
        
            





Table
of Contents


 


 


Title Page


Chapter One


Chapter Two


Chapter Three


Chapter Four


Chapter Five


Chapter Six


Chapter Seven


Chapter Eight


Chapter Nine


Chapter Ten


Chapter Eleven


Chapter Twelve


Chapter Thirteen


Chapter Fourteen


Chapter Fifteen


Chapter Sixteen


Chapter Seventeen


Chapter Eighteen


Chapter Nineteen


Chapter Twenty


Chapter Twenty-One


Chapter Twenty-Two


Chapter Twenty-Three


Chapter Twenty-Four


Chapter Twenty-Five


Chapter Twenty-Six


Chapter Twenty-Seven


Chapter Twenty-Eight


Chapter Twenty-Nine


Chapter Thirty


Chapter Thirty-One


Chapter Thirty-Two


Chapter Thirty-Three


Chapter Thirty-Four


 


 








A Faerie's Tale


 


An Erotic Fantasy Romance Novel


 


by


Linda Mooney


 


 


A Faerie's Tale


Copyright © 2012 by Linda
Mooney


ISBN 978-0-9859300-0-4


 


Warning: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this
copyrighted work is illegal.


Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without
monetary gain, is investigated


by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 (five) years in federal prison
and a fine of $250,000.


 


Names, characters and incidents
depicted in this book are products of the author’s


imagination or are used
fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales,


organizations, or persons,
living or dead, is entirely coincidental and beyond the intent of


the author or the publisher.


 


No part of this book may be
reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means,


electronic or mechanical,
including photocopying, recording, or by any information


storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing
from the author.


 


Other Romance Books by Linda
Mooney


 


36 Exposures


Aequana


The Battle Lord's Lady

Her Battle Lord's Desire

A Battle Lord's Heart

Bequeathed

Breachers: Holt and McKenna

Breachers: Hawthorne and Marya

Captive Surrender

Castle's Keep

Cut Glass: Jewels, Book 1 - Diamond

Cut Glass: Jewels, Book 2 - Ruby


Deep

A Different Yesterday


Firelight


From Out of the Shadows

The Gifted


Healer of the Heart

HeartFast

HeartCrystal

His Last Request

My Strength, My Power, My Love

Peter and His Wolf

Possession

Rhea 41070

Runner's Moon: Jebaral

Runner's Moon: Tiron

Runner's Moon: Simolif

Runner's Moon: Challa

Sand Castle

Sandeflay

Secret Identity

Lord of Thunder

Passion of Thunder

Wings of Thunder


X-Troller








Chapter 1


Bedtime


 


 


The crash coming from the back
bedroom was too loud and too late in the evening to be ignored. The couple
grappling on the couch in pre-coitus passion paused at the noise and waited to
see if it repeated. They were both breathing heavily, all four hands grasping
or otherwise engaged on certain areas of the body. A minute passed without any
further sound coming from the back, but they knew the chances were good it
wouldn't be the last interruption.


"Do you think she's
finally wound down?" the man murmured against his wife's lips.


The woman smiled and gave his
third leg a teasing squeeze. The man groaned. At the same time, from the back
bedroom came a heavy, thumping sound.


Sighing in defeat, the man
began to detach himself from the moist recesses he had hoped to explore sooner
than later. But before he could get to his feet, his wife pushed herself away
and stood first.


"Let me."


He paused, eyebrows raised.
"Are you sure?"


She grinned back at him.
"Yeah. After all, it's my turn to be the mean parent. Mean Mommy, that's
me!"


"All right." He
leaned against the couch cushions. "But I'm not waiting half the night for
her to get to sleep. Not again. You've got me close to the breaking point,
woman, and I expect to reach a satisfying conclusion before it gets too much
later in the evening."


The woman laughed. "I
promise I'll try not to let her drag this on."


He scoffed. "I've heard that
before."


