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Pixies, trolls and urban policing, things got interesting when the Otherworld renewed its connection to ours. A new suite of crimes sprang into existence overnight...and a new breed of officer had to be found to combat them. This volume brings together all the stories, so far published, of the officers in the Paranormal Operations Squad...and the world in which they strive to maintain the peace.
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For all those who believed in me enough, that eventually I had to believe in myself.

Thank you.
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Some of you are asking: Why a collection? Why put all these stories in a book? Firstly, because this collection brings them all under one cover—at least the ones that have been written so far—and, secondly, it records the chronology of how the Pixie Dust world came to be. Thirdly, because it gathers together all the short pieces of fiction that were created when the idea of writing a novel in this universe had not even been considered...and fourthly because it brings together all the short stories and pieces of flash fiction and poetry that helped uncover the characters and creatures peopling those novels. And, finally, last, but definitely not least, this book is for all those who only want to read about the people and events in the pixie dust setting, and don’t want to have to worry about colony ships, zombies or the ever-charming Cutter, Mack, and Miss Delight interrupting their reading.
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Pixie Dust and Unicorns
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Written on November 23, 2013, this short tale about a drug bust—or how a drug bust might look if magic were to return to the world, with all the magical creatures that go with it—first appeared in 365 Days of Flash Fiction.

––––––––
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Pixie dust. It’s as addictive as it comes. It’s death on pixies, too, and I don’t mean through ingestion, injection or inhalation, which are the three most common methods of getting high on the stuff. No, I mean because the quickest way of getting a large amount of pixie dust isn’t to wait until the pixie sheds it, but to disintegrate the little critter.

You see, a pixie sheds dust throughout its lifetime, but when you kill it before the time the Fates ordain—and, yes, there is such a thing as the Fates; funny how the world has changed—then all the pixie dust that pixie would have ever shed explodes out of it in a single rush... and rush is exactly what you get. Who needs sex? Who needs drugs—other drugs, I mean? Pixie dust is it.

And that’s why I’m standing outside this bunkered warehouse with a small army of special-operations guys, waiting for the signal. Oh, we tried negotiation. We tried buying them out—except the budget doesn’t extend to covering a village of pixies, and there’s a whole lot more than that in the cages inside. We even tried a hostage swap, but it seems what we’ve got incarcerated isn’t worth what they’ve got in pixilated profit potential, so we’re just gonna have to do this the hard way.

I move when the signal comes through, slide in through the extra entrance we’ve cut and hit the back of the cages as quick as I can. The main plan is to get the pixies out of here before the dust runners can gas them into nothing. Seems dust runners have the philosophy of ‘if we can’t have it, no one can’ down pat, and that includes the rightful owners. I give up on the main plan when I see just how many pixies are crammed in here.

No wonder the runners wouldn’t negotiate. This amount of small person dust potential is almost enough to turn an honest man, dishonest. Good thing I ain’t that honest.

I hit the front of the cages as the first dust runner surges through the door, take him out with a short burst from the suppressed MP5 I carry in my hands. Take out the next three, noting the sound of firing from other rooms.

I sure as shit hope that means our guys are taking out the runners and not the runners taking out the pixies. I can hear the little blighters cheering. They cheer louder when I toss them the keys. I let them work out the locks, while I keep the runners occupied until I can get to the doors and lock them tight, and then I wait. The special-ops guys clear each section, get to mine, third last. The guy that comes in, takes one look at the cages, and turns a funny shade of white.

“Holy shit!” he says. “How in hell are we going to repatriate all these?”

“You mean, these guys aren’t the only ones?”

“No,” he says. “We’ve got four times this many and about three hundred unicorns.”

Good thing pixies are adept with the whole family history and lineage aspects, or we’d never have worked out where they needed to go. And they knew unicorns, too. Now, why wasn’t I surprised?
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Pixie Dust Drug Bust
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Written on November 23, 2013, this piece first appeared as the November 22 entry of 365 Days of Flash Fiction, and explores the idea of pixie dust as a drug, and the kinds of people who might profit from it.
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It’s not always warehouses. Some of the pixie-dust operations are real small—real, real small. And this one was definitely the smallest.

