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      In this sequel to The Winged & the Wicked, Teeny Weeny is off to save her little mermaid friend in another Teeny Weeny Fairy Tale.

      Teeny Weeny Tahini’s life had always been quiet and simple, just the way she liked it. At least, until a year and a half ago, when 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.

      Compelled to travel thousands of miles to her ancestral home, Teeny Weeny leaves the safety and security of Havenwood Falls for the Isle of Gwynf’l, off the coast of England. Coralie, her long-time mermaid friend, is in danger, and the only way to save her is to take her back to Havenwood Falls. A series of obstacles combined with personal dilemmas from Teeny’s past make it a foreboding journey, but one she must endure.

      Traveling with a mermaid isn’t easy, and the return trip could be racked with more problems because of the town’s protective wards that only give her a lunar cycle away from her safe haven. Teeny Weeny and Coralie, not to mention a few uninvited travelers, race against time before they lose all memories of the place they now call home.
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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
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