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      Three paranormal fantasy novellas (books 22-24) in this multi-author shared world of Havenwood Falls, home to sexy men, strong women, and neighbors who bite.

      

      The Ward & the Wanderers by T.V. Hahn

      Sequel to The Winged & the Wicked—Teeny Weeny Tahini’s life had always been quiet and simple, just the way she liked it. At least, until her owl-shifter nephew Mat came to town with trouble on his heels. She and her extraordinary friends saved the day, but their happily ever after was short lived. Now, the spring faerie has been haunted not only by nightmares but also her past. Coralie, her long-time mermaid friend, is in danger, and the only way to save her is to bring her to Havenwood Falls. But traveling with a mermaid isn’t easy.

      

      Toil & Trouble by Melissa Wright

      Circe strikes out on her own in Havenwood Falls, far away from the constant reminders that someone wants her blood. Evan is that someone. He's a shifter—a truth he’s hidden his entire existence—and now, thanks to a binding deal, he’s charged with locating Circe. This job is all he needs to resolve his bargain with the Council, yet Evan can’t seem to follow through. When the council tires of waiting, though, they take matters into their own hands. And Evan must decide: step out of the shadows to save her, or keep his own skin.

      

      Of Salt and Stars by Seven Jane

      For as long as she can remember, Maris Heilen has been haunted by dreams of a beautiful woman beckoning to her from beneath the water. When her dreams take on a new sense of urgency following the mysterious death of her estranged father, Maris knows it’s time to uproot and move on, her soul pulled to the west, toward the water—toward her. Instead she finds herself drawn to a surreal little town high in the Colorado mountains, where she discovers her past is linked to a legend even more haunting than her dreams.
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      “FATHER, NO!”

      “Siobhan, stay out of this. Your brother has disobeyed the code, and for that he must be punished.”

      My mother stood beside my father, crestfallen and bereaved.

      Grenfold stood firm, silent, accepting of his fate. If he only knew.

      My father chanted the code. “We, this family of fae, are of earth and air. When sea mixes with earth, it becomes mud. When sea mixes with air, tears fall from the heavens. You have brought both to this family. To be true, from this day hence, no longer are you fae, a prince. For your crime I extol, from this day forward, your life, a troll.”

      With that, King Ian—for he acted as king now, and not as a loving father —waved his royal wand above my brother’s head, and the glowing orb at its tip touched my brother’s brow. The first sounds Grenfold made since the commencement of this ghastly ceremony—which was unfairly replacing our usual festive Rites of Spring—were of such pain and agony that nothing human could compare to what my once beautiful brother was suffering. I knew this because over the years, as an empath, I had felt human pain, and this was something far beyond it.

      The decibels and frequencies of my brother’s cries were otherworldly as his body was transformed. The graceful, perfect frame of the handsome prince made a grotesque crunching of bones as his back disintegrated into a warped spine. My brother’s cries and the horrific crackling of cartilage rocked the Isle of Gwynf’l to its core. His hands and feet became gnarled and twisted. His gorgeous golden locks fell in clumps from his head to be replaced by a wiry configuration of corkscrew strands, and even those had a resonance that I could taste as acrid and fuzzy on my tongue. His bright hazel eyes became like lumps of coal placed in a bed of gray clay, as his handsome features distorted. His nose became a long crooked probe with crusty warts, and his mouth turned and twisted, totally malformed, filled with protruding and decayed teeth.

      After this horrible transformation was complete, my father, the great King Ian, ordered the troll to find a rock to crawl under.

      And so he did.

      My mother, the kind and generous Queen Rose, was so heartbroken, she turned ill and died within a few short months after Grenfold’s departure.

      Such is the price one pays for love. It didn’t seem right that a gift of love should be so painful, so costly.
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      The tinkling of the shopkeeper’s bell rang sweetly in the dining room of Broastful Brew as I entered and slowly closed the shop door behind me, accidentally allowing a brisk March wind to add a bit of chill to the café. I trudged into the toasty coffee house and made my way to the back table, where my best friend, Barbie Stuart, the mayor of Havenwood Falls, sat sipping a simmering cup of coffee.

      Havenwood Falls was no ordinary Colorado town. Oh sure, it looked like your typical frontier Victorian village one could find nestled in just about any canyon in the state, with the sun rays glistening off the golden aspens’ fluttering leaves and the scent of pine wafting in the cool breeze. I could assure you, however, that was just a façade. Behind the brick and mortar, wood shingles, and gingerbread lattice work was a town full of supernaturals, from vampires and demons to werewolves and angels. In fact, I was one of them, a spring fae.

      Not all of the townsfolk were supernaturals. The ratio varied from time to time, ranging between forty and sixty percent supes. I think it depended on how the stars aligned, but I could be wrong. There could be something much more mysterious behind the mix.

      Regardless, the town was founded by the Old Families, one of which was mine. We were—and yes, some of us are still quite alive and kicking—supernaturals looking for a safe haven, where our supernatural abilities would not subject us to prejudice, as we discovered would happen just about anywhere else.

