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If you talked to William, he’d probably blame this all on the pixies.

And as usual, William isn’t totally wrong, but he’s not exactly right. We first noticed the golden goose because we were out to see a pixie parade. true. But it’s not the pixies’ fault the entire town was nearly conned.

But let me back up, because if you know William, even the phrase pixie parade in the same sentence as his name is suspicious!

Our adopted hometown, Belville, was founded long ago by a group of pixies—tiny, magical creatures that look like elves, no bigger than a finger, flying about in swarms on sparkly wings. As a general rule, William hates them. Too much glitter for something with no more magic than a cheap crystal ball, he’d say. As an alchemist myself, with one foot firmly in science, I usually let him have the final say about magical matters. He was once a sorcerer’s familiar, after all, and his own magic has gotten us out of many scrapes. Even though he does look like an overgrown black sheepdog and his primary talent is sarcasm.

In any case, we happen to have one singular pixie who lives in my kitchen and, for the most part, can get along with William. After the shock of discovering her wore off—for a while I’d thought I was haunted or my lovely studio apartment was suffering some kind of infestation—we named her Sugar. And as spring bloomed all over the mountain, Sugar had one desire: to see the local pixies’ parade.

“I still think this is a bad idea, Red,” William grumbled as we set up a picnic on a hill outside of town. “Do you have any idea what a bunch of magic-drunk mice with wings can do?”

“No,” I answered cheerfully. There’d been a break in the rain, and it was a lovely blue sky day. “But I do know that Sugar almost never asks us for anything, so this must be important to her.”

“Never asks for anything, just steals bread and desserts all the time,” William continued to grumble.

“She literally eats crumbs. I think I can spare those,” I told him, amused. “Besides, I thought your whole problem with pixies is that they’re all bark and no bite?”

He huffed. “You’re forgetting the carousel incident. They’re mostly all bark, but when they do eventually put their heads together and bite, it’s dangerous.”

Though he may have had a point there, I shrugged it off. It was a sunny afternoon, the striped picnic blanket was warm under me, and my boyfriend was climbing toward us with a basket full of fragrant goodies. 

“You were right about Sugar,” he said to me once he’d reached the blanket. His dark skin glowed with exertion, green eyes bright. “She practically made me buy out the bakery.”

The pixie in question flew out from his basket and settled on my shoulder—on the opposite side from William. Though pixies can speak, Sugar usually preferred to communicate via a kind of charades. And while most of her relatives lived in a hidden community of pixies higher on the mountain, Sugar had sought out solitude—though, when she wanted a bit of courage, we seemed to serve as backup in her mind. From what I could gather, the pixies parading today were basically strangers to her. Being four inches tall did not facilitate mountain travel. It also didn’t keep her from devouring baked goods.

“Now you understand why I didn’t want to go with her,” I joked to Luca. Careful not to dislodge Sugar, I scooted over to make room for him on the blanket. We’d been dating for just over a year, and it still gave me butterflies when his smile lit up his face.

“Oh, I’m not saying I minded. It gave me the perfect excuse to buy everything I usually try to restrain myself from,” he informed us, beaming. As usual, he wore the long black robes of a scholar—a sort of official record keeper and bookseller for the town. Lucky for him that spring could still be chilly in Belville. To be fair, though, I’d never once heard Luca complain about a thing.

He certainly balanced out William, who lay like a grounded rain cloud on my left. 

While Luca sat, I tugged on the basket he’d set down, curious. As I tried to pull it closer, its weight made me raise an eyebrow at him. “Guess we’ll be stopping by the police station on the way home with all our extras.” Officer Thorn, town officer and peacekeeper extraordinaire, had a soft spot for pastry. And a healthy appetite.

“Are you kidding? Just look at these.” Luca leaned over and started pulling out packages of clover leaf-shaped iced cookies, green cheese sandwiches, tiny spinach quiches, croissants dusted with pastel rainbow sprinkles, and even a miniature basket of coin-shaped, shiny gold-dusted chocolates. 

William groaned and put one paw over his nose.

Luca glanced at me. “Still worried about pixies getting out of hand?”

I nodded. “It didn’t help that Rhys was filling his head with stories about pixie feuds at the shop yesterday.”

