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Author's Note

    The events of Divine Knight overlap events of Death by
Chocolate, the fourth book in the All's Fae in Love and Chocolate novellas, and
Quartet, the second book in the YA fantasy series The Hunt. You don't have to
have read the All's Fae stories to have an understanding of the Fae "facts of life/rules"--
but it helps! If you've met P.I. John Stanzer and Dawn Dover in previous Neighborlee books, you
have an idea of what's going on with The Hunt. If not...don't worry. You'll figure out
what's going on in Neighborlee.




Chapter One

    Angela dreamed, which was rare.

    She knew she dreamed, and that worried her.

    A garden surrounded her, overgrown, with faint glimpses of the order that had once
reigned there. The moonlight and shadows hid the colors, turning red to black, lavender to silver, and
green to heavy, gritty gray.

    The familiarity of this place disturbed her, nibbling at her awareness, prickling at the base
of her neck. Yet this mid-forest tangle was nothing like the ordered serenity of her garden, not even
where it slid down the slope to the Metroparks and gave way to the meadows and woods.

    Where was she?

       Wrapping her arms around herself, she gave in to the chill that came from the core of
her and sent a rustling through flesh and clothes. Her skin told her she wasn't wearing her usual,
worn-comfortable blue dress. Angela's fingers lingered over lace and silk and the faceted beads that
adorned her clothes, and refused to bow her head to see what she wore. A deep breath revealed the
binding of multiple layers of clothes enfolding her.

       Perhaps the question should be: When was she?

       A thicker patch of moonlight ahead hinted at a clearing. Her pace quickened and she
wasn't too proud to admit that her pulse and breathing had sped up, too. She held out a hand,
reaching for the silvery light.

       And she paused, her hand in the light, one foot raised to step over the boundary from
the shadows.

       That wasn't a tree on the far side of the moonlit space, but a man.

       A man in dark armor, splotchy with hints of silver. For a moment, she thought he was
just a statue of a knight, with moss covering the silvery-white stone, but the helmet moved, just enough
to turn into the moonlight and reveal the dark blue eyes framed by the slanted oval eye-slits.

       Those eyes sparked with fury. Angela froze, hearing the sharp intake of breath. That
gauntleted hand clenched and the knight stepped toward her. She braced for the first shout, the
accusation, the condemnation.

       An alarm clock clattered out in the living room, followed by a slow, syrupy wave of
magic sweeping through Divine's Emporium.

    Angela sat up slowly, exhaling in relief. She smiled as she envisioned Maurice being swept
downstairs to the furniture room where his normal-size clothes waited. It was midnight of the day
of spring equinox. Today, Maurice was his normal size, magic-less, wingless, free to roam their little
town of Neighborlee and spend the day with his sweetheart, Holly, the librarian. Less than nine
months remained of Maurice's exile to the Human realms, in shrunken form, with shrunken magic,
and gaudy, glittery, humiliating wings attached to his back.

    Downstairs, she heard the sounds of Maurice jumping around, flexing and limbering up and
enjoying being six feet tall instead of six inches. Angela sighed and swung her legs over the side of
her bed. Maurice had told her she didn't have to get up and make breakfast at midnight, but she
wanted to. Holly would be here soon, and she wanted to give the sweethearts a send-off, with a little
magic thrown into their food to give them energy and alertness to enjoy every minute of the
twenty-four hours they would have together.

    Angela's knees trembled and folded as she slid out of bed, and she shivered as she clutched
at her mattress to stay upright. She pressed a hand to her cheek and flinched when she found her
face damp with sweat. Her hand shook faintly. Her heart raced and she suddenly felt breathless, as
if she had run all the way from one side of Neighborlee to the other.

    What had happened?

    The protective net wrapped around Divine's Emporium flickered--perhaps a little more
than normal--as Holly activated her passkey talisman to make the front door open for her.

    "Overly sensitive," Angela muttered. She took a deep breath, silently scolded her body to
behave, and got up.

