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WHEN I WOKE UP THIS morning, I felt like falling in love.

Something had happened in my dreams, while I was sleeping. I'd only gotten away from my spell-protected farm for a little bit. 

Just going to find some wild fruit in season, and maybe to pick a bouquet of wild flowers to brighten up my farm house. 

And then I found a tiny oasis of green ferns and blue flowers that was growing in the deep footprint of the troll I'd recently vanquished. 

Stepping forward carefully, I moved to investigate it. Only to find my self a little too relaxed by the flower's scent, and then - asleep.

I should have paid better attention. But when I woke, I was smitten. And needed to find that "one lover who was meant only for me" - in spite of anything else.

Strange, unnatural, weird. Even for a witch-in-training like me.
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MY HEAD ACHED. AND I was groggy. But all I wanted to do was to find that "certain someone" where I could go and "live happily ever after."

No, of course it didn't make sense. I'd gone out for wild fruit and flowers and now found myself stumbling back through the pasture gate to my own farm. 

Somewhere back there I had left my basket, and one of my shoes. I'd probably have left more clothes back there if they weren't tied on so well. Because right now, I didn't care. 

All I felt like I wanted to do was to change into my go-to-town clothes and walking shoes so that I looked presentable to that certain mystery someone who was out there waiting for me to find him. My own "Prince Charming."

In my own mind, I was rebelling at this. That male nymph, Trimble, had been quite enough for me. Not that it ever went anywhere. Couldn't. He was a friend, and smart, and cute. And that's about as far as it went. I had my farm to take care of, and romance was a distant concern.

Of course, in human form, he loved my craft beer. And drank all I had. But he had his job and I had mine. The twain was never going to meet on those two. But I got him to train me as much as he could. And while he doted on me, that was never going to work out – not as some deep relationship with smooching and carrying-on like that. 

This conflict between my mind and my heart caused me to pause in my walking, and find that my sock-only foot was now drenched and cold, and gritty feeling. Probably ruined that sock. So what was I really doing and how did I get into this?

Then my heart took over and pushed my sensible mind back into some distant corner where it couldn't interfere. And a dreamy look came over my face as I started moving again toward the house where my best clothes and even perfume were waiting for me.

I didn't have time for anything except finding my "true love" and going wherever he wanted, so we could have an ever-after like we both deserved. That's all my heart told me. 

Meanwhile, that nagging thought just glowered in its corner, waiting a chance to take over and change my mind - if I ever gave it the slightest chance...
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BETH HAD BEEN DOING pretty good in her witch training, despite having no mentor to help her. And I was so busy, all I could do was to leave her a couple of spell books written in Elvish.

Sure, I was looking for someone I could persuade, connive, or simply trick into being a bona-fide trainer for her, but no luck. It seemed that even as powerful as Beth was natively, trainers were in short supply, and often had their own "dojo's" or schools where they could take several students at a time. And usually only children, never full grown, gorgeous women.

OK, I was biased. And of course, the female half was always a weak spot for me. But it wasn't my fault I was born a nymph. Like it wasn't Beth's fault that she was so darned good looking. 

At least I didn't mind being around her, or setting other work aside to make time for her. And I also dropped in more frequently than not, in between other dire emergencies, just to check on her progress.

So maybe I wasn't working to get a trainer for her as much as I could. Maybe.

- - - -
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WHEN I DROPPED IN ON Beth, she was all dressed up with a very nice blue satin dress that exposed a bit of ankle, her hair was done up beautifully, and she was even wearing makeup.  She was looking over the one pair of dress shoes she had and trying to decide what to spell them into - what color, what size heels, pumps or laces - you know the problems that shoes give to women.

The only thing odd about the scene was that this was so very unlike Beth. She ran a farm, worked with her hands, and was on the go all day long. Going to town was something she only planned for festivals a few times each year. Or taking livestock to auction - neither required that she dress up like she was going to a dance, or a royal reception. I thought at first she had been hexed. But I didn't think anything could get by her farm shield.

"Hey Beth."

She dropped her shoes in surprise, looked at me with wide eyes, and made a gesture like a wand was supposed to fly into her hand.

"Whoa. It's me, Trimble. And since when did you start using a wand?"

Beth blinked. "I don't - I mean, I haven't - I mean, why wouldn't I?" Then she frowned. "What do you want now, Trimble?"

I looked at her poutey lips, and fists now on each hip with her elbows out akimbo - and thought only how gorgeous she was.

"What are you all dressed up for? Someone send you an invitation?"

Again, she made that request for a wand. "I said - what do you want, Trimble? Can't you see I'm busy?"

"On your way to town?"

"And if I am, what does it mean to you? Jealous, maybe?"

I had to smile at that. "Hardly. I respect you too much to fall in love with you, regardless of how you are the most beautiful farm girl I've ever met."

Beth batted her eyes for a little bit. Now I knew she was hexed. But then she glowered at me.

"What do you mean you won't fall in love with me? Well, that's fine. I'm not waiting for you anyway. Imagine, me falling in love with a tiny nymph. Huh!" She bent down and picked up her shoes and decided. They turned into shiny black medium-heel lace-up boots. And then made a gesture and they appeared on her feet, laced tight and ready for use.

"Well who is this mystery guy you are going to meet?"

"None of your beeswax, bub. He's in town and that's where I'm heading. So you can just shimmer out somewhere else and get out of my way. I'm probably late now, no thanks to you." She picked up a hand mirror to check her hair. Then pushed up her bust and gestured another spell to cinch up her undergarments to expose a few more curves of her bust.

I could hear her breath exhale as everything tightened. And her face became a bit red - until she waved her dress and underthings a bit looser.  Satisfied with her reflection, now that she could breath again, she set the hand mirror down. Her practiced smile again became a frown toward me.

"What are you still doing here?"

"Just leaving Beth. Anything I can do to help you get to town?"

She reached over and plucked one of the Elvish spell books out, then threw it at me. I caught it just before it hit my nose.

"Find me a locater spell. An easy one. That will make help me. But I don't need your help getting to town, I already know that spell."

She picked up the mirror and started practicing her smile again.

I undid the lock and it flipped open to her request. Which was odd, since the book was set to answer her requests. All she needed to do was open it, like I did. Something was wrong here.

So I tested my suspicions. I handed her the book, open-faced toward her. "Here. Just what you wanted." 

Beth grabbed the book out of my hands and then shoved it back. "You know I can't read Elvish, what kind of trick is this? Make yourself useful - read it to me."

"Beth, you've been able to read and even speak Elvish almost since I met you."

"Have not. Druid, yes. Norse, yes. Elvish - come on. Quit teasing and simply read me the spell."

That then gave me a clue to what had happened. Not just hexed, she'd been transfixed with a complete, new identity. 

- - - -
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“YOU ARE REALLY A PIECE of work. Always have been. You're always setting me up and then leaving – not anything a human could
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