“I knew that story already, thank you very much,” William reminded me. “And just because you two are just as blinded by sparkly things as Sugar is doesn’t mean that I am—”

We didn’t get to hear what William was—or wasn’t. At that moment, Rhys himself made an appearance. Tall, stately, and impeccably dressed no matter the occasion, he climbed up from the forest side of the hill with wreaths of clover draped carefully over one arm.

“Greetings, friends,” he called politely, distracting William from his rant. “Please forgive my lateness. We only just finished the final wreath. Daisy insisted they must be fresh.”

“Daisy didn’t want to come too?” Luca asked as he accepted his clover crown. Rhys passed one to me and one to William, who had cheered up enough to wag his tail at our friend. 

“She sends a warm hello to you all, but alas, she thought her time today would be better spent preparing for Ostara,” Rhys replied as he took a seat beside William. 

I smiled as I dropped my circlet of clover over my head. Rhys and his love, Daisy, lived up the mountain with the reclusive pixie community Sugar had come from. Rhys was well-known around town and very helpful as an assistant in my potions shop, but Daisy had always been incredibly shy. I could imagine that getting ready for a spring festival in Belville did require a lot of energy and courage on her part. She’d been kind enough just to make us these clover wreaths from her garden.

“These are all four-leaf clovers!” Luca, predictably, was studying his crown closely before putting it on.

“The magical properties of clover vary depending on its number of leaves,” Rhys said, leaning on one knee so that he could see us all. His pale skin looked like a sunburn waiting to happen, but I would’ve bet money he’d put some kind of fool-proof sunscreen on. His black hair was slicked back meticulously, highlighting serious blue eyes. He’d probably been waiting for one of us to ask. “Clover with four leaves is most suited for detecting gold and the presence of magical beings.”

“So what you’re saying is we should wear these for the Ostara egg hunt, too,” Luca concluded lightly.

“I doubt there’s actual gold involved in the town fair or its egg hunt,” I told him. “And probably not in a pixie parade, either.”

“The purpose of the four-leaved clovers in this instance is, as Red says, specifically to allow you to see the pixies and their celebration,” Rhys agreed. “Daisy was very particular.”

Luca and I exchanged a secret smile. Luca loved a scholarly lecture more than the average person, and usually Rhys enjoyed imparting wisdom too, but in this case we both could see that he’d mostly brought the subject up so that he could compliment his ladylove.

Rhys was exactly that old, to potentially refer to people as “ladyloves.” You meet all kinds of people in a fairy tale world like Beyond—including essentially immortal ex-knights.

“I can hear the two of you chuckling,” Rhys said, primly avoiding eye contact with Luca and me.

“Sorry,” I told him, grinning. “Say, maybe you—or Daisy—could give me some tips for looking after my patio plants. I have a lot of new starts this year.”

“Maybe you could all put on your clover, instead of gabbing about plants,” William huffed. “The parade should get here any moment.”

I stuck my tongue out at him and pointed to my crown already on my head, doing my best not to disturb Sugar. And right on cue, the pixies of Belville made their appearance.

The music reached us first, strains of joyful string music, like a distant violin. Then immediately a green mist rolled out across the hillside and pixies began streaming out of the forest, flowing across the hillside in front of us like a chaotic, multicolored flood. Each one was no bigger than my palm, but there must have been hundreds, all shining in a different color—though mostly shades of green. The music was now present and loud, no longer a violin but a chorus of excited fiddles. The mass of pixies bobbed and weaved its way down the hillside, reaching a stream before hitting the edges of town. At this stream, they stopped. The music grew even louder, and there was a flash of gold, and suddenly the muddy stream flowed bright green. 

Once the first wave of shock and awe wore off, I glanced at Luca. He was watching with wide eyes, clapping along. I just knew he’d be writing up a report on this later.

William, on the other hand, glowed very faintly blue, as did the edges of our picnic blanket. It was a sign that he was working his protective magic. On his other side, Rhys looked similarly interested but faintly watchful.

For her part, Sugar had left her post on my shoulder and now sat atop my head. I could feel her little fingers tugging at my hair as I moved. 

“It’s
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