      The founders created the town and the government known as the Court of the Sun and the Moon. All of the Old Families had one member sitting on the Court. I held my family’s seat, although I was basically the wallflower of the group most of the time.

      The Luna Coven created most of the magic that protected Havenwood Falls, including something the town referred to as the “memory ward.” As soon as a visitor traveled outside of the twenty-five mile radius of the town’s limits, their memory of our little haven vanished. The residents got a bit of a reprieve on this mystic cloak, in that we could exit town for one complete moon phase—twenty-eight days—before our memories of Havenwood Falls disappeared.

      I found Havenwood Falls serene and comforting, and really never had any reason to go anywhere outside of its protective borders. Others—a Roca here and a Bishop there—seemed to have a necessity to come and go frequently.

      I withdrew the chair from the table when the mayor looked up at me. She was visibly startled at my appearance.

      “Siobhan! You look dreadful! Is it the spring equinox that’s bothering you? I’ve never seen you look so . . . well, so bad.” Barbara, a dear friend and a member of another Old Family, invited me to join her.

      Barbie had listened to me recount my family tale every spring for what seemed like a hundred years, and may very well have been. We met regularly at Broastful Brew. Unlike the bustling Coffee Haven, where the younger folk liked to hang, Mabel’s coffee shop was quite sedate and the perfect place for us two to congregate.

      Barbie’s stature was so starkly different from mine, me being only four foot five, the town’s mysterious palm reader and potion mixer, lovingly (I think) known as Madame “Teeny Weeny” Tahini. By contrast, Barbie’s six-foot frame was not enough to intimidate, her bouffant beehive hairdo—which she sometimes dyed in various pastel colors according to her whimsy so it looked like a wand of cotton candy—added at least six more inches to her height.

      Tahini was not really my surname. It was McFeeny, but being a palm reader and all, I felt Tahini gave it a much more exotic allure for my trade, and it rhymed with McFeeny. For that matter, it rhymed with Teeny Weeny, too.

      Normally I was very cheerful and lighthearted, or so I’d been told. Barbie always said I had a childlike nature of wonderment drifting about me. However, this day my faerie glamour wasn’t sparkling, dark circles rimmed my eyes, and my generally shiny long brunette hair was in a fizzled mess around my shoulders. I’d noticed the ghastly reflection in the glass door before I entered.

      “I haven’t been sleeping well, Barbie. I’ve been bombarded with nightmares. I can’t make anything of them. It’s just so weird for me. The Rites of Spring dream—I’m used to that. For so long, I’ve relived that moment, and I have wished I had the power to break my father’s curse.”

      Barbie nodded with understanding, but she raised one eyebrow, as if she thought differently about my wish.

      She wrapped her large soft hands around my tiny wringing fists, trying her best to comfort me.

      “You poor dear,” she said soothingly. “Maybe these nightmares stem from that awful incident with that Pisik cat-shifting witch and your poor nephew Mat. You are not so accustomed to commotion.”

      I smiled weakly at my friend’s attempt at assonance—word play had always been one of my favorite forms of dialogue. But not so much today, or for the last week or so, for that matter.

      “Tell me about the nightmare. It might help to talk it out. Maybe between the two of us, we can fathom its meaning,” she prodded.

      “Well the first one—” I started.

      “First one! There’s more?”

      “Nightmarezzz,” I exaggerated wearily, emphasizing the plural, then continued. “The first one starts out in the dead of winter. The snows have already fallen heavily in the canyon. I have effervesced and flown up to Peacock Lake. The triplet falls are frozen solid, and the lake is like a shining mirror. I’m barely able to discern any of its radiant colors. I am enjoying the crisp, fresh smell of the whiteness. The air is so clean, the scent of the pines is outright singing to me at Small’s Falls. I am listening to the soft chords of the sunlight passing through the icicles on the falls’ ledge, spraying the colors like a prism, a harp strumming angelic psalms across the lake. It’s peaceful and serene, and I am enjoying the scenery.”

      I paused, then continued, “Suddenly, black irregular spots begin to appear across the snowy landscape. They grow bigger, dripping upon the land, as if something black and evil is clawing at the snow-laden mountains. The blackness runs like spilt ink, and the spots begin to run into one another, growing larger. The smell is so acrid, sticky, like the smell of crude oil, but worse, like deeper than those bowels of the earth. It is a smell so strong that I wake up drenched in sweat, unable to shake the odor from my nostrils and way too afraid to try to go back to sleep.”

      Barbie sat unblinkingly as she pondered the dream’s description and sipped her coffee. Mabel had brought my usual pot of hot water and favorite chamomile tea in a bag. I half-heartedly bounced the teabag up and down in the pot, but I was just not really inclined to actually pour the tea into my cup.

      “Not sure I can make much of that. Yet.” Barbie went on, “Normally, it doesn’t sound like much to make such a sweat over—sorry, no pun intended. However, you do have that ultra-synesthesia thing going on. You know, where you feel smells so strongly, and hear colors so vividly, and a bunch of other mixed up senses, that it’s perfectly understandable. Maybe it’s connected to the next dream. Tell me about that one?”

