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Rainbow Escape

THE END | (Or is it?)

“See the colors forming?” Shaylina turned sideways, calling out loud enough for the words to drift back to Kerbon. He always stayed behind and held his distance as required. How she hated that rule. Their positions mid-Clothesline, mandated their continuous separation which drove her crazy. She wanted to be close to that hot body and those liquid blue eyes. Ohh, her stomach tied into laundry knots at the thought. He was strong and handsome, and so sexy. 

Unfortunately, she knew he mostly saw the back view of her. She’d seen her image in the shimmerpool at Web Central and knew the rear was not her best angle.   

Shaylina tried to turn as much as possible to let Kerbon see her big dark eyes, pouty lips and the fullness of her front curves. Except when the line-police zipped past. She’d had three “Move straight ahead” warnings already and couldn’t afford more.

She spit out a strand of hair and brushed another from her eyes. Her hair constantly whipped against her face as did Kerbon’s to his. The two shared a bond. They were both descendants of the

Mop Mods and were easily identified by their wild golden hair. She knew some tribes looked down on them, viewing them as outsiders, X-Clothers, even though for five generations they had been Clothesline Natives. She and Kerbon knew nothing else. Yet, tales and superstitions drifted along the Clothesline of mysterious and magical places, triggering a secret yearning deep inside Shaylina for more than this gray existence of stone and mist and rules. So many rules.

Now the whisper of color formed in the swirling mist just as they were experiencing a rare moment when the space between and by them was empty. It must be fate.

“Look,” she cried, pointing to the distant hint of blue, pink and violet, a mere iridescent shimmer.

“It’s not real and the rainbow promise is just a myth,” Kerbon called back, laughter in his expression.

“Then test it. I dare you.”

“And get kicked off the line?”Excitement in his tone betrayed his logic.

“If we can’t catch it, no harm is done. We’ll just sway back.”She sensed he shared her temptation.

“Someone will see.”

“No one is here.”She felt her heartbeat thump wildly.“Quick, before it disappears!”

With steady advancement, as gossamer colors coalesced into a rainbow, they moved nearly parallel to it.“Now!” she cried, freeing her harness as she tilted into a wide swing.

For a moment, she hung suspended in the air, then she whammed into a slick slide of colors. Fingers slipping, she gripped the edge and propelled her body up as if to ride the arch. Light blasted her eyes, nearly blinding her. She rode the rainbow in a body surf like a giant wave, not knowing if Kerbon followed. Higher and higher, she dizzily scaled the wave to its pinnacle, then whooshed into a slide downward. Air sucked from her lungs; her stomach lurched as she slid faster and faster. Down, down, down, until a wave threw her upward once more.

Wham! Kerbon slammed into her from behind, his muscular arms immediately wrapping around her waist.“What’s happening?”He leaned into her ear as he spoke, her body ricocheting with the impact of their collision as well as his nearness.

“You’re here,” she breathed, not caring what was happening as long as they were together.

“Yeah, thanks to you.”He didn’t sound thrilled as they dipped into another downward slide.“Where is here and how do we get back?” 

“Isn’t this beautiful?”Gazing around at their exodus from gray mist into glorious shimmering colors, she savored the feel of him close.

“We’re getting far away from Clothesline.”His deep voice throbbed with displeasure, but she throbbed with something else.

The rainbow bucked them upwards again.“Relax and enjoy it.”

“Relax?”With a whoosh they angled back downward.“We’ll probably plunge to our deaths.”

“I thought you were brave,” she said with growing impatience at his negative attitude.“This is an adventure.”

“For you.”

They tilted, zipping around a curve.“What’s that?” Shaylina gasped, seeing a huge creature some distance behind them.

“What?” He looked back, alarm flashing in his eyes. “Whatever it is – it’s chasing us!”

“It’s a monster. ”Heart thundering in her ears, her stomach clenched more from terror than the ride.

“What did you get us into?”Kerbon roared.“Now we’re going to be devoured by an alien monster on a rainbow.”

“It looks fuzzy and so huge. It’s gaining on us!”She hadn’t counted on an alien attack. Had they invaded the creature’s territory? 

“Look out ahead!”

“Huh?”Shaylina rotated back around in time to see rainbow colors swirling in a portal ahead. They were aiming straight for it. Zing. In a heartbeat, she was wrenched out from Kerbon’s arms. Both Mop Mods shot off the rainbow. Flying forward, they tumbled and plummeted through biting shards of colored lights.

Wham. She tumbled into a mountain of softness. Odd socks flew in every direction from her impact. Whap! “Holy laundry!” Kerbon yelled, landing a ways below her.

“You okay?” She crawled down to him, sinking into soxholes of all colors, fabrics and styles as she reached his side.

