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With a yawn, Finn stretched and rolled out of bed. The sun was just coming over the hill to the east, and he realized he’d slept a little later than usual. Groaning as he stood, his body complaining about every one of his sixty-eight years, he walked to the diaphanous curtains that covered the windows, drawing them aside before unlocking the glass doors. He pushed them all open, each door sliding until it hit the next and so forth until all three were folded into the wall. This opened up the twelve feet of the east wall of his bedroom. 

The spring dawn was still a little chilly, and he shivered, his body still warm from the bed. Finn and his late wife had spent a few years in Japan when they were first married, and he loved the open design of Japanese homes. The way they could open the shoji doors and bring the morning inside was a favorite detail he’d never forgotten.

Of course, when designing their forever home, he also had to keep South Dakota winters in mind, so triple pane glass replaced bamboo and hemp.

He slipped on his robe and stepped out onto the deck, enjoying the fresh air. He smiled and was about to turn back into the room and get dressed when his reverie was disrupted by a most annoying voice.

“Mr. Finnegan! Oh, Mr. Finnegan!”

He cringed inwardly and, for the thousandth time, cursed himself for a fool for selling the five acres next to the house. It had been a beautiful wooded lot full of spruce, maple and mulberry, but at the time, felt it necessary to sell some of his thirty acres when the market was high, to pad his retirement.

When his real estate agent offered to buy it outright for his asking price, he’d been a little nervous. So he’d had it written into the contract that it was not to be resold to a developer. Finn had hoped a nice family would buy the entire plot and build something nice on it. Instead, the agent further subdivided the plot himself and built ten homes. The nearest was within spitting distance of his own.

He turned and looked across the four-foot fence at the woman trying gamely to walk across the uneven and weed infested ground in a pair of high heels.

“Mr. Finnegan. Do you have a minute?” the woman asked, waving her left hand that held one of those ridiculous skinny cigarettes.

Finn held up a finger to her in a ‘one moment’ gesture, then disappeared back into the house to retrieve his flip-flops and tighten the cord on his robe.

Without hurrying, he walked down the steps into the dew covered grass. “What can I do for you, Mrs. Gardener?” Gardener  — that’s a laugh. He thought. Their yard was a disaster, with sod laid down right over the uneven post construction ground. Forcing a smile onto his face, he walked across his lawn to the fence. 

The dye-job blonde beamed at him. Her lips were painted in a glossy, fuck-me red, and she wore heavy eye makeup. Her outfit screamed ‘Queen of the Trailer Park’ in leopard print yoga pants and a tight blouse with a plunge neckline. Based on what he’d seen of her sunning herself last summer, her push-up bra was trying hard to make her B-cups look like D-cups.

“You know, Mr. Finnegan, you seem to get more handsome every time I see you!” she winked at him slyly. “You know, if I weren’t a happily married woman ...” she let the thought hang with a grin.

It was all Finn could do to keep from laughing in her face. “Thank you, Mrs. Gardner. I have bacon cooking, and I’m sure you have a busy Friday planned.”

“Oh, yes! Well, what I wanted to ask you was if you could sort of keep an eye on the elf woman we’ve hired to fix up the backyard while she’s working.”

Finn blinked hard. “You hired an elf?”

Mrs. Gardener struck a pose with a cocked hip, with her right hand holding up her left, her cigarette at chin level. “Yes, she came highly recommended. We’re going away for a long weekend, and I was hoping you’d make sure she doesn’t try anything funny, like breaking into the house.”

“You’re leaving her alone for an entire weekend?” he asked with a surprised expression.

The odd woman gave him an ‘are you serious’ expression and let her hands drop. “And let some elf witch seduce my Earl? Of course, we’re leaving. She assured us she’ll do just fine without supervision.”

Again, Finn stifled a laugh. As if another woman would even look at her husband. One of the most phenomenally useless people he’d ever met, Earl, was an ambulance chasing personal injury attorney, fond of risky investments. The man’s atrocious comb-over haircut assured him that Earl had no friends. Because a genuine friend would have told him he wasn’t fooling anyone.

Eager to get the conversation over, Finn nodded. “Yeah, I’ll keep an eye on her.”

Mrs. Gardner sighed deeply. “Oh, thank you, Mr. Finnegan. It’ll be such a weight off our minds. It’s so wonderful having such a caring neighbor as you.”

He stepped away from the fence and gave her a curt wave. “Have a pleasant trip, ma’am.”

She smiled widely. “Will do. You have a good weekend now!” Mrs. Gardener turned and tottered off through the rough grass, and Finn’s eyes fell to her beautifully round ass. The rest of her might be unattractive, but Finn wouldn’t mind seeing that ass wiggling at him, bent over a table.

An elf? The wonders of living in a wellspring, he thought, and not for the first time. 