      There were not too many folks in town who knew the mayor had a talent for interpreting dreams. Maybe it was just her curiosity in netherworldly ways, or maybe an inheritance she had yet to expose.

      Barbie was supposedly human, but I had my doubts, having known her for so long. Even with our long friendship, I had just learned some of her secrets at her last Thankshannamas gathering, when she thought she had lost her dragon pendant, a family relic that evidently gave her strength and agelessness when she wore it. I had noticed long before that she never changed, except, of course, for the mound of cotton candy that topped her crown. From time to time, her hair color had been pale blue, pale pink, pale yellow, pale purple, pale whatever, a pastel rainbow of sorts. The pale yellow must’ve been her favorite, at least when in public, but every now and again, she would get a little adventurous. And each color smelled like . . . well, pale blue like blueberry, pale yellow like lemon chiffon, etc. At least to me, which was yummy.

      I remembered when she had it almost a lavender color, but lavender was not the scent I’d picked up. I’d had a hard time identifying it.

      “Welch’s grape juice,” she’d remarked.

      That was it! It smelled like grapes. Did she soak that magnificent head of hair in a vat of Welch’s grape juice, or was it just her inspiration? I didn’t know. Maybe someday she’d tell me.

      But like I said, Barbie had never changed—other than the color of her hair—for decades. On the other hand, she had never exhibited any supernatural powers either, in public or to me, other than that ancient talent of dream interpretation. Then again, she did seem to have some superhuman strength, or I could be imagining it. Since she’s so much larger than I am, her own human abilities might just be that strong in comparison to me having to use my faerie dust to accomplish something similar, like picking up beings twice my size, as an example.

      She’d held so many different positions in town and on the Court, but had always been a major presence. And she was never without the dragon pendant (which most folks thought represented the high school mascot) that hung precariously from a silver chain around her neck, with its tail always pointing to a voluptuous cavern of cleavage, as she was very well-endowed.

      As to her requesting me to tell her about the next dream, I obliged.

      “So the next time, I dreamed I was sipping a delightful cup of tea in front of the blazing fireplace in the parlor of Whisper Falls Inn. Madame Luiza is sitting with me in her ghostly form, and we are having one of our lovely chats about the town’s ancient history, and the miscreants that once inhabited our wonderful village, and the few who still do. You remember what it was like? We are having such fun, as Luiza describes so many of the colorful characters and their doings and misdoings. She saw and knew so much. It is always fun talking with her.”

      Barbie nodded her lemon-chiffon head, recollecting those chats herself, but waved her large beautiful hands in a come-forward gesture, begging me to continue.

      So I did.

      “The fire in the hearth suddenly crackles loudly, and fiery sparks fly out of the fireplace. We stand up immediately, trying to bat at the tiny sparks that could alight and place the entire inn in peril. Of course, Luiza is a ghost, so her batting is totally useless. A swirl of black smoke emits from the embers and circles throughout the room, thickening the air, making it nearly impossible to breathe. I am grasping at my chest, trying to gasp at least one more ounce of oxygen into my lungs before the horrific smog-like smoke takes over. There is a similarity in the smoky stench and that oily odor from the previous dream. At this point, I wake up, once again dripping with sweat, the pungent smell still burning in my nose and an ominous, dull ringing tone tolling in my ears.”

      Barbie sympathetically shook her head and patted my hands. “It’s interesting that these dreams start out so . . . well, so dreamy. Then they kind of catch you off guard and take a sudden turn. So that’s something to keep in mind. It might be that your dreams are foretelling the fortune teller something. Maybe you need to keep your guard up. Seems like you need to be on the alert.”

      “Yeah, you might be right, because the next one is like that too,” I confided.

      “Next one? You mean there’s even more?” The mayor grimaced, realizing suddenly why I looked so miserable.

      “One more, actually.”

      Barbie’s brow raised higher than I thought capable, so I continued.

      “I am back on the Isle of Gwynf’l with my parents and my brother, before, well, you know, before Father changed him. It is a beautiful day, and we are having a faerie picnic on the shore by the Bay of Gwynf’l. Mother has baked our favorite faerie cakes of honeysuckle honey and daisy flower flour. The pixies are skipping along the mollusk shells scattered on the beach and breaking out into their familiar wrestling matches in the sand. The waves are bright aqua topped with marshmallowy sea-foam, and they are gently lapping the shore. There are mountainous fluffy clouds in the sky, and they send sound waves of comforting lullabies and happy Irish ditties toward the sandy dunes that buffet the beach.

      “I spot a waterspout forming out in the sea, and I am mesmerized by the sight of the swirling funnel, so magnificent in its perfect Fibonacci spiral. The funnel, though, is moving quickly closer and growing darker and larger. It is suddenly totally black as it reaches the shore, and a giant wave crashes over all of us, smelling like . . . Well, like before—oily, inky, black. And I awoke as soaked as if the wave had actually hit me, and this time I began to vomit from the odiferous air that surrounded me.”

      “This is not good, Siobhan! You should have called me earlier. We will have to be vigilant, since I am sure these are warning signs.”

