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“What could Steve want?” Jane wondered, nearing the college on a mountain bike. Pine scented the crisp air. “I hope this isn’t like the ninth grade where he proved himself to some kids. Proved himself at my expense.” She shook of the deep rooted stigma and glanced back at her backpack. “Well at least it won’t be a complete waste. I can return this book to the library.”
Jane neared the all but deserted parking lot where Steve parked his Mustang. He stood beside the red car with a dark haired beauty’s arms wrapped around his waist.
“Who’s with him?” Jealous, Jane wondered, “A girlfriend?” She stopped her bike two parking spaces from his. “Listen to me. As if we’ve been friends since that night in the ninth grade. We might have been childhood buddies, but he hates me now. Hates Plain Jane.” She looked to the woman with him, who in turn winked at her. Jane reddened unsure if the mysterious woman flirted with her or mocked her. Jane got off the bike and pushed down the kick stand. “Steve.”
“Jane!” The college quarterback lifted his arms in counterfeit welcome. “I’m so glad you came.” He wore his letterman. “I didn’t think you would.”
“Yeah, pathetic me,” Jane muttered and asked, “So what’s so important we had to meet at the Witching Hour?”
“There’s something I need to make amends for.”
“Oh, great,” Jane thought. “Don’t tell me they’re engaged, and he wants to make his past right so that he can go forward with his future. Please, don’t tell me he’s going to ask forgiveness so he’ll look good.” She frowned. “If he does, I’m going home.” Jane stepped closer and asked, “Make amends? Make amends for what?”
Steve laughed. “Make amends to myself of course.” He glared at her. “Make amends for ever being your friend. Plain Jane. With your ordinary brown hair and eyes.”
“An ugly duckling,” the dark haired woman commented with an exotic accent.
“Right.” He chuckled. “You must still love me, right? Why else would you come out here in the middle of the night? I mean I haven’t talked to you in what seven years? Yet here you come running at the slightest hint I want you.”
Even after all this time, his words cut at her. She didn’t know what to say, but, “Isn’t this a waste.” Jane walked back to the bike. “Bye Steve. Don’t call me again.”
“Wait. Wait. Don’t go, I have to introduced my friend, Nancy. You see, she’s very special.”
Jane bowed her head, ashamed of who she was. “Like I said Steve, bye.”
“Plain one, you will want to see this,” Nancy said. “After many years I have finally reached your world and had the good fortune to find this dimwitted man.”
“What?!” Steve blurted as he turned to the dark haired beauty.
Nancy stepped away from him and transformed. Her skin became blue-green and the tips of her ears grew to a point. “Like I said you are a dimwitted man and easily manipulated.” Her eyes turned golden-yellow. “I guess you are like any male.” And her canines grew to fangs. “Driven by the lower brain.”
Jane turned and saw the transformed creature. In the calm night air, Nancy’s hair stood as if a breeze blew it. She chanted something in a foreign tongue, and a black hole appeared in the parking space between them. At first, the opening was the size of a basketball then it grew, engulfing the area between the white lines. The vortex roared with the sound of wind, drawing things into its clutches.
Afraid, Jane backed away. “What are you?”
“I am a Nymph Enchantress, and I want to live in your world. All I have to do is trade a betrayer for my entry.” She pointed to the quarterback with a slender finger. “And he is that toll.”
“What?!” Steve shouted.
The vortex pulled in Jane’s bike.
“Hey! You’re punking me right?” Steve shouted. “You said you wanted to have some fun. That you wanted to see me be mean to some girl that liked me. I did that, so what’s this?!”
Nancy smiled. “Males. They are so easily manipulated. What’s the saying, can’t live with them . . .” She bared her fangs and grabbed his arm. “But you can always eat them!”
Steve screamed like a little girl.
Nancy shook her head. “Such a fine specimen of manliness you are. This world won’t miss you.” With great strength, she threw him into the vortex.
He grabbed the edge and held on. “Help me! Jane help me!”
Without thinking, Jane ran to him, dove to the ground, and grabbed his arm. “I got you!”
“What are you doing?” Nancy screamed. “No, don’t help him. My time is almost up. He has to go in.” The force of the vortex grabbed at the dark haired woman. “No! I don’t want to go back. Not to that world!” The vortex pulled Nancy in as Jane held on to Steve.
“I got you!” Jane pulled him onto the parking lot. “Hang on!”