We’d spent the day trying to work out how to go about taking it down with minimal casualties. We’d used elven hounds to track the perpetrator from the local woods—and who knew a clan of pixies had recently moved in? Beyond the local kids, of course, and therein lay the problem.

None of us had ever conducted an assault on a treehouse before. Not a single one of us had a clue how we were gonna take down a kid with a disruptor—and where in Hell had that come from? So, we did it the old-fashioned way, using smoke and sleepy gas.

Lucky for us, kids need too low a dose for the gas to kill the pixies. The kid saw us coming, and launched himself from the back of the treehouse as the sleepy gas took effect.

I picked him up after he’d drifted, snoring, to the ground, and couldn’t help but feel a stab of sympathy. Peter Pan had it right; there isn’t a kid alive who hasn’t wanted to learn to fly.
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Never Irritate a Pixie
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Written on November 23, 2013, this piece first appeared in 365 Days of Flash Fiction, and takes another look at what might happen to a pixie in the hands of a modern criminal.
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Never piss off a pixie. I mean it; they might be little, but they can be real mean—among the meanest fairytale creatures I’ve ever encountered, and I’ve encountered a few. I knew a cat burglar, once. Even arrested him. Whoever said crime doesn’t pay, has no idea what they’re talking about. It pays real well, for as long you can get away with it. Anyway, Holden was the sort of cat burglar who’d take a job 60 floors up—and pull it off. We never could figure out how—until the pixie escaped and dropped him over a cliff.
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A Pixie-Dust Vignette
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Written on November 30, 2013, this piece first appeared as the November 29 entry of 365 Days of Flash Fiction, and is a continuation of the Pixie-Dust crime wars.
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Where there is wealth, there is crime...and where there is crime, there are those who fight against it. Neyalani was one such fighter. She had been following the pixie-dust trail for almost a year, before she found the source. With her colleagues taking on the customers and the most obvious peddlers of the stuff, it was up to her to close off the supply. The trail took her to an unexplored section of a complex of lava tubes in north Queensland, and the pixies caged in a veritable swarm along the walls and roofs. The special operations squad defeated the pixie-murdering runners who operated it—and then repatriation began.
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Don’t Mess with the Pixies
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Written on December 7, 2013, this piece first appeared in 365 Days of Flash Fiction, and explores more of the world where the pixie-dust crime scenes are set.
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The pixie crept through my window, in the dark.

“There’s been a terrible murder,” it whispered. “You should come.”

I was tired, but I kicked back the sheets. It felt like I’d only just fallen asleep, but the clock said I’d had three-and-a-half hours. Damned pixies! It zipped around the room, collecting my shoes, my jacket, my socks. When I was dressed, I followed it into the night.

It was right. There had been a terrible murder, but the murder squad would rule it ‘Death by Misadventure’. That’s what happens when you mess with pixie princesses and their unicorn protectors.
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A Ruined Ambush in the Pixie-Dust Bust
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Written on December 8, 2013, this piece takes yet another look at the underworld setting of the pixie-dust runner, and first appeared in 365 Days of Flash Fiction.
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High above the trail, Leweyo waited. He had chosen his perch because of the unobstructed view and the clear firing line. When the thieves passed below him, he almost fell in surprise. The thieves were surrounded by a cloud of pixies, all free, their wings a-shimmer with joy, their presence spoiling a perfect shot at the lead investigator.

Leweyo bit back a curse. He’d been hoping to take the investigator out, hoped to fade into the safety of a teleport while her forces were in disarray. Now, he would have to retire and rethink his plan.

It was pointless to kill her if he could not retrieve the product now fluttering about her, singing her praises in a choir of uplifted comment and thanks. Leweyo spoke and the trail below vanished, replaced by the hidden chamber not far from his base of operations.