      “But there’s something else, also,” Barbie continued. “I don’t know if it’s the smell or the black thing, maybe both. I will have to think more about this. No matter what, if you have another dream, you are to call me pronto, regardless of what time it is, understood?”

      I nodded in acquiescence to Barbie’s order, but my hands were still wringing one another and my teacup still remained empty.

      “Drink your tea, hon. It’ll help calm you. I have to run. I have a meeting at City Hall with a new visitor. I mean it about calling me!”

      I shakily tried to pour the steeped tea from the pot into my cup as Barbie bent over to kiss the top of my head. I struggled to wiggle a few fingers in toodle-oo style, but it probably looked like a very disheartened farewell.

      I did finish my tea at the Brew, albeit slowly, since my cup rattled every time I tried to lift it from the saucer, and I was fearful I would spill tea all over the place. I thanked Mabel for letting me sit so long, brooding. I guess today, it could be called Brooding Brew.
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      I found myself mindlessly wandering through town square, as drab as my mood now that the Into the Mystic Psychic Fair had come and gone, the colorful tents and banners only a memory now. I wound up on the southeast corner, next to the gazebo, and decided to stop into Callie’s Consignments, since Callie usually had something unusual in her inventory that could cheer me up a bit. Unfortunately, this morning I had difficulty concentrating on any of the fascinating items that always seemed to present themselves on the shelves and nooks of Callie’s shop.

      I did spot a new painting of a mermaid sunning herself on a rock as she preened her long red hair with a pearl-studded comb. The painting brought back the bittersweet memories of Gwynf’l and my friend Coralie, the beautiful sea maiden who, unlike her fellow merfolk, preferred to chat with the faeries rather than swim amongst her school.

      This memory saddened me, though, as did my annual spring equinox recollection. I recalled how heartbroken Coralie was when she lost her love, my young faerie prince brother Grenfold. If only poor Coralie knew that Grenfold was not completely lost, just not a faerie prince any longer. I wasn’t sure which was worse.

      “Sorry, Callie, I’m a little distracted today. I’ll come back when I’m in better spirits.”

      Callie Montgomery, the stunning-beyond-words olive-skinned gypsy demon, gently patted me on the shoulder, her multi-bangled wrist clinking a melody that looked like stars shooting around the room.

      “No worries,” she said as I exited the store.

      I turned in the opposite direction from my own shop, Madame Tahini’s Potions, Lotions, Palm Reading, and Other Extra-Sensory Services, and proceeded to the corner of the block, where the Haven Saloon loomed over the corner of the square.

      I stopped and gazed at the frontier-style batwing doors of the saloon, and the sound of shattering glass and wooden chairs cracking on the floor of the saloon pierced my memory, as I reminisced about the brawl that Sheriff Ric Kasun broke up one of the last times I was there. The sheriff had a nose for trouble brewing. Must have been the wolf in him, literally. This did make him the perfect sheriff for our little town.

      Maybe a shot of Irish Mist in my tea would fix me up . . . Tea and Sympathy. Maybe later.

      Turning up Eighth Street, back in the direction of Broastful Brew, I strolled to the alleyway that led to Nina’s Dress Perfect tailor shop. I climbed the steps that led to the second story tailor, but was greeted by a sign on the door that read Closed. I pulled my wool vest closer to my chest as I turned and descended the stairwell, not too disappointed, as I really wasn’t in the mood to visit anyone, but was just trying to keep myself distracted. Besides, I knew in the back of my mind that it was unlikely Nina would be up at this early hour anyway, since she was quite a night owl.

      I reluctantly returned home, as it was getting too cold for me to just wander about aimlessly. The winter winds started to whip up through the town square—even though it was already early spring—after all, these were the Rockies.

      Retrieving the onyx-colored key from my vest pocket, I unlocked the front door, pulling the heavy engraved wooden plank toward me as I stepped into my townhome shop. I removed the vest and hung it on the coatrack in the foyer, then headed to the kitchen, which I always had decked out like a mad scientist’s laboratory, with Bunsen burner, beakers and flasks, and an ancient apothecary’s scale sitting on the kitchen counter where most people had their coffee maker and canisters. After all, I was a potion mixer, and these were essential tools.

      I looked out the window over the kitchen sink and saw Cyllene, the dryad of Maximus. Maximus was an eight-hundred-year-old bristlecone pine that had been struck by lightning a decade or so ago, and the dryad was his soul. Cyllene was perched on the spearmint plant that still thrived in the window box, even throughout the harsh winter. A bit of a gift I had.

      I opened the window, and the luminescent moth-like creature flew in gracefully, humming an indistinguishable buzz and whirr. I set up a funnel and clamp at the kitchen table, the little megaphone contraption I invented, and the nymph took her place of honor before the small end of the funnel.

      “You’re a sight for sore eyes, Silly Annie,” I told her.

      “Siobhan! It’s Cyllene!”

      “Yeah, yeah. See-Lee-Nee. Whatever, Silly Annie.”

