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        To Felicity Taylor, Thank you for allowing me to name the Heroine of this story after you. She is as fun-loving, joyous, and lovely as I know you are. Your messages always brighten my day. You are a beautiful pink snapdragon who spreads love and happiness everywhere you go! Never change!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        In Loving Memory of my Brother, Jim Lake

        I know you never wanted to read schmexy scenes written by your big sister and that’s okay, I understand. However, Julian, the Bengal Tiger, is in honor of you. He has your quick wit, infectious smile, and loves his family with all his heart, not to mention – he loves the Bengals just like you.

        Fly high, Baby Brother.

        Love you Always.
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        Roses are red, violets are blue. Dragons have wings—and Fairies do, too.

        Unfortunately for Tristan, no amount of Dragon Fire or Fairy Dust will stop the most famous Finder of Fated Love in the Universe from delivering his happily-ever-after in record time…

        Enter Felicity– a brown-haired beauty, a lush, plus-size vision of walking sunshine who smells like freesia and sweet peas… a Flower Fairy who drives this Dragon absolutely feral.

        But lurking in the shadows is the Obscured—an Ancient Evil made of hate and greed that devours everything good in its path… including happily-ever-afters.

        Everything’s coming up sunshine and daffodils—come hell or high water.

        Can Fate be denied? Aww, hell no. Not with Babs MacAutley on Her side.

        Buckle up, Buttercup. Fate fights dirty.
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        Mo ghrá………My love

        Mo chróí………My heart
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      “Are you going to tell me what’s going on, or would you prefer I leave you to mope?” Julian looked over the black rims of his glasses, his Bengal Tiger shining in the depths of his eyes. “You’ve been a Gloomy Gus since you got back from that Mating Ceremony at Poseidon’s Acropolis.” Shuffling through the stack of papers in his lap before sliding three towards Tristan for his signature, the Tiger added, “Is being back in with the Dragons that bad? Max, the King of the Big Cats…”

      “I know who he is.”

      “I know you do, but I’m never sure if you’re paying attention.” Holding up the index finger of his right hand, Julian – his oldest friend and business partner- kept right on going. “As I was saying, Max, says those Winged Warriors are good guys. Did somebody piss in your Post Toasties? Let me guess, the ‘Good Old Boys’ Club didn’t welcome you with open arms and elect you to be their Grand Poobah.”

      “No, it’s not that.” Scribbling his barely legible autograph where the Bengal Tiger’s assistant had so diligently indicated with bright yellow flags, Tristan sat back in his big, leather office chair and turned to face the window. “It’s just… It’s well…” Getting to his feet, he harrumphed, “Hell, I don’t know what it is. I’m in a funk that not even designing a new game seems to be able to help.”

      Watching the people below from the twenty-first floor of the Dragon Tech building, his building, the one that housed every department, facet, and person he employed, Tristan caught sight of the bright green van, covered in daisies with the name Fancy Flowers daintily scrolled on the side. Impatient to see Felicity, the owner and operator of the small business responsible for keeping the thousands of plants decorating every office, breakroom and corner of his building alive, Tristan nervously jingled the coins in his pocket.

      Finally, just when he’d almost given up, the driver’s side door opened and out stepped the brown-haired beauty who smelled of freesia, sweet peas and sunshine. Her every move was enchanting. The messy bun atop her head was endearing and the sexy curves of her well-toned body were damned near impossible to resist.

      Ignoring Julian’s grunt and grumbles, refusing to move away from the window until Felicity had disappeared from view, Tristan stepped back, returned to his seat and swiveled back towards his long-time friend. “What else do we need to get done today?”

      Before the Tiger could answer, the door to Tristan’s office swung open with the flamboyance only one person could ever bring to the party. Bright red hair, no bigger than a minute, the power barely contained within her petite, curvy frame filled every square inch of the tech mogul’s massive office, so powerful it even stirred the slumbering Dragon King with whom he shared his soul. Stalking forward like she owned the place, the woman known to every creature great and small in the Supernatural world parked her cat eye-rimmed glasses atop her head and her behind in the chair next to Julian.

      Crossing her legs, a cheeky grin curling her lips, she announced in an Irish brogue so thick it took him a second to comprehend, “I’m here to fix your love life, Big Guy. Hush up, sit back and let me do my job.”
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      “Hey, Felicity! How ya’ doin’?”

      “Super, John! Thanks for asking,” she smiled at the tall, lanky blond who served as the gatekeeper of the huge Dragon Tech building. “How are you today?” She added, swiping her access card through the flashing red lights on the top of the shining stainless-steel podium. Tapping her foot as she moved her canvas bag from one arm to the other, the owner-operator of Fancy Flowers nearly ran through the turnstile when the lights turned green.