He had not expected it to be discovered so soon, the second unwelcome surprise for the day being the silver and iron handcuffs snapping over his wrists as the teleport cleared, the iron collar snapping around his throat. Neyalani had outwitted him, it seemed. She would live a little longer, until he could escape.
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Pixies in the Snow
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Written on December 21, 2013, this piece first appeared in the December 16 entry of 365 Days of Flash Fiction, and is set in the world of pixie dust smuggling.
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The pixies live under the snow in winter. They hibernate. This makes them harder to find, but easier to catch. Pixies sleep like the dead. Of course, they fight like the undead, never truly waking from the winter hibernation, but defending themselves in their dreams. I never want to be caught in a pixie’s dream, if that’s the way they have to fight.

In winter, the smugglers search the forests for sleeping pixies, and try not to intrude into their dreams, gathering them up in soft little Santa sacks and putting them in cold rooms to maintain the illusion. Easy pickings. Most of their victims never wake.

There’s a reason why pixies know so much about unicorns. Unicorns don’t hibernate, and they guard their pixie allies with a ferocity that’s hard to believe. We found what was left of the smugglers in spring. As far as we could tell, they’d been gored and trampled, and some had bled out in the snow.

The snow melt was tinged a dirty brown, and the snow drops streaked with red. Magic, blood and righteous fury is a potent mix. There’d be a plague of unsavory spells if we didn’t dig up the tainted blossoms and destroy them.

The unicorns recognize our badges and usually let us pass unhindered. This time they made sure we found every single blood drop and took it away before they foaled. Unicorn foals are like human babies. Everything goes into their mouths. Blood drops turn them into crazed abominations.
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The Christmas-Party Pixie
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Written on December 21, 2013, this piece first appeared as the December 18 entry for 365 Days of Flash Fiction, and is once again set in the world of pixie-dust policing. Let’s just say that walking past a Christmas tree, while trying to think of the next piece of flash fiction, had interesting results.
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The pixie hid amongst the Christmas balls, its sparkle masked by tinsel and flashing lights. I couldn’t blame it. Of all the places it could have chosen, this was by far the best. It was also the worst.

From its perch against the tree trunk, it could see what was happening to its nest mates. We’d had to wait for the party to be in full swing before the raid could begin. We couldn’t save them all. How anyone could get off on licking the dust from a living pixie and then, once it was licked clean, putting it into a slow disintegrator to watch it scream and then explode was beyond us all.

If it hadn’t been for the pixie, we’d have missed the priest’s hole and connecting tunnel that led to the boathouse, and we had nothing on hand to catch a yacht like that. We caught most of the guests, but the host made it onto the boat and had slipped the moorings before we could reach the docks. We thought he would get away until the pixie made a bargain.

Apparently five kelpies can sink a luxury yacht in under ninety seconds, if you give them enough pixie dust—and the party-goers had left plenty to spare.
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Appleton’s Fate
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Written on December 21, 2013, this piece first appeared as the December 19 entry for 365 Days of Flash Fiction. Truly, I didn’t anticipate writing another pixie-dust piece that day, but I was chatting with my husband and son, and pixies ‘selling their own’ came up. Now there are two ways to take that. You’ll find both in the piece below.
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There’s nothing sadder than a pixie asking to be licked, but addicts come in all shapes and sizes and most will sell a piece of themselves if it gets them their next hit. A few will sell their mothers, sisters, brothers, sons, but Appleton hadn’t reached that point—not yet. 

Appleton was addicted to blue sea stars, not something he could get in his usual forest habitat, and not exactly common on the city streets. Like most junkies, Appleton didn’t think it was anyone’s business what he was putting up his nose—no-one was getting hurt right?

The mermaids disagreed, and we had to put out an APB to get to Appleton before their hunters did. We didn’t. Appleton’s fate gave being ‘fed to the fishes’ a whole new dimension.
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Icecream and Pixie Dust
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Written on December 31, 2013, this piece first appeared as the December 27 entry of 365 Days of Flash Fiction. It didn’t start out as a pixie dust story... but that’s where it ended up. This is a curious world I’ve found. I think it needs a novel.
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The leaves had turned brown. All up and down the street, every deciduous tree was decorated for autumn. All good, except it was mid-summer, and in every other street the same trees were clothed in green. Well, almost every other street.