      “Well, you are definitely not a sight for sore eyes! You look like a Terrible Teeny Weeny to me. In fact, you look like you have sore eyes. Are you sick? I haven’t seen you for over a week. I’ve been worried about you.”

      “I’ve just had a few nights’ bad sleep is all. Not for you to worry about.” But I was concerned. Even more now, given Barbie’s warning, but not knowing what I was supposed to be keeping my guard up against.
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        * * *

      

      I spent a few hours that evening in my salon reading my first edition of Hans Christian Andersen’s Eventyr fortalte for børn—Fairy Tales for Children. It was one of my favorites, and I’d been contemplating donating it to the Havenwood Falls Library, since the fire at the library had destroyed so many of the wonderful books that had been housed there. Many of the lost books had been contributed over a century ago by the founders, and since I was among the founding families, it seemed right to renew the tradition. But before I started getting all charitable and everything, especially with this prized possession, I thought I’d want to read it a couple more times.

      I knew people thought these were fairy tales, but there was a lot of history and truth in the stories, and I was always reminded of one thing or another. I’d treated this book more like an encyclopedia of my family culture than a storytelling compilation.

      Getting ready for bed, I picked out the pink flannel nightgown Nina had made for me. The flannel was so soft and thick, it felt like velvet. Only Nina could have found such a material as this. I finally felt a glimmer of coziness come over me as I climbed onto my thick feather mattress and pulled up the quilted duvet overstuffed with warm down.

      A big yawn escaped my mouth as I reached over to turn off the Tiffany stained-glass lamp by the bedside and prayed to the spirits that tonight, at least one night, I would have a dreamless slumber.

      That wasn’t to occur.

      I found myself walking into an unfamiliar village. There were thick oaks, maples, and pines surrounding the town. I could even feel the syrupy scent of maple in the air. It had the quaintness of a charming New England town, but no beings, human or otherwise, could be found, not even a squirrel or moose. It was so quiet and serene. As I entered the village, a wooden sign painted green and held up by two white posts greeted me. The gold lettering read Welcome to the Historic Village of Fishkill – Settled in 1714.

      Near the center of the town stood a large two-story building of Georgian architecture with a cupola-topped turret attached on the right side. The lower story was white clapboard, while the upper story had brown wooden shingles on its walls. Beveled lettering above the entrance read Van Wyck Hall. There was a tall ladder that stood on the lower stoop of the entryway, leaning against the railing above the doorway, as if it was going to be used for restoring the sign.

      I walked up the sidewalk to the town hall and ducked under the ladder that stood in front of the double doors of the building. On the left-hand door hung a small mirror for no apparent reason. As I reached to open the door of the hall, the mirror suddenly swung erratically, then flew off the door and shattered on the stoop into a dozen sparkling shards. I turned around to pick up one of the shards, and a small black cat with lime green eyes crossed my path. That bitter, pungent odor pierced my senses.

      I sat up abruptly to find myself back in my feather bed, but the thick flannel nightgown was now sopping wet. I could barely catch my breath as I fumbled to turn the light on. I groped around some more on the nightstand and felt my cell phone on the stand. The phone read 5:11 a.m., but Barbie said anytime, “pronto,” and that was an order, so I dialed 9-1-1.

      The phone did not ring at the fire station, nor did it ring at the sheriff’s office. My 9-1-1 was a direct hotline to the mayor, and of course, she picked up immediately.

      “Siobhan, did you have another dream?” she asked without even saying hello. She could probably hear my labored breathing over the connection.

      “Oh yes, and it’s like the others, dreamy at first then . . .” I went on to recite the details of this newest nocturnal haunting.

      "Hmm . . . I think I’ve got it. Meet me at the Brew at seven o’clock sharp,” Barbie told me, and hung up without waiting for a response.
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      I pattered around the kitchen and salon for the next couple of hours, as the stench from that wicked dream would not dissipate enough for me to go back to sleep.

      As it neared seven, I went back up to my room to dress, still feeling the dampness from the nightmare sweats. I pulled a black woolen long-sleeved dress from the armoire and placed a few ribbons, a dainty embroidered handkerchief, my ebony key, and a small silk packet of faerie dust (just in case—my personal motto) in the large blossomy pocket on the left hip of the dress. I bundled up a woven neck scarf and shoved it into the right hip pocket.

      Downstairs in the foyer, I grabbed my wool vest with the fur collar from the coat rack. The fur pelt that Nina had fashioned into the collar was given to her compliments of Ranger Rusty, a bit of a lone wolf, but a very kind soul, from one of his hunts.

      Pushing the door open to face the cold dark morning in Havenwood Falls, I stepped out, turned around to shut the door behind me, and locked it with the ebony key, dropping it back into my left pocket. I was keeping my guard up.

      We both arrived at exactly the same time as Mabel was unlocking Broastful Brew’s door.

      “You two are earlier than usual this morning. It will take me a bit of time to get everything heated up. Sorry I’m so late, but I couldn’t decide if I should put my thermals on this morning or if I was jumping the gun. Don’t want to get overheated, you know, but then it’s not worth catching a cold either.” Mabel greeted us in her typically long-winded manner.

