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Dedicated to those who needed this most right when it ended up in their hands. 

      

    

Dear Reader,

First of all, I wanted to say thank you for picking up this book. It was not at all what I was expecting when I sat down to write it, I knew the world that I was visiting but I wasn’t quite sure how it was all going to play out. I’m fairly proud of how it turned out and I hope it is entertaining for you.

Now, I do have to say that there is a fair amount of drug use of all kinds within this book. This is not to say that drugs are bad and that people who engage in use of certain substances are bad. The villains in our book are bad because they are just bad people, they are dark-hearted spirits with malicious intentions, regardless of what they are using, or if they are using at all.

This book is moreover a love letter to trauma recovery. I just had to throw some bad-guys in to shake things up a bit. 

I hope you enjoy the roller coaster ride. It’s a unique one and it is my pleasure to share it with you.

Chapter One, Part One: Snowflake and the Fishie  

“That was exhausting, can I take another hit?”

Snowflake wiped the sweat off her brow with the back of her dirt-caked gardening glove and beamed at James. She loved outdoor grows and loved that James was still around to help. In the seven years since they'd met, a lot had changed, and they loved each other even more now than they had back then. 

“Absolutely,” James responded, “as long as I can too.”

Snowflake rocked back on her heels, removed her dirt-smeared gloves, and pulled her “go-bag” out of her fanny pack. She casually loaded a bowl in their glass blunt, as her sun hat shaded her sensitive skin from the cosmic rays. 

“Mai, mai,” she said with a put-on Southern accent as she lit the bowl and gently inhaled to get the cherry rolling, “I do declare, we have done. A good deed. To-day.”

Exhaling, she passed the small pipe to James who nodded proudly and replied, “Doc will be pleased,” as he took his hit.

Admiring the rows, upon rows of transplanted greenery, Snowflake breathed, “Doc will be pleased, but you're being too modest. This is your plant. Your strain, your weed, your genetics. You should be proud too, love. This has been years in the making.”

It was James' turn to beam as he reeled the little lady into his lap for a tight hug, and a remarkable kiss, 

“Thank you,” he whispered as he broke away. “This is all too surreal.”

“Yeah, who knew that Doc's brand would take-off and be super in demand everywhere?”

“All hinging on the national legalization a few years back... history in the making.”
“And we're living it.”
Still seated in his lap, Snowflake took another puff off the glass blunt and politely blew the smoke away from his face before handing the piece back to James.

James cached the bowl out in the garden and stomped the ash into the soil. 

“Shall we go relax in celebration?” James asked, kissing her pale cheek, and eliciting a giggle from the woman. 

“Abso-mutha-fuckin-lutely!”

*
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THE MARIJUANA INDUSTRY had been astonishingly kind to the seven stoners. They had managed to buy the four houses that encompassed their original brick home, so they could turn the ChronicCastle into the headquarters for their business. Each couple lived with another couple within the group, so there were sixteen people within four houses. It was the most efficient way to get ahead, for the eventuality of buying a chunk of land to form a small township with their other close friends; and if obtaining a substantial chunk of land never happened, it was a pretty sweet way to be living life. 

Snowflake and James lived with Doc and his partner, a really sweet redhead named Aria.

Ironically, Aria had come from the lake a stone's throw away from where Snowflake had been thrown into the river. She was a rare, and royal, lake born mermaid who had been granted legs to join the festivities of the Prinz party all those years ago, by an evil lake witch who took Aria's voice as payment for the deed.

While at the party, Aria had learned that the boy she'd been pining over really had no interest in her, pretty immediately...  

She had come in a dress, haphazardly fashioned out of a tarp she had found, and while she did somehow manage to look truly chic, it could never overshadow the leggy Aphrodite that this boy, whom she was fairly certain was named “Erik”,  was grinding against and tongue kissing.

So, in the mood to make the most of her loaner legs, Aria sauntered to one of the bars, managed to obtain a couple of shots despite not being able to speak, and walked up to dance with the first cute stranger she saw. 

That dreamboat was Doc. Sandy hair falling around his face as he danced, towering a little over six feet high. She danced her way over to him and began thrashing around while making intimate eye contact with him, taking in his greeny-blue eyes and shaggy goatee. She made all the first moves, smoothly wrapping her arms around him, and claiming him.

They were only able to spend a few moments together, but when their green eyes locked, they knew that there was a special connection.

Doc had been pulled out of the party because of his sick friend, but Aria was on lease from the lake in the forest and Davy Jones bent on staying on land – as a human.

She danced and twirled to the exotic electronic music until a pair of elves caught her eye. More precisely, a faerie, and an elf. They were dressed in matching green costumes; the boy wearing a billowy green shirt and matching Tumbble brand pants that were dripping with chains, and the girl wearing a risque mini dress that flared out at the hips and looked like it had been constructed out of leaves. But what really intrigued Aria the most was the male's jaunty green cap, and his counterpart's platinum blonde hair that sparkled like glitter, green lipstick, and eye-shadow theme, and green iridescent wings.

Aria had begun dancing nonchalantly with the angel, whose name she later learned was Tink, when the male, whose name was Peter, leaned over and whispered something that Aria couldn't hear. 

Suddenly Tink put her lips to Aria's ear and cooed, “Do you want some pixie dust, gorgeous?”  

Aria had no idea what “pixie dust” was, but it sounded wonderful. She boldly nodded her head, literally speechless. 

Tink pulled a little baggie out of her cargo-pant utility belt and dipped her pinkie into it – approximating a milligram dose. Locking eyes with the naive girl, Tink put her pinkie in her mouth and cleaned the crystals off with her tongue. 

Aria nodded again as Tink reinserted her pinkie and approximated the mermaid's dose. 

Aria willingly accepted the present, delighting in the new feeling of the MDMA coursing through her body. Her every fiber tingled, the heady bass causing her molecules to vibrate. She danced for as long as the moment seized her before she suddenly looked between Peter and Tink and croakily asked,

“Wait, do you know where that cute boy went?”

Both of them looked at her, baffled, and shook their heads.

“I should find him,” Aria responded, her voice growing in strength. “I think he's why I'm here. And thanks to the pixie dust, it seems I have claimed my voice back from the evil lake witch.”

As Aria bounded through the crowd to find Doc, Tink and Peter just looked at each other. 

“Dayum,” he said, still thrumming with the music, “this is good shit!”

“The best molly for the fest jollies,” Tink purred in response, trailing her fingers up her own arms, delighting in the sensation. 

Outside, Aria managed to catch a fleeting glimpse of Doc's group leaving the party because apparently, whatever had happened with his friend had taken that long to settle down. Suddenly, she was on a devoted mission. Despite her shoddy attire and lack of knowledge about the town, Aria began to follow the small caravan of cars on foot.

She, of course, hadn't been able to keep up, and just began wandering in the general vicinity of where they were headed to try and find him.

When the pixie dust wore off a few hours later, Aria's legs felt like they were being stabbed repeatedly with burning daggers, and her voice croaked, but she had managed to keep it by singing to herself as she walked, which also took her mind off the pain just enough to keep her going. Suddenly, there was no need for her to return to the lake. She had her voice. It would be easy enough to start living
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