    Running footsteps and sudden silence downstairs told her more clearly than a
    closed-circuit television that Maurice and Holly had run into each other's arms and were trying to make up
in five minutes for the kisses they couldn't share outside of their dreams since Christmas. Angela
calculated she had a good ten minutes to get breakfast on the table. At the very least. She snapped
her fingers and awakened the few rarely used helper spells in her kitchen. What was the good of
having magic at her fingertips if she didn't use it once in a while? It would get rusty and deteriorate
from lack of exercise, just like anything and anyone else. By the time she had dressed, brushed her
hair and washed her face, the aroma of fresh coffee and waffles drifted out to meet her.

    Crossing the little front room, her glance fell on the sketchbook she had been doodling in
while Maurice read to her last night.

    The overgrown garden, trapped in moonlight and shadow. The knight, caught between life
and stone. They were both there, trapped within the meaningless lines. No one would see them but
her.

       No one could see them but her.

       "It's been years," Angela murmured, and tore her gaze free by force of will. She wrapped
her arms around herself once, tightly, and moved on. There were some things she preferred to do
herself in her kitchen, rather than leave it to magic.

    She hadn't dreamed of the knight and the garden in so long, she couldn't remember how
long it had been.

       Why had that dream returned now?

       And why did he look angry with her, rather than sad?

    "Hey, Angela?" Maurice nudged the apartment door open and peered in, only showing his
face.

    "What do the two of you have planned for today?" she called, and stepped out with the
coffee pot in one hand and a bowl of mixed berries in the other.

    "You okay? Something felt kind of hinky, just before the inflation spell hit."

    "I'm fine."

    "Nothing that staying in bed in the middle of the night couldn't cure," Holly said as she
pushed the door open and gave Maurice a nudge over the threshold. "You really don't have to cook
for us. Not that we don't appreciate it. Usually we're so busy running around, we forget to eat."

    "I like sending you off. Like a good mother on the first day of school."

    "Yeah, and it's not like I'm not still learning lessons," Maurice said. He deftly stepped
around Angela, blocking her from going back to the kitchen. "Sit. Let me."

    "Thanks for training him so well for me," Holly said in a stage whisper.

    "I heard that," he called from the kitchen, drawing out his words in a singsong tone.

    "You were supposed to."

    They were all laughing softly when Maurice came back with a deep casserole of waffles and
put it in the middle of the table. He went back for the bowl of clotted cream, and when he returned,
his smile had faded.

    "Something happened, didn't it?" he asked, sliding into the third chair. He rubbed his
fingers together on one hand, indicating he felt a residue tingle of magic in the air.

    Angela speculated yet again that when Maurice was deprived of his magic, he was triply
sensitive to the currents, the vibrations of it at work, as well as the echoes after a particularly
strong or strange spell had worked itself out. She was grateful that he wouldn't let the matter drop
when she ignored his question the first time he asked if she was okay. Sometimes, especially after
the dream she had just had, she felt as alone as if she had lived in the midnight garden of her
dreams for a thousand years.

    "I had an odd dream. That, combined with the transformation spell... Well, maybe they
clashed. And equinox is always an uneasy time. Especially in the spring, when winter still struggles
to keep the land and plants half-asleep. Forget about Samhain and the walls between the worlds
growing thin." She shook her head and offered a smile to the other two. "We've been having so
much Fae traffic through Neighborlee lately, it's no wonder that things are unsettled."

    "You're sure?" He glanced at Holly and reached for her hand, resting on the table between
them. "What if Big Ugly sleeping under the town is starting to wake up again? We're hitting the
islands today, but if you need some backup... You don't mind, do you, sweetheart?"

    "Honestly, it's not like I haven't been fending off monsters and boogie-men and malevolent
inter-dimensional intruders for the past century--by myself, I might add." Angela laughed, despite
the clutching feeling around her heart that threatened to have her eyes gushing in another moment.
Especially when Holly didn't hesitate to nod and murmur agreement with Maurice's offer. "The two
of you are going to the lake and ride the ferries and you're going to get sunburned and have a
wonderful time. Go play mini-golf and tour the winery and eat extra-thick onion rings at that
incredible burger place just off the docks. That's an order." She narrowed her eyes at them, stuck
out her bottom lip and glared, looking back and forth between them until first Holly, then Maurice
grinned and laughed and gave in.