      The shopkeeper’s bell rang loudly as all three of us entered, and a brisk breeze blew through the door, throwing the small bell into a tizzy.

      Barbie and I, looking much like the female versions of Mutt and Jeff, walked to our usual table, which should have a sign that said Property of Mayors and Palm Readers.

      I was kind of hoping the black dress might detract from the dark circles under my eyes, but I don’t think it helped very much. Barbie, on the other hand, looked stunning, perfectly manicured and made up as a model of Amazonian beauty would be, regardless of the early hour. A trait I admired about the mayor.

      “Siobhan, do you remember right before we sent that Wicked Witch Pisik to her Carpathian rock, she said something?” Barbie began, shortly after the two of us had taken our seats. She wasn’t wasting any time with small talk this morning.

      “Sorta. I don’t know that I caught all the words. It was a poem. Something about altitude and fish, didn’t make any sense to me. I just figured it was her evil ranting madness.”

      “It was a poem, so to speak. Just as the black swirl of obliviation was about to whisk her away, she said, ‘Altai’s death I shall avenge. The fish will die as my revenge.’”

      “Okay, I give. What’s Altai? What’s with the fish?”

      “Altai was her lover, a snow leopard shifter. That’s your ink spots on the snowy landscape in your first dream, remember?”

      “Oh! Oh, my!” The skin on the back of my neck began to crawl.

      Barbie continued to interpret the dream. “I believe the black smoke swirling in your Whisper Falls Inn dream and the black funnel cloud swirling in your Gwynf’l dream is the Pisik being swept off to her fate.”

      Now my entire body was beginning to get goose bumps, which for me felt like an extremely excruciating itch.

      “I see. That makes sense, especially the smell. Remember when she first arrived, and I caught that awful scent when she came into Broastful Brew? I thought it was from the boys behind her, but they turned out to be her half-blooded brothers.”

      “Speaking of those two half-bloods—after they were defrocked, or should I say de-furred, by the Peacock Lake water and looked like two hairless sphinx cats, they were put up for adoption. Biddie Half-Moon, or maybe it was Irene Beckett, told me one of the hellhounds adopted them.”

      “Well, that’s fitting—hounds and cats, ha! Okay, what about the other part of the Pisik poetry? ‘The fish will die’? What do fish have to do with anything?”

      “Ah, dear Teeny, your last dream put it all together for me. Your dream took place in a town called Fishkill. That’s how I remembered what that wretched feline said. You hit three bad omens, just like your first three dreams. So the bad luck omens are walking under the ladder, breaking the mirror, then of all things a black cat crossing your path. Remember Shayin’s evil background that Mat had shared with the Court? That the mermaid at Gwynf’l had drowned her precious Altai? So sad for Pisik,” Barbie said with feigned sympathy for the terrible temptress, then she sighed again, knowing the heartbroken fate of poor Coralie. Barbie went on. “Not ‘fish’ plural in her little verse. It’s the fish, meaning the mermaid,” Barbie emphasized.

      I nearly fell out of my chair as soon as I put two and two together—or three and three (omens and dreams), in this case. That wicked Shay was planning on killing my friend Coralie! The obliviation spell that the Court cast upon Shay would make her unable to remember Havenwood Falls, but it could not protect Coralie in Gwynf’l.

      Oh my gods and goddesses. I felt so guilty! I pled with the Court that day to obliviate, not obliterate, the Pisik. I hated to destroy anything, and through the centuries I’d come to realize that even when you did the right thing, there were unintentional consequences. Now it looked like my “right thing” had its unintentional consequences, this time another of Pisik’s diabolical plots.

      Here I go again. I began to wring my hands nervously, this time worried about how to keep Coralie safe from any gross ritual that creepy she-cat could concoct. Keep my guard up? I’m going to have to become a guard.

      Barbie seemed to read my mind, as old friends often did. She patted my hand in that familiar gesture that I usually found so comforting.

      “Maybe I should bring Coralie here to Havenwood Falls. That would certainly protect her from Pisik. Do you think I could? I’m not sure how, but maybe I can figure it out. Do you think the Court would allow it?”

      Barbie smiled reassuringly. “I am sure the Court would allow it. Sounds like the only bad thing Coralie ever did was a good thing—get rid of a bad cat named Altai.”

      I brightened up for the first time in over a week and leaped up from my chair before Mabel could even come over with my tea bag and a pot of piping hot water. I couldn’t help myself. I started jumping up and down with glee, like my normal faerie self, which made the mayor grin even wider.

      “I've got to get to my salon and figure out what I will need for this adventure. Barbie, I love you!”

      I had to pull out my handkerchief from my pocket to dab my eyes as they filled with tears of joy. I gleefully pulled on my winter vest and practically skipped out of Broastful Brew in such a delightful dance that Mabel didn’t even scold me for not closing the door behind me.
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      I will have to contact Seamus. He’s the only one who can get a hold of Coralie through her pearl. There is so much to do, I thought to myself, as I unlocked my door and entered the townhome. I lit the candle on the foyer table, and almost immediately the pumpkin-spice scent wrapped around me like a cozy blanket. I pushed through the draped beads and entered my palm-reading salon.