I blamed the icecream van, followed it carefully and watched as it turned the children away after its third stop. Not that many children came. Most parents stopped them when they caught a whiff of the stench puffing out of its little rooftop smokestack.

It was a very distinctive smell; I recognized it, instantly. Pixies were dying in there, evaporating into dust. I knew the route, had pinpointed the delivery men within a day.

That night I went and visited a friend. Vice took out the van, three days later, rescuing the pixies that were left. I wondered if the trees would recover, but the pixies didn’t think so.
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Smokestack Aftermath
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Written on December 31, 2013, this piece first appeared as the December 28 entry of 365 Days of Flash Fiction, and is a continuation in the pixie saga started in ‘Icecream and Pixie Dust.’
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There was no saving the trees. Essence of dying pixie is devastating to the plants from its native country. It doesn’t do plants from its adopted country much good, either.

Fortunately, essence-of-dying-pixie had been smokestacked out, so only the trees had been hit. We’d all forgotten about the birds or any other living thing, but most of those could fly or crawl out of range.

The first sign that some hadn’t, came with the shrieking of Mrs. Hetterborn; she had found her cat—and the beetle swarm devouring it. The pixies called a druid, and we cleansed the street.
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The Urban Investigation
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Written on December 31, 2013, this piece first appeared as the December 29 entry of 365 Days of Flash Fiction, and expands more on the world of pixie-dust trafficking.
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Another van, another street. It wasn’t an icecream van this time, but I followed it anyway. Plenty of walking tracks around here. Lots of places to pop out of.

Here, in a red scarf with my hair blowing in the breeze. There, with my head and face covered. On the corner, holding the hand of a borrowed child, and wearing a big baggy jumper and tracky dacks.

It took me a week to nail down the urban garage they were keeping the pixies in. Vice said they wanted the warehouse, too. That took me a month.

The resulting raid freed two thousand.
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Pixie Repatriation
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Written on December 31, 2013, this piece first appeared as the December 30 entry of 365 Days of Flash Fiction, this piece looks at what happens after the pixies are rescued.
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Repatriating pixies is not as easy as it sounds. In some cases, it’s just too dangerous to return the little beggars to their home forest, and in other cases the forest isn’t there anymore.

Pity the guy who builds over where it used to be, however. Pixie forests are part of two worlds; the remnants on the other side of the gate always grow through, and then the unicorns come back—even more dangerous than pissed off magpies. I guess retribution takes many forms and karma is a mother-fornicating beeatch.

In cases where repatriation can’t be done, we try to find another community to take the pixies... or we let them grow another forest, someplace else, until the old one grows back or becomes habitable once more.

The best-case scenario is to have the pixies on standby for when the unicorns come through. It’s wholesale slaughter if we don’t. That’s why the Territorial Reclamation Unit was formed.
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Hot Iron Pixies
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Written on January 11, 2014, this piece first appeared as the January 10 entry of 365 Days of Flash Fiction, and explores more of the anomalies to be found in the pixie-dust world.
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Life as a pixie can be hard. Some never left the world, but most returned. They found the old forests mostly gone, the glades and thickets in which they’d dwelt, vanished, diminished or depleted—usually uninhabitable.

Some returned to the Otherworld straight away. Some made do as best they could. These pixies evolved, and became other than what they were, but the quality of their dust remained the same—albeit with some unexpected properties. The wisest of the dust runners did much to look after these pixie ‘crops’, harvesting with care and testing before selling the good stuff for a premium. I hated them.

When the runners discovered a nest of pixies dwelling in an iron smelter, they thought they were onto something special—fey who did not die around iron. They forgot it was cold iron the fey feared, thought nothing of what hot iron could do. And these runners weren’t amongst the wisest. They did not test and they did not harvest; they slaughtered, taking as many pixies as they could and killing them en-masse. I didn’t find the nest in time, and almost lost the clan.