    She came close to tears when Holly suggested later, halfway through their waffles, that
maybe Angela should close up the shop and come with them to bum around the Lake Erie islands.
How long had it been since she had a day off, anyway?

    "Excuse me, but I'm a little too old to think it's fun to race the sunrise to the lake." Angela
put on a prim face, which earned laughter from Holly but a skeptical look from Maurice. "I plan on
going back to bed once you two finally get out of here, and then getting up at a civilized hour."

    "You know, there's such a thing as being too civilized," he said under his breath and looked
up at the ceiling.

    "That kind of thinking got you exiled from the Fae realms," Holly said.

    "Are you complaining?" He waggled his eyebrows like a melodrama villain.

    She just giggled, shaking her head and blushing.

    Angela held onto her trademark superior smirk, while inside something ached and wet
heat pressed at the backs of her eyes. She was sure that once, very long ago, she had teased and
laughed with someone just as precious to her as Maurice was to Holly. Not with those exact words,
but the same attitude, the same loving taunting. The hungry, lonely pain took her breath away just
long enough to threaten her shell of serenity.

    She walked Maurice and Holly downstairs, and stood at the door, watching as they got into
Holly's car and drove away. Whispers, just on the verge of real, understandable words, pressed at
her awareness. A soft breeze tugged at the hem and sleeves of her dress, and she fancied for a
moment that someone--or something--tried to nudge her out of the doorway. Angela took a step
backwards, planting herself more securely inside the shop. Shivering, she glanced over her
shoulder, looking for something moving in the familiar darkness, ready to pounce and shove her out
of the sanctuary of Divine's Emporium.

    That certainty, that taproot of knowledge deep inside that had guided her through the
many decades of her guardianship, urged her not to let anything or anyone push her outside the
walls. Not before the sunrise.

    Humming softly, Angela called all the winkies to her. Not just the regular residents of
Divine's, but all the winkies living within the boundaries of Neighborlee and the Metroparks.
Anywhere that magic whispered through the air and ground and water, winkies watched and
listened.

    She walked around the shop in the comforting, warm, familiar darkness, trailing the
sparkly bits of awareness and magic at every doorway and window, every slit in reality, every
portal from one dimension to another. In theory, nothing could get into Divine's Emporium without
her awareness or her permission. However, Diane and Troy had proven last year that the most
carefully woven safeguards could be penetrated if the enemy had enough knowledge, skill,
motivation, and patience.

    Then she went to bed.

    The dream didn't return. Not even a hint of the dark knight or the moonlit garden. When
she woke, Angela couldn't decide if she was disappointed or relieved. Once she opened the shop for
business, she didn't have time to think about it.

    The students from Willis-Brooks College who didn't go home for spring break descended
en mass in the afternoon, in search of candy and old movies and used books. Angela let the bustle
and laughing voices divert her. She watched them, reading their spirits, seeing who had grown a
little more sensitive to the magic pervading the entire town, and who had let their ideas of success
and their goals for the future make them a little less aware than the last time they had visited
her.

    Despite being so late into the school calendar, there were always a handful of students who
hadn't come out to visit Divine's yet, and their amazed, confused, fascinated reactions amused her.
The ones who shriveled up a little inside themselves as they walked through the shop and sensed
the magic waiting to burst out, the thin spots where otherness tried to come through--those
particular students made her want to cry a little more than usual, when she saw someone resist the
call of magic. If they would listen and open their eyes and other senses to the wonder around them,
the potential for magic in their lives, they could embark on amazing, fulfilling lives.

    But there were always a few who sensed the silent song of magic, and resisted, closing their
ears and souls to it. They wouldn't come back to Divine's again this school year, and they likely
would transfer to another college next year. Saying no in their spirits to Divine's Emporium
changed them in some way, so that living within the boundaries of Neighborlee became like itching
powder constantly sifting through their clothes, or a mosquito hum by their ear. They would flee
the irritation. As always, witnessing this pivotal moment in those strangers' lives and knowing how
they would choose broke Angela's heart. Yet today, for some reason, it hurt more than ever.