"I promise!"
she said again. Turning her back on her spouse, she sashayed down the hall
toward the bedroom. She also made sure to swing her hips provocatively just for
his enjoyment.


As she suspected, their
daughter was not in her bed where she was supposed to be. In fact, it took her
a moment to find where the four-year-old was hiding.


"Hey, Princess."


The tiny girl looked down from
where she was curled up on the closet shelf. "Hi, Mommy!"


"Umm." The woman
pointed toward the bed. "Closets are no place for little girls. Not even
to sleep in. Back to the bed, young lady."


The youngster frowned.
"Aww, Mommy."


"Now."


"But—"


"No 'buts'," the
woman firmly interrupted, gesturing again for the child to leave the closet and
place herself in bed. "Now."


The child chewed on her lower
lip, apparently wondering how long she could keep this tug-of-war going. The
mother shook her head and frowned. "You have three seconds, Lilly.
One."


"Mommy!"


"Two."


"Okay, okay, okay."
Reluctantly, the little girl came down from the upper shelf and finally crawled
underneath the covers where her mother was waiting for her. "I'm not
sleepy," she whined pitifully.


"Tough. It's your bedtime
whether you want it to be or not," the mother insisted, then flashed her
daughter a loving smile. "But I'll grant you one wish."


"Really?"


A single finger went up.
"One," the woman repeated.


"Anything?"


Giving her daughter a
suspicious look, the woman nodded. "Anything other than letting you
stay up later," she clarified.


The child seemed undaunted by
the restriction. Beaming happily, she snuggled underneath the sheet and quilt,
adjusted herself until she was sufficiently comfortable, and smiled.
"Okay. I want you to tell me a fairy story."


The woman blinked. "A
what?"


"A fairy story. Tell me a
fairy story, Mommy."


"That's all?"


"And make it a happy
one," the child added.


Sitting on the edge of the bed,
the woman pressed her lips together and thought. "If I tell you a fairy
story, then will you go to bed? No arguments? And no whining for more?"


"Uh-huh. Promise."


Crossing her legs, the woman
reached over to tuck a strand of sunshine-yellow hair behind the child's ear.
There was one fairy story she had never told the little girl. It was a true
story, and one with a definitely happy ending. But it was also filled with
certain elements that children were too young to hear, much less understand.


Yet, there was no reason why
she couldn't tell her an abbreviated version of the tale. It was something she
had been meaning to share with her daughter when she felt it was time. Well,
maybe it was finally that time. All she had to do was leave out those parts
which were too mature for delicate ears.


Of course, that wouldn't stop
her from thinking about those deleted parts.


Smiling more to herself, the
mother nodded. "All right. It's a deal."


"And make it a long
story!" the child added.


The woman let out a bark of
laughter. "Hey, no fair! The deal was one bedtime story and a happy
ending. Period. You can take it, or I'm leaving right now and getting your
father."


"Okay, okay, okay,"
the child muttered. The youngster knew when she was beat. If her father
intervened, there would be no story whatsoever. It wasn't because her father
was unbending in the rules, but he didn't have the kind of imagination her
mother had. Mommy always told the best stories, especially fairy stories.
"Is this going to be a new story, Mommy?"


"Lilly."


"I already know all the
old ones."


"Yes, Princess. It's a new
story."


"Yay!" The child
shivered in anticipation. Then in a softer voice said, "I love you,
Mommy."


"I love you, too,
Lilly." Leaning over, the mother gave her daughter a tender kiss to the
corner of the rosebud mouth, then a second one between the eyes for good luck.
"All right, are you tucked in? Comfortable? Very well."


And like all good fairy tales
should, the mother began hers with the same four fateful words—


Once Upon a Time...










Chapter 2 
            Decree


 


 


The monster machines continued
to advance, grinding and chewing their way through the forest. Oblivious to the
winged guard attempting to stop them. Oblivious to the shrieks and howls of
pain from the suffering.