      Rolling his chair towards her, leaning on the high side of his massive wooden desk, his smile a little too bright, John went on, “Pretty good. Your flowers were delivered early this morning. I had them moved into the backroom. Just let me know if you need help getting them to all the floors.” Winking, he added, “Those boxes sure looked heavy. You might just need a big, strong guy to help.”

      Hurrying away, narrowly escaping yet another dinner invitation from the gregarious Security Guard, Felicity slipped into the office-turned-workspace she’d been assigned and let out the breath she always seemed to be holding when John was about to ‘make his move’. “How many times can one man hear the word no before he just gives up?”

      “One-hundred-fifty-three…maybe fifty-four times,” Bitsy’s high-pitched, almost mousy voice answered a split-second before the tall, blond bombshell of a Flower Fairy appeared, floating upside-down, with her legs in the lotus position, and her braids floating like a halo around her head.

      “Dammit, Bitsy!” Felicity shrieked, slapping her hand over her heart to keep it from jumping out of her chest. “How many times have I told you not to follow me to work?”

      “Three-hundred-and-forty-four times.”

      “And to never sneak up on me?”

      “Oh! That adds three-hundred-and-sixty-two to the count, bringing it to…”

      “My question was rhetorical, Bitsy,” Felicity deadpanned. “Ninety-nine-point-seven-five of all the questions I ever ask you are rhetorical.”

      “How am I supposed to know when you want an answer and when you’re just blowing sunshine up my heinie? I mean, you know that I was made by the hand of the Great Goddess to answer all questions immediately and precisely. It’s not something I wanted, or that I even like for that matter. It just… is. Like everything else I got outta this whole being the youngest of the Fairy in the Frolick gig. It sucks.”

      “Yeah, I know,” she huffed, wondering if being the youngest was really as bad as her sister made it out to be.

      Quickly plastering on a smile she prayed reached her eyes, Felicity spun on her toes, lovingly adding, “And I’m sorry. I have to find a way to stop letting this job freak me out. It’s absolutely nerve-wracking, but that’s no reason to take it out on you. Please forgive me.” Laying her hand on Bitsy’s shoulder, her head tilting to the side, she let her next thought fly right through her lips, “Hey, aren’t you supposed to be at the shop helping the others get ready for the Spitz wedding?”

      “Yes and no.”

      “Yes, and no?”

      “Yes, you told me to be there. No, I don’t have to be because all my stuff is done, “Bitsy haughtily huffed. “Besides, you know how much I hate baking. That’s Josie’s gig. She knows all that measuring and pouring and mixing makes me nutso-banana pants crazy, so, she asked me to make the sugar paste flowers for that ginormous eight-tier cake.” Her hands flew up - which was actually down since she was still floating with her butt in the air - as her usual sass turned into a rant. “I mean, really. Come on, people. White flowers on a white cake on a white table in a white room – is this a wedding or a hospital? How about a little color? A little life for the party? Why is everybody so bland?”

      Making Felicity’s head spin as she flipped herself upright, Bitsy continued, talking faster and faster the more irritated she became. “Why can’t we just give these people a little zap when they have stupid ideas? Make them see sense? I could jazz that stupid wedding up with a splash of pink there and a skoosh of bright yellow over there. That’s all it would take. You know it. I know it. Hell, a five-year-old would know it, but noooooooo, these stupid humans want white – literally the most boring color on the whole stupid planet. Like anybody in their right mind thinks they’re still pure. Ha! What a joke.”

      Deciding it was better not to mention that white wasn’t really a color, rather the absence of pigment, Felicity moved over to the first pallet of flower boxes as she replied, “You know as well as I do that we cannot and will not be zapping anyone for any reason, especially to change their minds about the color of their wedding. If the bride and groom want white, then we give them white. That’s just how it is. The customer is always right.”

      “And if they’re not, we just ignore, ignore, ignore,” Bitsy huffed under her breath.

      Sighing while trying not to roll her eyes, Felicity once again thought about her life, or the lack thereof. Living with her three sisters and co-owning Fancy Affairs, a multi-faceted business where each sister was able to use her talents to plan and facilitate the most amazing parties Texas had ever seen, was good… might even classify as great most of the time.

      Felicity loved her siblings with all her heart, appreciated the synergy with which they lived and worked. It made every day an adventure with people she knew would absolutely always have her back. However, she couldn’t escape the dream of someday finding a Mate and having a family of her own.