       As if she had witnessed someone precious to her make the same choice, repeatedly.
Destiny broke the rules to offer the chance and choice, again and again through the centuries, and
yet he--she was sure the person was a he--kept saying no, growing colder and more
calloused and deaf as the years ground on.

    Angela's thoughts and her heart skittered away from that knowledge. She threw herself
into laughing and teasing with her friends among the students, pointed out new treasures she had
brought into the shop, and listened to her regular customers talk about plans for the rest of their
break, or term papers they were working on.

    She almost forgot about her dreams by the time she closed up the shop and went upstairs
to make dinner. The warmth of the spring day had collected in her apartment. After opening the
windows and turning on the ceiling fans, she decided the heat wouldn't dissipate fast enough to suit
her. She made a salad and a fresh batch of iced tea and went out into her garden to enjoy the soft
breezes coming up the slope from the Metroparks.

    "Where are you?" she whispered, startling herself.

    Where had that thought come from? Who had she been talking to?

    The aching feeling inside her hinted at memories she had either put away for the sake of
self-preservation...or she had lost altogether. But how could that be? Taking a deep breath to brace
herself, Angela moved backwards in her memories, investigating that disturbing dream from the
night before. Perhaps the answer was there? She tried to see the knight's features inside the
shadows of his helmet, tried to make out the colors of the garden, anything that would give her a
stronger clue to where and when, if this was nothing but a dream, or a valid memory. And if a
memory, why had she put it so far away in her mind that she had forgotten it?

    More important: Why was it coming back to her now? What magic was at work, sifting
through the images filling her memories from her very long, full life, attempting communication in
those pictures? Friendly magic, warning her? Or inimical magic, attempting to paralyze her with
fear, or distract her from something she needed to sense so she could protect against it?

    A queasy ripple in the net protecting the shop yanked Angela out of her thoughts. Her heart
leaped as she looked around. The shadows had grown long all around her, like cold, dark hands
reaching from the night to enfold her. Her hands and knees shook faintly as she hurried to gather up
her dishes and go back into the shop. That shiver of fear bothered her more than the sudden
certainty that something was out there in the darkness, watching her.

    Worse was the realization that she had lost all sense of time and location, just long enough
to be terrified. Which was ridiculous. She had done it to herself. Hadn't she?

    "Enough," she scolded herself, and settled in the main room of the shop to calm down and
regain...

       She had actually lost her ever-present awareness of the magic woven through the
shop, hadn't she?

    That resolved her. No matter how it irritated her, like a rough edge on a tooth, she would
ignore the dream of the knight from now on. She couldn't afford to be so distracted, to let go of her
hold on the many threads of magic that fed in from all over the town, the county, the state, some
even from the other side of the world, as well as all the many dimensions that found their nexus
point within the walls of Divine's Emporium. If she had chosen not to think about him, then
obviously it was for a good, logical reason. This momentary lapse of hers was proof of that.

       Angela stepped over to the Wishing Ball and stared into the dark, swirling, metallic
rainbows covering its surface. She could almost laugh at how she hesitated to touch one of her tools
and regain her inner balance and the link with the shop. The important thing was to figure out
what was happening, exactly. Then she could figure out why. Did the weakness come
from within her, something awakening, or as Maurice had so eloquently put it, was the attack
coming from outside? An old enemy who had been temporarily defeated again? Was it Big Ugly, the
dimensional invader that had tried to come up from underneath the town before, or a new
invader?

    Closing her eyes, Angela cupped both hands and rested them on the upper curve of the
Wishing Ball. She sent her awareness into the foundation, down through the three levels of the
cellar that no one knew about. Except perhaps Maurice. She was pretty sure he didn't know the
shop itself had dug those two levels below the original cellar.