"Get back! Get back!"
Craydor ducked, narrowly missing being hit by one of the massive iron claws
that grabbed the fallen trees. "Retreat!"


A blur of yellow flew past him,
and a streak of lightning struck the machine at the joint between claw and arm.
Hot sparks leaped into the air, along with the smell of burning plastic.
Immediately the arm jerked sideways. Craydor somehow managed to grab the
woman's ankle and dive for the ground, dragging her with him just as the
machine's claw slammed into the tree that had been behind them.


"Let me go!"
Jill demanded through clenched teeth, and angrily pulled her foot from his
grasp. Regardless of her reaction, Craydor snagged her spear before she could
aim it again and fire.


"It's no use, Jill! We
must retreat! They're too powerful!"


"They're destroying our
home!" Tears rolled down her soot-covered face. Her expression reflected
what they all were feeling: the frustration, the anger, and the fear. Most of
all, the fear.


The sound of the buzzing
chainsaws didn't terrify them as much as the crashing trees did. For each
thunderous roar that filled the woods, it meant another centuries-old giant was
dead. Dead or dying.


It took a long time for a tree
to die. What most people didn't understand—what most human people didn't
realize—was that trees screamed for hours after they were cut down. Their
bleeding out was as horrific to the fae as the worst slasher film ever
concocted by humans.


The small group of winged
creatures watched in shock as the illegal loggers continued to bring down the
marked spruce and pine. Several of the targeted giants had been around for so
long, they could have witnessed the settling of the continent.


"Something has to be done.
They have to be stopped!" one sprite cried out.


Another fairy challenged her.
"How? How can we stop them? We tried, but they're bigger than us! There's
more of them than us, and their machines are stronger than us!"


Jill hefted her lance, prepared
to go back in and fight, when Craydor grabbed her upper arm. She gave him
another scathing look and tried to shake off his grip, but failed. "Let me
go! Someone has to go back in and fight them while all the rest of you just
stand around and do nothing but wail and wring your hands!"


"You do, and it'll be
suicide," the warrior hissed at her. "You know that as well as I
do!"


She tried again to pull her arm
from his grasp. When it didn't work a second time, she turned her face away
from him. Craydor immediately apologized, but he kept his hold on her firm.


"I'm sorry, Jill. I feel
your frustration and anger. We're all bereaving the loss, but what can we
do?"


"We can fight!" she
answered, trying not to let him see her tears.


"We tried," he
reminded her in a gentler voice. "We tried, and we died."


"Then we keep
trying."


"And keep dying?" He
jerked her around until he could look into her face. Jill hurriedly wiped away
the wetness with her hair. The male warrior pretended not to have noticed.
"There's so few of us left now, as it is. If we continue to fight the
human machines, it'll only bring about our extinction sooner."


A young fairy lit on a nearby
fern. "Has Twee been notified about these humans encroaching on our land?
She has to be told as soon as possible."


"Yes, she has to be
told," another answered. Jill glanced up at the sound of a familiar voice
to see Freeashi watching from an upper limb of a pine tree. The fairy looked
directly at her as she said, "If fighting them is useless, something else
has to be done. I agree with Jill. We have to keep trying. We can't give up,
and we can't keep retreating."


The sound of another tree
screaming in agony as it was sawed in two redirected their attention to the
carnage. Yes, something had to be done, but at the moment no one could move.
What they were witnessing was just too horrendous to leave. Especially now, and
definitely not before the men were done with clearing the area.


Everyone remained hidden,
huddled in little clumps here and there among the leaves, while the earthbound
remained camouflaged along the forest floor, shielded by the overgrowth.
Several of the fae were in tears, and those that weren't were close to it.


Jill wiped her eyes again with
the back of her hand. Like the rest, she remained glued to where she stood,
unable to believe such a thing was happening. Her anger at the outrage seethed
inside her chest, almost to the point of stealing her breath. Like the other
warrior fae, she had done all she could to stop the humans and their
slaughtering machines. And with every passing day, her anger and frustration
grew.