We discovered something was wrong when the first dust bunny went up in flames. At first the addicts thought it nothing more than memories from a bad trip, but bad trips on pixie dust were rare and always catastrophic. The kind of bad trip you could walk away from belonged in the bad old days of meth, heroin and ice, cannabis and LSD, party drugs, uppers and downers.

A bad trip for a dust bunny usually had more interesting results, but as bad trips went, self-ignited immolation was a first. Someone had found a new batch of pixies, and it was bad news for the bunnies, bad news, too, for those of us trying to keep the stuff off the streets and stop a species from being sniffed and injected into extinction.

And we had to find both dust and pixies, getting the dust off the streets, incarcerating the runners and repatriating the pixies...if such an evolution could be repatriated anywhere. Someone suggested a nearby nuclear plant might be suitable, but thinking what might happen with irradiated self-igniting pixie dust hitting the streets soon squished that idea.

It took me and the elf hounds two days of working with a band of unicorns to sniff out the pixie nest. Luckily the runners were processing right next door, so we took out the supply point and rescued the pixies in one fell swoop. Getting the stuff off the streets before anyone else went up in flames was another matter.

The elf hounds couldn’t track it. The pixies might have adapted to living in close proximity to iron, but the hounds hadn’t. While the dust and the pixies didn’t kill them, they did set them sneezing and scratching at their noses.

This would be handy in the future, once the inflammation in their sinuses settled down. In the meantime, the elf-hound masters were being recalcitrant about lending any more. I sure as shit hoped the inflammation settled down, because there was going to be one hell of a compensation case if it didn’t.

The unicorns consented to trotting around town trying to catch a whiff of the predatory iron. We lost another twenty dust bunnies before we caught it all.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

The Mermaids take the City
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I started this piece on January 15, 2014, for 365 Days of Flash Fiction where it first appeared, and then forgot completely about it. I finished it on January 23, 2014. It is more of the story about Appleton and the starfish trade, mentioned in ‘Appleton’s Fate’ on December 19, 2014.
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The mermaids sang of their anger and revenge, an eerie, beautiful tune that drew the city to the docks. I wanted to know who had wired them into such a large sound system. Everyone was called, and everyone came. In their rage, the mermaids were indiscriminate.

I was okay. I had an earbud in to let me communicate with the rest of my squad, and sound blockers to negate the mermaids’ song. The rest of the squad had done the same. We’d read Appleton’s note. Now, we had to do something or we were going to have bodies clogging up the bay—the mermaids were serious about their starfish.

We figured the loud hailers weren’t going to work, and we didn’t want to risk the chopper, so we did the next best thing. We found the Appleton’s dealers, found their latest shipment and did the paperwork to get it out of the lockup.

We couldn’t find the processor. I had a theory it was on a ship somewhere, but that wasn’t going to help us, now, so we took the shipment down to the bay and opened the lid. The song ended with a screech, but at least we got the chance to explain. 

In the end, it was hand the dealers over to mermaid justice or lose the city. At first the mayor refused, but when the mermaids resumed their song and dumped a thousand people into the bay to prove their point, he gave the go ahead. We thought the press were going to have a field day, but the journos we fished out of the water wouldn’t touch the story with a barge pole, and word spread.

The mermaids returned to their homeland, bar one. She was one of their enforcers. Four more would follow for liaison.
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The Pixies and the Corrupt Cadets
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Written on January 18, 2014, this piece first appeared as the January 15 entry of 365 Days of Flash Fiction, and explores more of the pixie dust world. It was inspired, in part, on the morning drive to work, and news reports of the indictable antics of a number of military cadets. These cadets and their supervisors are not representative of the majority of the young officers and their trainers taking part in training, today...and neither are the ones in the story.
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I glared at the car in front of me; there had been plenty of room for the little, black four-wheel drive to make the intersection—and for me, too. I smoothed the glare from my face, noting the fake bull’s balls hanging from its toe bar—a sure representation of what the driver in front of me was lacking. I might not have been so impatient if I’d known every second might be costing another pixie its life. I might not have...maybe.