       Then she searched all the slits in the walls of the shop, checking each dimensional
doorway, assessing the condition of each extra room that appeared as there was need, inventorying
each storage niche that let her stash items against future need or quickly put dangerous elements
out of reach of the innocent. One by one, she examined each room, brushing mental fingers over the
contents, taking the opportunity to flick magical debris into the collection bags, where it
could grow and strengthen to the point it would react to wishes and the pure belief and dreams of
children. Or those of every age who believed in magic.

    Angela sensed the open door in the attic before her eyes flicked open and she looked into
the Wishing Ball, and saw the two shadowy forms.

    "Distraction," she muttered, and dashed for the stairs. A swirl of winkies gathered around
her and lifted her up four stairs for every step she took.

    Why were the invaders in that particular attic, with the paintings? If enemies were to try to
steal from Divine's Emporium, she would expect them to go for the libraries, then the room beyond
the triple-sealed dimensional slit that held all the solidified spells.

    Whoever had broken into the shop while her awareness was elsewhere was either doing
this on a hit-or-miss basis, or they operated on partial knowledge. Or worse, they were dilettantes,
playing with their untrained, undisciplined, perhaps newly discovered powers, seeing what they
could do, with no goals in sight. And no concept of the ripple effect of any magic that was
performed, no idea that the power they used had to come from somewhere, and then dissipate to
somewhere else. And if they had even an inkling, they didn't care. That made them more dangerous
than the worst enemies who had ever tried to infiltrate, steal from, or overpower Divine's
Emporium.

    "It's no use," she said, and gathered the winkies around her hands. She wouldn't
    attack--she had no need to attack. Sometimes the best offense was a good defense. "Whatever you're
looking for, you won't be able to leave once you find it."

    "Didn't find nothing." The sullen, rasping voice came from the darkness of the attic.

    Angela flinched when a ripple of amber-tinted light momentarily broke the blackness. She
thought she saw an outline of an arm. What was the invader doing in there, to make the paintings
restless?

    "Come out before I have to call the police."

    "Ain't no cops gonna believe what's going on in here," a second voice responded, just as
sullen, but about an octave higher.

    "You're not from around here, are you?" Angela thought of Gordon Preebe, one member of
the Neighborlee police who wasn't freaked out by the strange and unearthly.

       Not just because he was a member of Lanie Zephyr's Star Trek club, but because
he had been part of saving the town the last time Big Ugly, as Maurice called the invader, had
awakened and tried to emerge. If she called Gordon for help, he would keep it secret from his
superiors and come up with a good cover story that the guilty parties wouldn't be able to
break.

    Something scraped, wood on wood. Then something else creaked. Angela shivered,
imagining those foolish invaders trying to take a painting down from the wall where it had been
securely nailed--with nails as well as magic--to tame it. Or lifting a painting from a pile where the
layering of different paintings kept them in control, battling each other instead of spilling their
malevolence or unrestrained magical influence into the world. Or worst of all, prying open a crate
and letting a painting be touched by light. It didn't matter if it was the light of day, a light bulb in the
ceiling, or a flashlight, any touch of light would provide enough energy to generate a reaction
someone wouldn't like.

       If she could have, Angela would have destroyed every painting in her attic. Most could
only be destroyed by an expenditure of power that would drain her of all magic, and perhaps
Divine's as well. And then where would the world be? She thought the explosion of ghosts from the
detention grid in the first Ghostbusters movie was a pale echo of what could happen, as
dozens of dimensions and doorways and realities collided in the frail wood and stone and glass
shell of her shop.

    A louder thud yanked her from her thoughts, along with a definitely pained yelp from two
throats. She silently scolded herself for being distracted yet again. What was wrong with her?

    "Hey, something fell over on me." That was the first voice. "Help?"

    Angela silently commanded the winkies to go into the attic ahead of her. At the very least,
they could provide light.

    After a few moments, she followed the winkies, braced to duck and dodge, if the intruders
tried to throw something at her or grab hold of her. The winkies coated the sloping sides of the roof
and a soft, pale blue and gold light grew, dispelling the shadows more with every step she took. To
her momentary amusement, several crates holding the less fussy, temperamental paintings, had
indeed fallen over, trapping those forms dressed all in black, with black ski masks. They had to be
sweaty in those getups.