More trees fell. Displaced
animals and birds, many of them wearing expressions of disbelief, fled for
their lives. One, a mother rabbit Jill had personally met and shared fur with,
was inconsolable as others of the fae helped her away from the wreckage that
had been her home. The small creature kept chirping something about her babies.
Her lost children. More tiny souls destroyed among so many.


"Can't you do
something?" a voice hissed at her elbow.


Jill turned to see a gnome, his
round face flushed with anger. "Do? Like what? What else can we try that
we haven't already?" They all felt powerless against the onslaught. Man
and his weapons were too advanced and too powerful to defeat.


The gnome gestured at her
wings. "You're an elemental. Rain on them or something! Bring down the
lightning!"


"We've tried that in the
past," Jill told him. "We've tried everything we can think of, but it
doesn't work. Nothing we've tried works."


The sound of the buzzing saws
died. The loggers had finished chaining, dragging, and loading up the last of
the felled trees. As twilight fell around the hole in the forest that once had
been filled with beautiful, majestic giants, the men drove away in a cloud of
foul-smelling exhaust and diesel fumes. By the time the moon rose above the
remaining tree tops, the only sounds left were the dying moans of the dozen or
so trees that had been felled, then deemed useless and discarded. Even the
night creatures remained mute to show their homage to the deceased.


For the past two weeks the
loggers have been steadily encroaching on territory that had been held in
sacred trust by the fae, the elves, the gnomes, and all the creatures who
followed and lived by the pact signed thousands of years ago by their ancestors.
In all that time, they had lived in relative harmony. On the rare occasions
when their domain had been invaded, the invasion had been brief and
non-detrimental to their way of life. But when the loggers appeared, the
survival of every fairy folk was placed in jeopardy. As the days progressed,
the loggers took more and more of the magical territory, and there didn't seem
to be any foreseeable end to it.


A tugging on her sleeve
interrupted her train of thought. For a moment she thought it was the gnome
again, when a moonbeam face stared up at her. "Freeashi sent me to tell
you there's an emergency council meeting being called right now," the tiny
fairy informed her.


Jill smiled. "Thank you,
Marina. Let's go. I'm ready to leave this place."


They lifted into the air and
hurried to the grotto where all council meetings were held. Already the place
was filled to capacity. Even the toadstools and bushes were covered with winged
fae, as well as the tree limbs and branches overhead.


A loud whistle caught their
attention, and they flew over to where Callarol was waving at them from her
perch on a pine cone at the tip of one evergreen branch. Normally, trying to
keep a balance at the end of a swaying branch was risky, even for winged fae. A
good gust could snap the fairy as if she were on the end of a whip. But the
other elementals in the group were keeping the grotto hushed and still for the
duration of the meeting. No wind would interrupt the proceedings.


Tweetertionary appeared from
behind the bole of the immense spruce and took her place on the stool waiting
for her between the roots. She moved slowly as if from weariness or pain, or
both. From where she sat, Jill could tell the aged fae was pale and not in good
health. The invasion by the loggers had upset everyone's lives to the point
where many were becoming seriously ill. The lunamental rapped her scepter on
the root, and the gem in wand's tip began to glow, sending out its pale, milky
light like a miniature moon.


"This meeting will come to
order." Despite her wan appearance, the fairy's voice was strong and
commanding. "The council has just met in emergency session, and we have
come to the conclusion that these humans must be stopped."


The grotto remained hushed in
expectation. The announcement had been expected. What they were waiting to hear
was the decision on how.  Jill saw
Marina turn to her to say something but she put a finger to her lips to let the
youngster know silence was imperative.


"The council has decided
to send a representative of each wood folk to the humans to try and come to an
agreement that will stop the humans from harvesting our forest."


"At what cost?" a
voice shouted out. From the gruffness, Jill assumed it came from one of the
trolls.