      Nestled atop the large round table that was located in the center of the room and covered with a maroon brocade cloth was a glass sphere with a mysteriously whirling mist inside. I sat down in my overstuffed chair directly opposite the shop’s storefront window. Gazing into the multi-colored orb, I began to chant, slowly and deliberately, taking deep breaths. “Tahini McFeeny, Famous Seamus,” I repeated, over and over again.

      The whirling colors inside the crystal ball began to turn into various shades of green, and a face came into view amongst the swirling mists of the globe.

      “Ah, Siobhan, how is my dearest niece and favorite fae queen?” The baritone voice of my uncle Seamus came booming from the glass ball. I flinched at his use of fae queen, but I hoped he didn’t see it.

      “Good morn, Uncle Seamus, much better now, especially to see and hear you again. I need your help with a little communication, I think.”

      “Go on, little one.”

      “I need to bring Coralie to Havenwood Falls. I’m pretty sure she’s in danger, and I think it’s the best way to protect her.”

      “I am guessing that is probably true, since you saved my boy Mathew, and as we know, they both have a common enemy. But what about Grenfold? Will he be all right with that?”

      I ignored his mention of my brother, as my only immediate thought was to protect Coralie from Pisik.

      “Do you think you can contact her with your orb and her matched pearl? Let her know I will be coming for her within the fortnight?” I pleaded.

      “For you, Siobhan, anything. I have not contacted her in very many moons, but she is never without her pearl, so I’m sure I can let her know. She will be so happy to see you. Just be careful. There may be more to protect against than just a demonic witch. Let me know if you need any other assistance. Make sure you take your sphere with you in case you need to get a hold of me.”

      “Thank you, Uncle! I will put the ball on the top of my to-do list. Kisses to Aunt Abigail. Speak soon!” I bade him farewell, blowing kisses at the rounded glass, as the face in the globe grew fainter and the green hues began to return to the myriad of rainbow colors it originally contained.

      I swiveled my chair around to face the back wall and pulled on the tapestry that hung on it. The tapestry was like a pull cord for the drop-down door, revealing a recess in the wall that housed my computer. I tapped on a few keys, and the computer sprang to life.

      I logged on to the Havenwood Falls residents’ website and clicked the button that said TW Only. The browser re-directed me to the password reset page, to which only I and the other members of the Court of the Sun and the Moon had access.

      I thought I’d better reset the password now, since I wasn’t sure when my next opportunity would be. Let’s see. I’ll be gone a couple of fortnights, so end of April or beginning of May. A May Day theme would be appropriate. I got it!

      I quickly typed out “mA¥pØ£€fA3R13f€5T”

      That reminds me. I need to make some faerie cakes to leave for the pixies, just in case I’m not back before Spring Fest.

      I created a new file on the computer called TO DO, and typed in:

      1. Google Earth

      2. Calendar

      3. Faerie Cakes

      4. Tell All Ball

      5. Faerie Dust

      Then I clicked save, logged off the computer, and closed the tapestried access door.
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      I awoke after the first good night’s sleep I’d had in weeks. I felt so refreshed in the morning and was anxious to put together the plan to rescue the endangered and forlorn Coralie.

      I wasn’t terribly creative, but I thought what I’d plotted out wasn’t half bad.

      I checked out Google Earth and estimated how far I would have to fly to get to Gwynf’l. Over 4,600 miles! Even though I could fly nearly 800 miles an hour, once I effervesced, I would need to make so many stops to replenish myself, as speeds that high eat up a lot of my energy. Shimmering was out of the question for that leg anyway, as the time warp is way too unpredictable—the Stipple in the Ripple. It was most likely best for me to take a plane to Belfast. Maybe the Court could supply me with a passport. I was hoping so.

      I still had some family in Belfast, so I could ship whatever I needed to them first, like the Tell All Ball, and of course my stash of faerie dust. I needed to travel light and not mess around with airport security and all, so the shipping was better. I’d see if Addie could put a spell on the package, just in case it was scanned, so it appeared as if it only contained papers and books.

      I could catch a fishing boat in Belfast to take me to the Isle of Gwynf’l.

      This was going pretty well. Until I got to the point of how the heck I was supposed to get Coralie back here. I certainly couldn’t expect her to swim all this way, especially in unfamiliar waters, and with so many waterways, rivers, and falls to maneuver.

      I thought I might need the mayor’s help on some of this, so I texted her a message to see if she could meet me at Broastful Brew.

      So once again, we were at our table in the cozy coffee shop. This time I felt much perkier, and I was swinging my feet under my chair, because my legs were too short to meet the floor.

      “Barbie, it’s a long trip there and back again. I can fly like a faerie, but I doubt I could do the whole trip, especially over the Atlantic Ocean. There would be no place for me to rest. Let alone the fact that I’m not sure I can do it and be back again within a moon’s full cycle. I may never be able to find Havenwood Falls again. But if I could get a passport, I could fly to Belfast. That would certainly speed things up a bit. Is that possible?”