    The winkies flared, their light shifting to red. In warning.




Chapter Two

    Angela turned, reacting to the flicker of movement behind her. Too late, she sensed a third
intruder. Something hissed even as she caught sight of a black arm emerging from the shadows.
Silver spray filled the air, and then fire coated her face. She staggered, holding her breath, enfolded
in a swarm of winkies that wiped away the pepper spray before it could blind her.

    Hands grabbed her, yanked her around, sent her toppling. Her knees hit a low crate and
sent her spinning sideways. She grabbed hold, one-handed, to a flat wooden bar as her face hit
something that evaporated like cotton candy in a rainstorm.

    Angela kept falling, twisting sideways, turning as she grappled at the wooden bar. Her hip
slid over the same thin surface she held onto, then her backside. Her other flailing hand caught the
wood and she jerked as her momentum kept her turning and falling. Her arm muscles screamed as
her legs swung out over nothingness, but instinct kept her holding onto the bar.

    Not a bar, but the frame of a painting.

       The question was which painting she had fallen through.

    There were some stored in this attic in which no Human could survive for more than a few
minutes. Just because Angela wasn't quite Human anymore didn't mean she had any kind of
advantage.

    Fire settled into the sockets of her shoulders. She had strained something. Her hands felt
slick, and she suspected she had cut her palms on the edge of the painting. Common sense said to
hold still, that she would only increase whatever damage had been done to her arms, if she tried to
maneuver around and climb back over the painting frame. Quite frankly, she had never been the
athletic type, and she doubted her ability to swing her legs up even if she hadn't been hurt. Better to
wait.

    And pray that there was nothing unfriendly down below her in the painting, waiting for
someone to drop in for a snack.

    Or worse... Something waiting for the door to be held open, so to speak, synching the
timeframes between Earth and whatever magical dimension this was, so it could escape. Her hands
holding onto the frame, piercing the barrier that merely looked like canvas and paint, kept that
doorway open. Even if she couldn't swing herself back up and through to her attic, that didn't mean
something else couldn't find purchase in her clothes and use her as a ladder to get up and out.

    "Please." She tipped her head back to look around.

    As long as she held onto the frame, she kept in contact with the attic and stayed locked into
the timeline of Divine's Emporium and Neighborlee, Ohio. The winkies fluttered and sparkled in
rapid strobing flashes, up and down the spectrum. The gossamer skin of the painting kept them
from following her, just like it kept Maurice out when he was in his reduced form. Even though they
couldn't cross over, Angela knew they could still hear and see her.

    "Get help."

* * * *

    "Best part of the day." Maurice sighed in weary pleasure and contentment, as he scooted
over on the bench seat on the ferryboat's top deck. The engines groaned and made the boat shudder
as it pulled away from the docks of South Bass Island. Behind them, the lights of the long slope
down to the docks. Before them, the churning darkness of Lake Erie.

    "Even though the wind is rising and the waves are getting bigger? And we're out in the
middle of all that dark, cold water? And you can't swim?" Holly squealed when he pressed his lips
against the ticklish spot under her ear.

    "I warned you before. Torment the poor magic-less guy, you pay the penalty," he growled
with unconvincing malice.

    "I surrender!" She wriggled sideways on the bench. Maurice sat between her and the aisle,
so all she could do was press closer against the railing and look over the side of the ferry at the
water.

    Maurice groaned in luxurious contentment, enjoying this mortal exhaustion--not just
because he knew it was as temporary as his full-sized body--and looked out over the dark, rolling
expanse of the lake, trimmed by the lights of the mainland docks gleaming in the dusk in the
distance. Evening had come far too soon. He wondered what sort of psychological explanation there
was for the fact that the closer he got to the end of his two years of punishment, the faster the days
of freedom sped by. Shouldn't the time slow down, like molasses in a winter that kept getting
colder?

    "Hey." Holly cupped his cheek. "I know what you're thinking."