It was a relief when we moved on and the vehicle turned off in front of me. The rest of the squad had made the small dormitory of military delinquents first in time to start a firefight which saved a lot of pixie lives.

How the cadets had managed to hide their off-duty activities from their trainers I couldn’t fathom—until I noted the senior NCO and fully-fledged officer fighting in their midst. We were lucky they were regs and not special forces, which meant they only thought in a straight line. Their supervisors were rusty or inexperienced in urban fighting—or both—and the newbies hadn’t taken in much of their tactical training. We flanked in through an unlocked side door and took them out from behind.

The pixies, as we released them, were eyeing the confiscated automatic weapons with speculative eyes.
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Pixies and the Aussie Summer
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Written on January 18, 2014, this piece first appeared as the January 17 entry of 365 Days of Poetry, and was inspired by the incredibly hot weather we were having, and the consideration that pixies come from temperate lands and a different climate.
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The pixies melt

in the forty-degree heat,

screaming,

not meant for summers here.
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I shelter them,

bringing them inside the house,

crying,

for their pain.
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They reward me,

though I ask for nothing more,

laughing,

as ev’ning breezes come.
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The sprinkler rains

on grass wilting from the heat.

Pixies

dance with joy.
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A Pixie’s Last Request
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Written on January 21, 2014, this piece first appeared as 365 Days of Poetry, and explores more of the Pixie-Dust world. It is written with a 3-5-2-7 syllabic pattern. The final line was added on April 19, 2019, during editing.
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The pixie lay

in a pool of blood,

its body

slowly misting into dust.
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He whispered,

drawing us to his side,

whispered,

asking that we find his son.
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Asking, too,

for his young daughter,

his mate,

and the rescue of his clan.
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We promised

we would find them all,

promised

vengeance would be his today.
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Salvation

was beyond what we could

offer.

He accepted, dying slow.
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We waited.

There was nothing else,

no words,

no comfort, save burial.

––––––––
[image: image]


We carried

what was left of him

with us,

rescued kith and kin and clan.
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Imprisoned

those who had taken

a lord,

a pixie leader well-loved.
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It didn’t seem enough.
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Cinnamon Pixies and Bridge Trolls
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Written on January 22, 2014, this piece first appeared as 365 Days of Flash Fiction, and is another exploration of the pixie-dust world.
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Cinnamon and sugar, the best pixie bait ever. The warm, sweet scent of French toast, made me stop. There’s nothing suspicious about French toast, and when it’s two-thirty in the morning, I guess it really could be an insomniac.

I looked around, noting the tall pines, the dull white of the bridge over the culvert, the longish grass, and the wall of bushes by the path. I supposed it could be a homeless insomniac, but with the two houses alongside fenced and still in darkness, I didn’t think so.

I looked again, moving back into deep shadow. Pixie poachers didn’t discriminate when it came to shooting intruders. I noted the dull oblong shapes of boxes nestled in the grass. Lots of square-edged mounds, their flat tops reflecting the occasional moonbeam filtering through the trees, and I thumbed the beeper, summoning reinforcements.

No way was this a one-man job. Whoever had laid this many traps would be waiting somewhere nearby. All I had to do was stay out of sight until the unit came, steel myself not to respond, when the first glimmering pixie came humming out from under the bridge. There was another, and another, and I bit back a cry of warning.

It looked like these guys had hit the jackpot—a whole tribe had been lured out through the portal. Cinnamon and sugar! I watched as, one by one, the pixie lights descended to a gleaming flat top and vanished inside. I don’t know what it is about sweetened cinnamon, but pixies find it too good to resist. The dust runners were going to make a killing.