A hand came out of the vortex and grabbed hold of Jane’s backpack, pulling her in. She held on to Steve. With her free hand, Jane undid the velcro of the single strap, letting the backpack fall into the swirling mass of blackness, but Nancy grabbed her leg. Jane looked to Steve. “Don’t let go!”
Steve cried, “I’m sorry.”
“It’s okay. Everything will be okay. Just pull me out.”
Steve put his other hand to hers. “I’m sorry.” He pried her fingers from his hand. “I’m sorry.”
“No!” Jane screamed as she fell into the hole. Darkness enveloped her as she tumbled through the vortex, and the hole above her closed. Wind rushed past as terror and betrayal suffocated her. She closed her eyes, fearing the end.
Sometime passed . . .
Out of the darkness and fear a voice spoke.
“You loved him, didn’t you?”
Jane opened her eyes. She fell, but at a slower rate. The darkness was gone, and light prevailed around her.
Nancy fell beside her. “You loved him, didn’t you?”
“I . . .” Jane peered around them. They dropped through a large tunnel of rock about a hundred feet wide. “We’re still falling?”
“Yeah, it took me over a year to climb up this thing. This really sucks.”
Jane gazed down and saw more tunnel for what seemed like miles. “So, we’re going to fall for a long time?”
“Yep.”
Jane sighed, knowing there was nothing she could do. “So, I’m going to die?”
“Maybe.” Nancy lay out as if she lounged on a couch and rested her chin on her palm and her elbow on the air. “What about my question? Did you love him?”
Jane glanced at the Nymph Enchantress. “Stupid me. That’s twice he betrayed me.”
“Yeah. Stupid you. He could be the one plummeting instead of us.” Nancy noticed the human’s glum demeanor and chuckled. “Come on. None of that. Cheer up.”
“What?” Jane couldn’t believe it. Was this creature trying to lift her spirits? She thought, “All of this happened so fast. Maybe I’m dreaming. Maybe I’m dreaming, and I’ll wake up just before I hit my bedroom floor.”
“Come on Jane, cheer up.” Nancy shook her gently. “You think you have boyfriend problems . . .”
“I never said he was my . . .”
Nancy went on. “You have to hear this. My first boyfriend Nat, a centaur, talk about your stallions . . .”
“Is this creature talking to me like we’re girlfriends? Here I am freaking out cause at any moment the ground can appear, and we’ll die and here she is lounging around like it's a slumber party.” Jane put a hand to her forehead. “This has to be a nightmare. Wake up.” She pinched her own face. “Wake up!”
One hour later . . .
Nancy sobbed with her arms wrapped around the human. “Nat left me at the alter for some Harpy!” She wailed. “I was so furious I had a witch turn him into a horny toad.”
“There, there.” Jane patted the Nymph’s blue-green back. “It’s okay.” She rolled her eyes as the enchantress blubbered on and thought, “I hate this emotional stuff. I don't know what to do or say. And it freaks me out. I guess it's from not having girlfriends when I was younger. I mostly hung out with the guys and they never did this.”
“He left me,” Nancy wailed. “That stupid horse’s hind end! Can you believe it. He left me!”
Jane replied in a monotone, “No. I can't believe it. Who would ever leave you?” She glanced around, searching for a way to escape the clutches of the Nymph. “Who would want to leave you?”
Nancy continued. “Right, that’s what I keep telling myself. Nat was one love. Betrayal can’t strike one woman more than once in a lifetime, right?”
Jane sighed, thinking, “Please make the torture end.” She answered, “Right?”
“That’s what I thought, but then there was my second boyfriend Todd, a troll.”
Jane wiped her hand over her face and thought, “Kill me now.” She rubbed her throbbing head. “Ground, where are you?”
Three hours later . . .
Nancy finished her second tale, “He left me at the alter and ran off with the same Harpy!”
Jane sat some distance from the Nymph, crossed legged, and in a catatonic state.
Wild eyed, Nancy lifted her finger. “This time I learned! I had the witch turn both of them into horny toads.” She turned to the glassy eyed human. “I’m not boring you am I?”
Jane blinked.
Nancy smiled. “Good. I am feeling much better getting this off my chest. That brings me to my third boyfriend . . .”
One and a half hours later . . .
“Hey! Are you listening,” Nancy snapped. “We’ve cleared the tunnel. Our decent will slow down even more now. You got about ten minutes before you hit the ground.”
