had for Nina, hoping, just hoping, this was it.

      He reached into his pocket, pulled out a small box, and handed it to me.

      “I got it at Callie’s Consignments. Nikita, Callie’s cousin, is manning the store, and she just received a new shipment of artifacts from Callie herself. I couldn’t resist this one.”

      I opened it slowly, because really I do like a little suspense. The tiny box revealed a golden pendant, the center of which displayed the yin-and-yang motif. Around the edge of the pendant was an array of Chinese characters, most likely an ancient wish or blessing. I turned the pendant over, and the back seemed similar to the front side, but the yin and yang had melded into a solid dark gray color. It too had script around the edge, but even though I didn’t read Chinese—Mandarin, Cantonese, or otherwise—I could tell they were not the same characters as on its opposite side. As I touched it, my fingertips, rather than tingling, received tiny shocks, a little like pin pricks, but something more that I couldn’t really distinguish. I wasn’t really comfortable with this gift he had for Nina, but I didn’t want to break his heart.

      “Mat, it’s really quite beautiful, and maybe something more . . . but don’t you think it’s time to give her a ring? You know, the type that goes on a certain finger, like a diamond ring?”

      “I would love to, Aunt Siobhan, but I don’t want to spook her. After that Valentine’s Day debacle, I want to take it as slowly as she needs. I love her madly, but I want her to love me madly back.”

      “That sounds like yin and yang to me, then. In the meantime, let me give it a little blessing to protect it, her, and your love. I’ll be right back.”

      I headed upstairs to get my father’s wand—I mean, my wand. I didn’t know what it was, but there was something about this amulet that made me uneasy. Maybe, if I got the chance, our illustrious guest, Dr. Wu, would be able to tell me what the script read.
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