      “Not a problem. Come in to the Court and ask if they can give you some magic that will delay the effects of the wards. And yes, you can get a passport. After all, we are a government agency, don’t you know?” Barbie said with a sly smile.

      “Okay. I’ve already reset the internet password.” I handed my dear friend a little slip of paper with the new secret phrase. “I’m pretty sure I’ve worked out getting there, but I’m not sure about getting Coralie back.”

      “Teeny, I have always believed that you underestimate your faerie magic. You will be able to do something to get Coralie back, I’m sure of that. Just don’t forget to get the ward magic in place before you leave. The passport is easy. You can come over to City Hall anytime.”

      I wasn’t so sure if she was right about my faerie magic. After Grenfold was turned and Mum died, I didn’t want to have anything to do with fae magic or curses. Then when my father died, I only sprinkled a little dust now and then, since the pixies counted on me for that.

      “You’re probably right, Barbie. I’ll just think positive.”

      I was even beginning to feel more positive. Barbie had already made arrangements for my upcoming departure. Now I had to get things packed up and ready to go.
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      When I returned home from Broastful Brew, I found four yammering pixies at my door. Enya was yanking on Ushka’s hair, while Tierri was rabbit punching Aieri’s arm. I opened the door as quickly as I could and shuffled them in before they could cause a scene on Main Street by breaking out into one of their notorious wrestling matches. Then Sheriff Kasun would be on their case and mine.

      “Stop that, all of you! Where is your glamour anyway?”

      Aieri shuffled her foot shyly in circles with her head down. “Oops, sorry, we forgot.”

      For the pixie sisters, their glamour was the closest thing they could come to manners.

      “I have a lot to do today. I have to pack for a trip.”

      “A trip? Great! Where are we going?” Tierri asked, now jumping up and down, all excited.

      “Is it a vacation?” Aieri, excited as well, rubbed the arm that Tierri had just moments ago used as a punching bag.

      “Let’s go to the Bahamas!” cried Enya, quickly joining the enthusiasm.

      “Yeah! We could take the yeti too. HimaLaLa’s in the Bahamas!” piped in Ushka. And of course, that little rhyme sent the pixies into a roar of laughter, rolling on the floor in my foyer. HimaLaLa was what they called the yeti that secretly lived in a cave with Gruff.

      “It is not a vacation! And it is not we!” I stomped my foot to get their attention.

      Suddenly, four small disappointed faces looked up at me. My heart dropped, but there was just no way I could risk their little lives on this strange journey I was about to embark on, especially when I was unsure how it was going to turn out.

      I explained to the pixies that I had to go back to Gwynf’l, their homeland too, as it were, but it was too dangerous a trip for them to take, and I was going to be on a very tight schedule. I told them there was nothing there for them anyway, just sad memories.

      “I should be back before the May Day fest, but I’ll make some faerie cakes, and keep them in the freezer, just in case. Cyllene can let you in. She can get through the keyhole to unlock the door. And Mat has a key, so he can, too. Now why don’t you help me pack?”

      They all gleefully nodded their heads and scampered off into the kitchen.

      I got a large box, some tape and string, and sent the pixies to gather bundles of loose paper to pad the box. Gathering things was a specialty of theirs: ribbons, strings, paper, and sometimes, carelessly, other people’s jewelry.

      I had printed off a calendar and marked what I thought would be a fairly accurate timeline. Even though the Court could help delay the ward’s effects that would otherwise wipe my memory of Havenwood Falls, I didn’t want to take any chances. Besides, I felt uncomfortable leaving the pixies for more than a month. I had a few ideas of what kind of trouble they could get into without supervision.

      I placed the calendar in the box and went to get my crystal ball. I wrapped the brocade cloth that the ball sat upon carefully around the glass orb. There was plenty of cloth, but I said a small prayer to the spirits anyway that it would be protected.

      When I returned to the box in the kitchen, the little sprites had already filled it halfway with balls of crumpled paper. I placed the covered sphere gently into the bed of padding.

      Next, I went up to the attic to retrieve my stash of faerie dust. In the northwest corner of the attic sat the expertly handcrafted box made of various woods, smoothly polished and gleaming in the ray of light that cracked through the attic window. It was about fourteen inches long, five inches wide, and three inches deep. I passed my hand over the keyless latch of silver and abalone. The latch snapped open, and I inventoried my silk pouches of faerie dust, moving the small sachets about, and noticing the empty crevice in the bottom of the felt-lined box. The crevice seemed to have held something there long ago, but it was empty when my father gave me the box, telling me it was for my fae magic stuff. So I was never sure if that indentation was just a time-worn element or it was meant for something. Anyway, I was satisfied the dust was sufficient for my journey, so I closed up the box, passed my hand over the latch again, and it abruptly snapped shut.

      I climbed down from the attic, released the access door, then went into my bedroom to get a silk scarf to wrap around the box and a few articles of clothing I would need for the trip.

      By the time I returned, the packing box was now completely filled with paper balls, and there was no room for the items I had come down with.
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