In 2012, the buzz had been all about the world ending, but no one, not the Mayans, the Incas or even Nostradamus himself, could have predicted what actually had happened.

Magic returned to the world. And not in the ‘oh, isn’t that just magical?’ kind of way, but in a ‘Jesus H. Christ, that’s a fucking dragon!’ kind of way.

In 2012, like water seeping up from an underground spring, magic or what some call ‘life energy’ welled up through the earth in nine locations on the earth. They varied in size across the world, as small as a middling town in the Black Hills of South Dakota or as large as the entire Amazon basin. From areas as populated as the entirety of the British Isles to the wildness of the Great Barrier Reef. When the magic returned, portals from the legendary realm of Faery opened, and suddenly elves, dwarves and all sorts of fae creatures stepped through. The years that followed were interesting, to say the very least.

Finn got dressed and cleaned up before gobbling down a few slices of bacon he’d cooked the day before. For a guy of his age, he was in pretty good shape. His knees and back gave a little trouble now and again, but that was to be expected. His arthritis was manageable with a Tylenol or two.  

Around nine, he backed old Daisy out of the garage and got out his bucket and hose. Washing his prized 1973 Plymouth Scamp was something he enjoyed. The old girl had given him decades of service, and he’d kept her even when a more family friendly vehicle had been necessary. He’d thought about selling the sky blue two-door when the kids were born, but his beloved Moira had convinced him to just garage her and keep her, citing all the wonderful memories the two had shared in the car. Heck, it was even pretty likely his oldest had been conceived in the back seat.

As things turned out, it had been a stroke of luck that they had kept her, because when the wellspring rose, everything with modern computer electronics would no longer work. Ever. Just like that, the town of Beuford, South Dakota, was suddenly reverted to 1977. Which, if he was forced to admit it, suited Finn just fine.

Thus, Finn was outside when two things happened. First a dump truck came rolling down the street and dropped a load of topsoil in the middle of the Gardener’s driveway and second, a little Datsun pickup rolled up in front of the house, with its rusty bed filled with gardening tools and the cutest little blue-haired elf woman he’d ever seen popped out of the cab.

Standing in his driveway with his mouth open and a damp chamois in his hand, the elf woman saw him immediately and waved with a big smile. She was just a few inches taller than five feet, and her pale yellow sundress tapered and flared to accentuate her delightful curves. She was barefoot, and her hair was the same blue color as county fair cotton candy. All at once he wondered if he licked her, whether she would taste as sweet.

She appeared quite young, like a woman in her mid-twenties, despite her finely pointed ears that he found quite adorable. He’d read that elves live many hundreds of years in their home realm of Faery, making her age impossible to guess.

He felt his pulse race when she walked up to him with a lovely open expression, and she bounced on the balls of her feet as she stopped, which made her full breasts bounce enticingly.

“You must be Mr. Finnegan!” She held out her hand for him to shake. “I’m Birdiliphescentie! But you can just call me Birdie!”

Finn just stood there, blinking at the effervescent woman for several seconds in amazement until her smile began to wane, and he realized how rude he was being. “Oh, I’m sorry, you’re just ... well, you’re ...” Tired of stammering, he reached out and shook her petite hand. “Call me Finn.”

Her wide smile returned. “I’m here to restore the Gardener’s backyard, did you know that?”

The man nodded. “She mentioned you this morning.”

“Good! She told me you might be able to help me move some of this new topsoil,” she said, waving her petite hand towards the driveway.

Finn blinked hard in surprise and frowned. “She did, did she?”

Birdie’s smile flew away. “She said you had a tractor and could help me move the earth into the backyard after I take down that bit of fencing. The ground is dreadful back there.”

His frown deepened. “That woman is a pain in my ass,” he said with a growl in his voice. “Just because someone has a piece of equipment, she thinks it’s communal fucking property.” He pointed across the street. “Todd over there has a plow for his pickup, and she somehow gets him to plow her driveway every winter. I don’t know, maybe she’s blowing him.”

Birdie burst into laughter, and Finn was suddenly embarrassed. “I’m sorry. I have a notoriously foul mouth.”

Birdie bounced on her heels again, drawing Finn’s attention from her expressive face. “Don’t worry about it. I adore honest people. You always know where you stand with them, and you humans are wonderfully different from elves in this way.”

She looked back towards the enormous pile of dirt in the Gardener’s driveway. “I guess I can wheelbarrow it back there, but it’s gonna take a while.”

The thought of this little thing moving four yards of topsoil with a shovel and wheelbarrow made his back ache just thinking about it. “No. No. I’ll go get the old Deere out of the garage.”

He was rewarded with another beaming smile and boob-bounce. “That’s just marvelous. I’ll go see to the fence.”

By the time Finn had finished washing Daisy, Birdie had already
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