    "Nah. I mean, you spend enough time around magic, it starts to sink in and do things to
your genetics, but no way you can read minds by now."

    "Idiot." She mock-slapped his cheek once, a tap that told him how much she ached for him.
"I know you're thinking about the time. We have a long drive ahead of us to get home, once we
reach the docks. Too bad we have to spend the last of our day driving."

    "If I had my magic, I could fold the distance and get us home in like five minutes. But if I had
my magic, we wouldn't have the deadline."

    "It's okay." She slid her hand around his neck, her fingers weaving through the curls that
brushed the collar of his T-shirt. "We have all the time in the world in our dreams."

    "Now you're the idiot, babe," Maurice groaned, and slid his arms around her to draw her up
onto his lap. "I know how much it hurts you, knowing it's not real."

    "Not as much as it used to when I thought I was insane." She sighed and let him cradle her,
and nestled her cheek into his collarbone. "I can remember now. That makes all the difference in
the world."

    "I just wish... Sometimes I think I'd trade all my magic, permanently, to be able to be here
with you full-time. You know?"

    "Don't give up on magic just yet. Angela got you parole four times a year. She'll find a way
for us to be together, even though I don't have a lick of magic in my blood."

    "Honey, there are all kinds of magic--believe me, 'cause I'm an expert--and I'll testify you
have the best kind of magic of all."

    "Uh, sorry." A blur of green and yellow sparks coalesced on the bench across the aisle from
them and turned into Guber, one of Maurice's Fae friends who had decided to move to Neighborlee.
Mostly to hide out from some lunatic fringe elements who wanted to force him to take the Fae
throne. "Got an emergency over at Divine's."

    "Like what?"

    "We don't know, but the winkies came for every Fae in town, and we can't get into the
building and we can't make contact with Angela." Guber shook his head, making his tangled hair fly,
and his big brown eyes got bigger, sadder. "The protective net just gets nasty when we ask it to let
us through. Like it doesn't believe we're friendly." He held out his hands. "Gonna be fast and kinda
bumpy."

    "Go for it." Maurice grabbed Guber's hand, and with his free hand reached for Holly.

    She had spent enough time with him and learning about magic, she didn't need any
prompting. She grabbed hold of his hand and Guber's.

    "Here we go. Hold your breath and close your eyes if you get spacesick," Guber said with a
grin.

    Maurice was relieved when Holly obeyed right away, though there was no way she could
be sure she got spacesick, since she had never been in zero-G and never traveled through N-space.
Then he decided, since he was in a fully mortal, magic-less body, he might be smart not to take that
risk himself. He closed his eyes just before the first kaleidoscope of electric green and red light
reached out to grab him.

    Ten seconds later, the light stopped leaking through under his eyelids and Guber let go.
Maurice carefully opened his eyes and saw they had landed in the back garden of Divine's
Emporium. Lori and Brick were there, and Bethany and Harry, and Lori's friend, Epsi, who was
working with Guber on tracking down some problems with tainted chocolate getting into the Fae
realms. Maurice reached out and caught hold of Holly, just before her knees folded. For a few
seconds there was a fuss as he led her to the cluster of lawn furniture under the grape arbor that
was just starting to get its first haze of green leaves, and got her seated on the chaise.

    "Hey, where's the party?" Lanie Zephyr called, just before she wheeled around the corner,
followed by her talented friends, Felicity, Kurt, and Jane.

    Maurice grinned when he realized Lanie's wheels didn't quite touch the ground, which was
a good thing, because maneuvering the wheelchair through the damp, springtime grass would have
been a struggle. Whoever thought of bringing them in had been smart. Whatever problem was
keeping the other Fae locked out of Divine's might respond to non-Fae magic--if that was the right
name for the talents Lanie and her friends possessed. They still weren't sure if they were from
another planet, another dimension, another time, or really were escapees from a Nazi breeding
experiment.

    "Who called you?" Lori asked, as the group got situated in the chairs and on the grass, all
facing the back of the big old Victorian house-turned-shop.

    "Your little firefly friends got Stanzer and Dawn's trans-dimensional buddies all riled up.
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