Twee faced him down. "The
price is negotiable. The representative will present his treaty to the council
when an agreement has been reached, and the council will make a decision."
She glanced around the crowded glen. "Are there any more questions?"


"Who are the
representatives?"


"They will be notified
after this meeting is adjourned. Are there any further questions?"


The crowd was silent. Unusually
silent, as most meetings were often filled with arguments and long-winded
diatribes.


Twee nodded but she didn't
smile. The council head rarely smiled. "Good. This meeting is
adjourned."


Callarol reached behind to
scratch her lower back. "Well, that's that."


Jill looked over at her.
"What do you mean?"


"What else? The council is
too cowardly to order in our warriors. They'd rather send out seven inept wood
folk who'll probably be stepped on within twenty-four hours after they
introduce themselves." The elemental fairy threw back her long, dark locks
and curled her lips in disgust. "Twee has been council leader too long.
She's too old to make any halfway rational decisions anymore."


"I disagree," Jill
commented heatedly. "The humans have their machines. Have you seen their
machines? I have! I've fought them. Our weapons are useless. How would our
warriors make a difference against that kind of power? They'd be killed as soon
as they showed themselves."


"I gotta go," Marina
whispered, tapping Jill's arm. "Mama's signaling."


Jill gave her little friend a
quick hug before the tiny fairy lifted away from the pine cone. Turning to
resume her conversation with Callarol, she wasn't surprised when a familiar
figure chose to land next to them. The warrior wore his bow and quiver, letting
her know he had been on the hunt when he had been called to the meeting.


"Well, Amadra, what do you
think?" Callarol lifted her eyes to flutter her lashes at the handsome
lunamental. The warrior gave her a warm smile in return. It was well known that
Amadra was sweet on Callarol, and she was equally enamored. But for some reason
she continued to keep the young warrior at arm's length.


"I would have loved to
have been given the chance to prove my worth, if the council had decreed
it," he replied.


Callarol gave Jill a triumphant
grin. "See? I'm not the only one who thinks the council has made the wrong
decision."


Jill started to offer her own
opinion when Marina reappeared. Her wings fluttered so fast, they were nearly
invisible as she hovered by the end of the branch. The expression on her face
made Jill hesitate and turn her attention to the young fairy.


"What is it?"


"Mama sent me to fetch
you. Grandmama wants to talk to you."


The others sat in stunned
silence at the announcement. Jill looked around at the equally shocked looks on
her friends' faces. Of course, a little voice chided her in the back of
her mind. Of course they would send Marina to fetch you.


After all, Marina's grandmother
was Twee, the head of the fairy council.


 


* * *


 


"That was when the
fairy realized she had been chosen to be one of the special wood folk to
approach the humans."


The little girl smiled at
her mother. "Was she scared?"


"Oh, yes. Very scared.
After all, she had been raised to believe all humans were evil. She had been
taught to avoid humans at all cost."


The youngster squirmed
underneath her blanket. "So what did she do?"


 








Chapter 3
            Directive


 


 


The council consisted of seven
representatives, one from each family of forest folk. The representatives were
elected by their kind, and the council leader was chosen by the representatives
from among themselves. But for as long as Jill could remember, the seven
members sitting had not changed, and Twee had always been their leader.


Once they arrived behind the
spruce, Belandeela dismissed her daughter with a kiss to Marina's temple and a
playful swat to the child's backside.


"It's late. Off to bed
with you."


"I want to watch!"
the little redheaded fairy protested. For emphasis, she stuck out her lower
lip. Jill almost laughed. She knew from past times the petulant look would work
on the child's father, but not on the mother.


"You can stay, but you
will not get to go to the meadows tomorrow if you do."


Marina's face mirrored her
total shock. "Mom!"


"It's your decision,"
Belandeela said in a no-nonsense voice. "And don't even think of going to
your father to overrule me. You do that, and I'll hobble your wings for a
week."


"Mom!"