      

      It wasn’t that she never wanted to see her sisters again, or that she wanted to break up the businesses they’d worked so hard to build. It was just that Felicity needed something all her own. Something and someone she didn’t have to share with anyone. She wasn’t being selfish.

      Nope, not the slightest little bit.

      She wanted the same for each of her sisters. Prayed, and prayed, and prayed it would happen sooner rather than later. Waiting for it to happen was excruciating. The Great Goddess and the Universe were sure as hell taking their sweet time, and Felicity was damned tired of all of it.

      Born as a set of four, what the Fairies refer to as a Ceithre, the girls popped into the world exactly seven minutes apart on a cool spring morning, to the fanfare of the entire Seelie Court. Princesses, one and all, were just what their parents had been waiting for.

      Their father, King Owain of the Seelie Earthen Fairies, and their mother, Queen Cecily, the great-grand-daughter of Morgan le Fey, were renowned and revered in their own rights, and the girls were all bound for glory no matter what they chose to do. Unfortunately, as with all things Fairy, the enchanted world the girls were born into was in constant upheaval. Battles for leadership seemed to flow from one to another, creating an endless war that the King and Queen refused to let their daughters be drawn into.

      Under the cover of darkness, with the help of their great-great-grandmother Morgan, the girls, at the age of eighteen, were disguised as Brownies and smuggled into the mortal world. The first century in the Land of the Humans, the girls lived in the forest. They took care of the flora, fauna, and wildlife, and were perfectly happy to live out eternity in obscurity. It was literally as close to Paradise as they could have ever imagined.

      Every day they lived like the Fairies of old. Like the stories Aunt Esme had told them almost every evening of their childhood. Never wanting for anything. Never bothering anyone and never being bothered.

      But life rolled on. The world continued to turn. And with the passage of time came with change in all its many forms.

      The arrival of non-magical folk – humans – inevitably led to exploration. Exploration led to expansion and that flowed right into the evolution of the world they’d known for so very long. The girls’ quiet, solitary life was no more, and surprisingly, it was exhilarating.

      Quickly assimilating to their exciting and changing New World, the Fairies were sometimes called Witches by those who didn’t understand. Sadly, on more than a few occasions, they were forced to hide under the cover of Spells and Charms for months at a time. In the end, and after a really steep learning curve, the Ceithre fell into the swing of things and as the humans say, so far so good.

      Now, the Goddess knew they’d all worked incredibly hard and made real sacrifices to start their own businesses. Fancy Flowers, which took care of the floral upkeep for many businesses and onsite setup for parties and weddings was Felicity’s. Buttons and Buds, a storefront florist, belonged to Mary Beth and always had a waiting list of customers for everything from anniversaries to birthdays to weddings – just anything someone wanted to accentuate with beautiful flowers. Josie, the first-born, could whip up anything sweet and delectable, so she named her bakery Sugar and Spice Specialties. Then there was Bitsy, whose stationery store, Sweet Sentiments, was the perfect addition to their enterprise. After all, what else would the youngest of the bunch with the talent to be exact and precise in everything do? Everything she touched was sheer perfection and the customers loved her.

      Together, the four shops made up Fancy Affairs, Inc. As one well-coordinated Frolick – just as they had been from the moment they were born – their enterprise was the one and only place everyone in the Southwest United States called to do their wedding, bar mitzvah, baby shower, sweet sixteen galas, or plan old fancy party.

      It was phenomenal. Really, it was. However, four-hundred-years of togetherness was enough. It was time…. hell, it was way past time for each of the girls to get a life of their own and start truly living. Felicity vowed to herself on more than one occasion that if Fate and Destiny threw a chance her way, she would grab it with both hands and hang on tight. Happily ever after would be more than a dream. It would be her reality and she would love every single minute.

      Pulling herself back to reality, already behind and needing to get back to the shop to help the others with the Spitz wedding, Felicity opened one box and then another and then another. Inhaling the mixture of sweet vanilla, spicy cinnamon and coconut pie from the elegant purple, yellow and white orchids, she couldn’t have been happier with what she saw. Decorating the halls of Dragon Tech to usher in Spring, to make the inside match the out of doors, made the Flower Fairy feel like dancing. There was just something about the scent of fresh flowers and the anticipation of spring that made the glittering gossamer wings laid tightly to her back flutter with excitement.

      Watching the so-small-they-were-invisible-to-the-human-eye Dragonfly Fairies flit and flutter from bloom to blossom tending the orchids, spreading the pollen and helping the blooms thrive, Felicity thought of a much larger Dragon with a wickedly handsome smile and dark blue eyes that reached right into her soul and set fire to her heart.