Jane snapped out of her daydreaming, the only thing that saved her sanity. “What do you mean? Are you going somewhere?”
“Well yeah. I don’t want to go splat. Anyway, I’ve got wings and now that we’re clear of the tunnel I can use them.” Swirls of light spiraled around Nancy then dark blue wings appeared on the Nymph’s back. “See you later.” She flew off.
“Wait! Don’t leave me!” Jane stretched her hand after Nancy. “I don’t want to die!”
Below on the surface . . .
“I the Great, Powerful, Brilliant, Handsome, Almighty, Sprightly, Foxy, Evil Wizard Orphus . . .” He lifted a slender finger. “Or Great Evil Wizard Orphus for short. . .” He lowered his hand. “Will now take your life Trolf the last of the Giant Bulls of the Western Valley. And as I take your life, I will acquire the Tear of Winds for my very own, and be the most powerful sorcerer on the planet.”
Trolf snorted and stomped the ground with his large hoof. “You and what horde?” Light blue flames engulfed the gray bull’s body. “You boast of your power wizard, but all I see is a blade of grass I will trample.”
The two adversaries stood on a dirt road in the middle of a hilly countryside. A large oak’s leaves swayed gently in the wind. The two faced each other in standard duel setup.
Orphus stroked his long black beard and gave the bull the evil eye. “Nothing can get by my protective shield.” Light glinted off the clear forcefield.
“And no weapon, magic or forged in this world can penetrate my hide.” Trolf snorted steam. “I will run my horns through you wizard!”
Orphus formed a great ball of lightning in his left hand, and the sphere crackled with energy. “Then come cur! Meet your death!”
“I’m not attacking first,” Trolf bellowed. “You go first.”
“Me?!” Orphus shook his head. “I’m not going first. What are you a coward? Attack you oversized rack of ribs!”
“Coward? I’m no coward. You are only trying to get me to go first, well I will not fall for your sorcerer’s tricks.”
Orphus extinguished the lightning ball. “So much for the battle royale. So how are we going to settle this?”
“I don’t know.” Trolf thought for a moment. “We could flip a coin.”
“Good idea.” Orphus peered at the Giant Bull waiting.
Trolf returned his stare. “What are you waiting for idiot wizard? Does it look like I carry a coin?”
“Oh, right.” Orphus felt around his waist for his coin pouch and removed a silver one. “Heads or hooves?”
“Hooves,” replied Trolf.
The wizard flipped the coin high in the air, and both of them looked into a clear blue sky with scattered clouds. The coin shot high into the air.
“Where did it go?” asked Trolf.
“Ahhh . . .” Orphus squinted and shaded his eyes with his hand. “Ahhh . . .”
“Wait,” Trolf shouted. “I see it now. It’s coming down toward me. Wait. That’s not a coin.” He tilted his head. “What kind of thing is that? No matter, nothing can penetrate my hide.”
Crash! The bike from Jane’s world fell on the head of the Giant Bull, killing him instantly. Trolf fell to the ground, tongue hanging out of his mouth. The blue flames his body produced extinguished.
The sudden death of his foe stunned Orphus, then he laughed, “Hah! Your words are as dead as you, Trolf. What a boastful lie, and to think I was afraid to attack you.” The wizard paused. “Did I just say that out loud? No matter.” He glanced around. “No one to hear.” Orphus walked toward the Giant Bull. “Now to take the Tear of Winds. Hah! What did I have to fear? Nothing, not with my protective shield.”
Orphus noticed an odd shadow at his feet and looked up. Smacked! Jane’s backpack with the heavy book inside beaned the wizard. Orphus fell backwards as the screaming woman fell on top of the Giant Bull with a thud!
“Oh,” moaned Jane. “The landing wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be.” She rubbed her bruised butt. “But it still hurts.” Jane examined the area. “What did I land on?” She crawled across the gray hide. “It’s definitely not a witch with ruby shoes.” Jane crawled to its head. “A bull. A big freaking bull!” She screamed. “Get me off this!” She slid down its face and touched the jewel set in its forehead.
The blue Tear of Winds dematerialized from Trolf's head. The jewl reappeared and shrank till it became the size of a pea. Puzzled, Jane looked at the glittering diamond. The Tear of Winds hurled itself at Jane, and she fell off the bull’s head. Thud!
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