As the last box snapped shut, I heard an engine start up. Smart. They must have rigged an alarm to go when they’d made their harvest. I saw half a dozen pixie lights hanging back near the bridge. With each closed door, the smell of cinnamon and sugar had diminished. Now, it existed only in tantalizing puffs.

I watched as a white van rolled quietly out of a cul-de-sac and drove along the bike path. It stopped two meters from my hiding place, not quite obscuring the view as the driver turned off the engine and slid from the cab. He was followed by three others, all in black.

They headed out under the pines and started collecting the boxes. A harsh jangle came from the bridge, a pixie protest, ignored by the men working swiftly and quietly to load boxes into the back of the van. If back-up didn’t arrive soon, I was going to have to get involved.

When I counted four boxes remaining, I unclipped the holster strap, bunching my legs beneath me and preparing to move. The runners were preparing to move, too, picking up the last boxes and ripping out the stakes that had chained them to the earth. I adjusted my grip on the .44 and clicked off the safety.

It’s amazing how far such a small sound can travel in the dark. I ducked my head, hiding my face in the sleeve of my coat as torchlight arced over my hiding place but failed to penetrate the leaves. There was silence, and I glanced up in time to see the four men exchange glances and carefully place the pixie traps on the ground. Reaching under their jackets, they pulled out automatic weapons with short, stubby machine gun-like profiles.

I was just about to dive for cover behind the van when a thunderous roar split the darkness. The pixie lights by the bridge vanished, and the men turned as one. When the roar came a second time, I made a dive for the van, but not for cover. I was banking that the dust-runners had left their keys inside, otherwise I was royally screwed.

The roar, the bridge, the sudden fetid stench of air boiling out from the shadows near the culvert all added up to one thing—trolls. And trolls don’t hunt alone, not even the big ones. I imagined I could hear squeals coming from the long grass as I clawed my way across the van’s front seat and slid behind the wheel. I groped under the dashboard, locking the door beside me as my other hand closed around the keys. I turned them, stamping down where the clutch should have been. No clutch.

In half panic, I yanked the shifter into drive and hit the gas. Half a kay down the bike path, I remembered to release the hand brake—that kind of burning smell is hard to ignore. In the back, I heard boxes sliding around, cursed at not remembering, cursed again when I heard something hit the side of the vehicle, and then had to concentrate on keeping the van upright as I found another entry to the bike path.

There was another cul-de-sac and I took a hard right to get through, glad they hadn’t blocked it off like the others. I tried to remember the streets around here, knowing I had to keep driving until dawn. When the chopper swung overhead and the sunlamp arced down, I was ridiculously glad we’d decided to keep the troll patrol. It had cost us, but without them... I concentrated on driving.

By now the techs overhead should have identified my chip. I drove as fast as I could, followed the squad car that swerved out in front of me until we drove headlong into the impound yard. It didn’t take us long to get the boxes out of the back and haul the sleeping pixies into the squad greenhouse.

The druidess was none too pleased. Those boxes had been made of iron, and the bread had been laced with violets, a pixie soporific. Prepare them right, and you could dull the flavor enough for the cinnamon to mask it.

“Three days,” the druidess snarled. “Now, get out.”

We went, making a note to buy her three of the Belgian chocolates she loved so much, since we were going to need her help with repatriation.
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Rose-Thorn Fairies
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Written on February 1, 2014, this piece first appeared as the January 30 entry of 365 Days of Flash Fiction. It explores another fragment of the pixie-dust world.
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Roses are the home of thorn fairies—prickly by name, prickly by nature, but good-hearted folk, nonetheless. The pixies did their best to keep the war from the conservatorium in the grounds of Old Parliament House, but the thorn fairies brought it there themselves. They took the pixies from the runners who were lairing in the apartments on the south side of Lake Burley Griffin, hid them amidst the floral clouds of summer roses until they healed, called us to help the pixies make it home. That’s when the runners worked it out. The fey love a fight. We stopped this set of runners, but word will get around. We cannot stop them all. The thorn fey heard our warning and smiled with glee.
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