      Tristan O’Doherty was everything she’d ever dreamed of and so very much more. The only problem was, every time she got near him, the way-older-than-she-would-ever-admit Fairy turned into a bumbling teenager of barely a hundred years old all over again.

      Her mouth went dry. Her palms got sweaty. Her tongue tied. And worst of all, she suddenly had two left feet.

      No matter how many times she prepared to be cool, took a million or so deep breaths, and meditated to keep from falling flat on her face, all bets were off. The instant the rich scent of smoky ash combined with a cool evening’s breeze hit her senses, her inability to speak, walk, or stand in his presence became super awkward. It was a blow to her confidence, making her believe she’d ruined any chance of getting to know the oh-so-sexy Dragon who made her Fairy heart go pitter-pitter-pat-pat.

      “You better get outta Dreamland and get busy,” Bitsy snarked, stepping up to Felicity’s side with her hand on her hip and a goofy smirk on her face. “Stop fantasizing about that spicy, overgrown lizard and get to work. You know Josie expects us back by four. Don’t make me tell her that you were in La-La-Land. You know how she gets.”

      “Since when do you care what anyone expects of you?” Giving her younger sister the side-eye, Felicity completely changed the subject in hopes of avoiding being called out for her not-so secret fantasies. “You know what?”

      “No,” Bitsy groaned, rolling her eyes. “Do enlighten me, if you must.

      “Oh, I will,” Felicity nodded adamantly. “I most certainly will.” Wagging her finger in here her youngest sister’s face, the Flower Fairy quickly stuck out her tongue for added effect while trying with all her might not laugh out loud at the look of shock and awe on Bitsy’s face. “If I had a nickel for every time I was forced to stop what I was doing just to track you down and haul your butt back to the shop for a delivery, I could retire on my own Fairy Mound, eat honey and tea cookies all day, and be waited on by half-dressed Avalonian males.”

      “Not cool, Fliss, really not cool,” Bitsy frowned, her hands once again flying in the air. “I can’t help it if I get bored. What we do is so booooring. It’s miserable. It’s… It’s… It’s so mundane.”

      Letting her hands fall from all the way over her head to slap the sides of her thighs and with her blond hair flying all around as the youngest of the Fairy sisters shook her head, she railed on. “I need adventure. It should be us having all the fun and someone else working day and night to plan the party. It’s me…” Poking herself in the chest with the tip of her index finger, she ground out through gritted teeth, “…me, me meeeeee who needs to be the life of the party. Someone should be throwing a freaking gala in my honor. My name should be up in lights.”

      Reaching forward with both hands, Bitsy bopped Felicity in both her arms in time with each word she growled. “I. Was. Not. Meant. To. Be. Pinned. Down.”

      “Neither was I, Little Sister.” Spinning towards Bitsy, immediately enraged and ready to blow a fuse, Felicity raged, “You think I don’t want more out of life? That Mary Beth and Josie don’t want their own adventures, too? Their own fun? Their own freakin’ lives? So you really believe this…” Throwing her arms open wide and wiggling her fingers for effect, she got louder with every syllable. “…this is all any of us ever wanted?”

      Taking a step forward, forcing her sister to move backward, Felicity couldn’t have stopped if she’d wanted to. The fuse had been lit and she was about to blow. “We all do, Bits. Every bloody one of us. Me, Mary Beth, and Josie all want a life of our own. We want Mates. Dream of being moms with little Fairylings running around screaming, ‘Momma’ at the top of their lungs. Hell, I even want a house with a Goddess-damned white picket fence, vegetable garden and beautiful blooms in every window. So, grow the hell…”

      The door flew open cutting off Felicity’s grand finale as an incredibly short, perfectly curvy redhead with glowing green eyes and tortoise-shell framed glasses swinging from a strand of multi-colored pearls wrapped around her neck stormed into the room. Pointing the perfectly manicured fingernail at the tip of her index finger right at Felicity with her powerful and older-than-Methuselah Magic popping and crackling in the air all around, she snapped in an Irish brogue ringing of the heather-covered moors, “Stop bitchin’ and come with me. I can help.”

      Watching the woman do an about-face on the flat heels of her to-die-for knee-high brown leather boots, without so much as a ‘How do you do?’, Fliss looked at Bitsy, whose eyes were opened as wide as they could get with mouth was hanging open, and whispered, “Do you know her?”

      “Nope,” Bitsy slowly shook her head, still staring at the spot where the woman had been standing. “But from the power rolling off of her, I’d say you better get a move on. She’s not someone I’d mess with, and ya’ know I mess with everybody.”
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