“No thanks to you.”His blue eyes shot icy fire as he stared back at her.

A loud thud above them, drew their gazes upward. Whoosh. A dark blob blasted through the portal.

“Help! The fuzz monster!” Shaylina shrieked, grabbing onto Kerbon. Phiff! The creature exploded in the air. Socks rained down.  

“Let go of me.” With a hard shrug, Kerbon pulled his muscular arm from her death-hold. “It’s just another pile of socks. What is this? Laundry hell?”

“It’s a soxhole.” She started to laugh, her sides hurting as she flicked socks off her head and shoulders.“I wasn’t sure those magical portals really existed.”

Kerbon glared at her. 

“You know—the place the mate of your socks disappear to when you do the wash?”

He stared, his mouth drawn into a firm line as he folded arms across his broad chest.

“You’re saying that we sacrificed our careers and practically our lives to find mismatched socks?”

“Haven’t you ever lost one sock from a pair?”

He grunted.

“It happens to Clothesline Natives in the laundry sector all the time. People say – oh, you weren’t careful and lost it.” She huffed, “Well, now we know better.” Ignoring Kerbon’s disdain, she glanced around at the huge mountain surrounding them. Sky shimmered a gorgeous aqua above and the air smelled sweet as fabric softener.“This could be worth a fortune.”

“Thief!”Hollered a squeaky voice from below.

Shaylina gazed down to see a small, curly-eared little guy aiming some type of silver weapon at them.“Get off of my mountain. Surrender!”

Next to him bounced another little guy, waving his arms frantically in the air.“Obey the Chief! No one steals from Sockland!”

“We aren’t stealing anything. We just landed here,” Kerbon defended. Awkwardly, rising to his feet as the socks surrounding him shifted. His large size made the little guys below step back several paces.

The weapon re-aimed, targeting Kerbon as if he were a mud-devil.“We heard talk of the fortune you could gain. You cannot fool us.”

“Yes, yes,” the other blustered.“You cannot fool us.”

“We fell off a rainbow onto your mountain,” Shaylina explained, afraid the men were all escalating the situation.“We’re Clothesline Natives.”

“No, you are not.” The Chief’s cheeks reddened, puffing out as he swerved the weapon to point at her, then back to Kerbon. He moved it back and forth until she took pity on him and stood up to hang onto Kerbon. At least, that allowed the little chief guy to aim at them together, otherwise his weapon might go off while he whipped it back and forth.

“You are not! You are not!” echoed the other one, hopping from one foot to the other in excitement.

“We are, too, Clothesline Natives.”Shaylina clung tightly onto Kerbon’s strong arm as the socks shifted beneath her feet.

“Not! Not!” cried the other little guy again.

“Not,” repeated the chief.“I know how Clothesline Natives look. You do not resemble them.”  

“Ohh?”Shaylina felt impatience rise within her. Even in this strange place they were not accepted as Clothesline Natives.“So how should we look?”

“I have a picture. Come with me.” The chief raised his weapon higher.

“Obey,” commanded the other, rating a side glare from Chief.

“Why not?” Resignation vivid, Kerbon attempted walking down the mountain. Socks slipped, flipped and skidded out from under his feet. Unbalanced and undignified, he landed on his butt and slid the rest of the way on his rear.

Restraining a giggle at Kerbon’s bumpy descent, Shaylina agreed, “Can’t stay up here, anyway.”She sat and pushed with her arms until she slid to the bottom, landing beside him.

“March,” ordered the chief, who circled behind them with the weapon when they stood, shaking off socks.

“March. Chief Ovon has ordered you to march.” The other guy scrambled wide around them to his boss, shooting nervous glances their way.

“March?” Chin up as she stepped forward, Shaylina turned to look back at the little guys. “I prefer to walk.” 

“Where are we going?” Kerbon demanded, falling into step alongside her.

“Silence.” The little chief poked his weapon into Kerbon’s back. Well, lower back.

Kerbon stiffened.“You don’t have to treat us like prisoners.”

“We are prisoners,” Shaylina whispered to him.

“Ouch,” he yelled, getting poked again. He motioned toward her. “She said that. Not me.”

“Oh, you’re such a wimp ball.”Shaylina couldn’t believe this side of Kerbon’s personality. He’d always appeared so strong and fearless. And why not? Nothing ever tested him before. Well, he was getting tested now. They both were.

As they trekked along, she gazed around at weird multicolored huts. The dwellings seemed to undulate in the breeze. That intense brightness must still be affecting my sight. Her stomach growled. Hunger pains. They’d missed mid-meal. Maybe they’d be offered some food soon? Hopefully, it’d be editable. Colors splashed brightly everywhere in this strange place. Small, curly-eared people stopped to stare at them. Shaylina found herself staring as they
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