Jill couldn't help but notice
Marina didn't approach her for any help. The girl knew better since Jill and
Belandeela were best of friends. After another couple of seconds to think about
it, the child relented. Giving her mother and Jill kisses on the cheek, she
flew off toward home. Jill watched the child disappear into the gathering
darkness as Belandeela went to let the council know Jill had answered their
summons.


"They're waiting for you.
Good luck, my fae sister."


Jill turned around, feeling
suddenly apprehensive. After a quick hug, Jill fluttered over to the small
circle and landed in its center. As was custom, she laid her spear on the
ground by her feet as a symbol of obedience. Twee was the first to greet her.


"Thank you for answering
our summons, Jillattimus. Do you know why we have called you forward?"


The answer was obvious.
"You have selected me to go out and try to find a way to stop the loggers?"


"We have," Galo
replied gruffly. "At dawn, you will head toward the big mountain."


Gormalyn took over for the
troll. "While on this quest, you are given full permission to use your
elemental powers in any way you deem necessary, without reprisals or explanation."


"What about contacting
humans? Am I allowed to reveal what I am?"


"You are allowed to use
any means necessary," Twee repeated.


"These are dire times,
requiring we give our best efforts. If these people are not stopped, it could
mean the end to our homes and our lives." Galo gave her a dark, almost
haunted look. "If we fail, it could ultimately mean the end of us. All of
us."


There was a moment of silence
while Jill digested this magnanimous decision.


"Do you have any
questions?" Harbril asked her. Jill turned to look back at the wood elf.


"Yes. Why me? Why am I
among the chosen?"


"You're quick," a
scathing voice admitted.


Jill whirled around in time to
see Radassah's sneer before it completely disappeared.


"I'm quick?"


"And smart," the wood
sprite added. The beautiful creature leaned back against a tuft of clover.
"Honest. Just." Night-black eyes glared at her. "And you're
unattached."


"Unattached? You're
sending me because I have no family?"


Radassah turned to look at the
council leader. "I told you she was quick." The sprite's sarcasm was
unmistakable.


"We won't lie to you,
Jill," Galo said softly. "There is the chance you could fail, and
with that failure, die. You know that without us having to explain it to
you."


Jill nodded. Any time one of
the wood folk left the sanctuary of the forest, he knew he was taking his life
in his own hands.


"How long do I have?"


"Time is not in our
favor," Twee responded. "Just remember that every day brings the
loggers closer and closer to our sanctuary. They're already marking our most
sacred trees. If you dawdle too long, the option of returning home may no
longer be an option."


"Who do I report to?
Anyone?"


"No," Radassah said.
"You are accountable to no one...and to everyone."


That made sense, Jill realized.
She had to go out and find a way to stop these humans, and use every means
necessary. If she broke some laws along the way, the council would not punish
her, as they would consider all infractions as exclusionary.


Yet, by the same token, if she
failed, there was the very real chance the wood folk would greatly suffer, and
the blame would be placed solely and equally on the shoulders of the ones
chosen to stop the danger.


Lifting her chin, Jill wiped
her sweaty hands on her downy skirt. "Upon my word as fae, I will do all I
can to find help."


"You do know you have the
right to decline, yes?" Galo reminded her.


"I know, and I do not wish
to decline," she swore to the council.


Banging the end of her staff on
the ground, Twee announced, "The council graces you with its blessings,
gives you its thanks, and sends you on your way with its prayers and best
wishes." She banged the staff again. "Go with our most heartfelt
hopes."


Bowing her head to all council
members, Jill lifted away to return to her home and a night of fitful sleep.
Worse, though, would be the nightmares that would haunt her with the faceless
dangers she had yet to encounter.


 


* * *


 


"Did she live by
herself?" the little girl asked.


"You mean Jill? Yes,
she did."


"She didn't live with
her mommy and daddy?"


The mother smiled as she
shook her head. "Jill's mommy and daddy had died a few years ago, but Jill
was old enough to be on her own."


"Didn't she have any
brothers and sisters?"


The question reminded the
woman of the compromising position she and her husband had been assuming when
the child's antics had interrupted them. It wasn't too long ago when they had
decided it was time to add to the family, but to let nature take her own
course, the way she had the first time.


"No. No brothers or
sisters. That was why she was such good friends with Belandeela. They had grown
up together pretending they were sisters."


"Oh. That's why
Belandeela called Jill her fae sister. Almost as good as." The child
grinned at her accomplishment.


"Yes. Almost as good
as."


"And then what
happened?"


 








Chapter 4


Big


 


 


The council had told her to fly
toward the big mountain. Clearly, they had given the more distant locales to
the winged folk, and left the shorter passages like the ones to the sea to the
ones who had to trek on foot. Winged or not, the going was going to be arduous
and very dangerous.


Amadra followed her until she'd
reached the boundary ring which defined the outermost perimeter of the wood
folk territory. After giving her a goodbye hug, wishing her good luck, and
pressing a warrior's kiss to her temple, he remained in the area until she was
lost to his sight. If Belandeela was her fae sister, the strong fairy warrior
was her fae brother, and often acted the part whenever he felt Jill had done or
was about to do something too risky for her own good.


Jill kept to the tree tops.
Although it would help her in the amount of time she would save by not having
to fly between the trees further below, there was the added danger of predatory
birds. Many of the larger birds roosted in the uppermost branches, and they had
no qualms about adding fae meat to their diets.


She took frequent, short rests
to keep up her stamina, and drank lots of water to keep herself hydrated. She
also took advantage of every cloud and shadow, as direct exposure to the sun for
long lengths of time could easily kill her if she wasn't careful.


By sundown she was exhausted. A
quick, cold supper of greens and berries managed to fill her up, and an
abandoned bird's nest sufficed for her bed. Come sunrise the next day, she was
off again with the big mountain growing steadily closer on her horizon.


She knew that by herself she
could not tackle the illegal loggers alone. She needed help. Human help. Which
meant that at some point she would need to become human herself. But before she
could do that, she needed to find human clothing that she could wear. The shirt
and skirt she wore now of dove down was all right in her present size, but they
wouldn't enlarge along with her.


Jill soon found what she was
looking for not far from the big mountain. Some humans had set up a campsite
near a stream. There was an erected tent, and the cooking fire was out. From
where she crouched she could tell the ashes were cold within the ring of rocks.
Here, the shadows still clung to the trees. In the chilly, early morning air,
the sunlight had yet to breach the summit and bathe the narrow valley with
warmth.


Some washed items of clothing
lay over several low-lying branches to dry. By the sizes and number of articles
spread out, Jill guessed there had to be at least two people present. Plus,
luck was with her. Some of the apparel looked to be her size. She sniffed the
air, but was unable to tell if the humans were on site, maybe asleep inside the
tent, although the chances were good. She'd often heard tales of how humans
were prone to waste their mornings, and favored staying up during the wee hours
of the night.


For several long minutes, Jill
watched the campsite as she tried to keep warm. Irritated by any lack of
action, she decided it was time she created some. Lifting her lance overhead,
she called upon the power of the wind to gather at the tip. Immediately, a
swirling vortex of air centered on the point, looking like a miniature tornado.
With a hard shake, Jill threw the vortex toward the campsite, then watched
nervously as the hard gusts played havoc with the tent, the clothes, and
everything that wasn't firmly attached to the ground. Pots and pans went
skittering into the nearby stream, and paper products disappeared over the tree
tops. Another strong gale, and two of the tent's stakes uprooted, making the
structure shudder like an animal wringing itself dry.


Two people, a man and a woman,
fell out of the tent and yelled at each other as they tried to reclaim their
gear and goods. When the couple headed off toward the water to retrieve their
cooking supplies, Jill dashed past the trees to where she'd seen the clothing
go flying. It didn't take her long to find a shirt and a pair of pants that
looked as though they might fit. With her heart beating
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