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    To all our dedicted and loyal fans - 


We write these just for you.


(Do get your bonuses at the end of this story...)
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ONE YOUNG WOMAN - while out on a simple hike, becomes trapped by a sudden storm in a long-forgotten mine. Then finds herself dressed for a ball in the middle of a snowy wilderness.

A young single rancher - who rescues a young newborn calf, only to find himself tricked into meeting elemental spirits - who tell him he invited them.

And now she has to rescue him - or did those elementals create this scene as a trick? What do these spirits actually want from them?

Between these two are several mysteries, and the couple meet in a snow-covered supernatural wonderland. They find their unique talents and abilities pit themselves against all-powerful elemental spirits - to survive, and maybe fall in love. If they can overcome being spelled into romantic scenarios against their wishes...

Will they ever return to the lives they knew before?

Not the way they started out that morning, anyway.
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WHY I WAS OUT HERE no longer mattered. More important was just living to make it back – if that was still an option.

The storm came in faster than expected. Being up on the side of that mountain left me exposed to the fickleness Mother Nature shows at times. While I was prepared for a lot, being buried under two feet of suffocating snow wasn't something to live through and tell your children. Even if you wanted the morbid experience of it.

Some people like to say snow was a blanket. But nothing you'd ever wrap yourself in. Unless you wanted to die. The only other option was to keep moving. Moving. My feet and my staff as an extra leg. One step, then next. Move staff. Next.

My memory said there was an old mine just ahead, somewhere along this overgrown and slide-filled trail. This I got from all that map-study while the rest of the crew laughed at me during their endless poker games. The games those men played all through long winter waits under weather like this. 

Memory isn't something the worst storm could suck out of you. Even though those storms screamed the snow, dirt, and leaves past you while dropping visibility to a doubtful If. 

Through all that blowing snow and trash, at last a darker shadow and unnatural, straight crack told me I'd found it.

When I pushed through the icy gales up against that old mine entrance, I realized my bad luck just got even worse. The heavy rusted door had been propped open with a 6-inch wood log, someone's leftover firewood. No telling how long ago it had been like that. Those hinges now weathered and corroded. 

Moving a three-inch thick door made of heavy dark oak and ruddish-black cast iron worried me. The door looked to fill an actual opening big enough to drive a semi-trailer-truck into. What made the job even harder was the lack of any little jack-door for maintenance access. 

The next job was opening the entire huge span, or nothing.

This little girl had her work cut out for her. It was either get myself inside or literally die trying.

The wind hadn't helped as it was pushing like some defensive lineman against everything I was trying. Straight against that wide, thick door. 

Squeezing through that thin 6-inch opening would have been possible in a t-shirt and jeans. I wasn't built like some lumberjack. (And the guys always commented how I was so thin I could get blown away life a leaf in the wind. But they had to close their dropped jaws when they saw this "leaf" scamper up a spotting tower faster than any of those over-built muscle-bounds could.)

Right now, I was also swaddled with all this insulated parka, sweaters thick and thin, plus insulated ski overalls. Nothing was coming off just to get me inside. Too damned cold for that.

So it was push, squeeze, gasp, push. I did throw my rucksack ahead, just inside to commit me. I had to get out of this turned-horrible weather before I froze. The picture of me being frozen while stuck half-way in or out of that doorway made me push a little more. 

At a break in the gusts, the door somehow creaked and gave just a bit and I was in. 

Stumbled, fell clumsily inside, something hard against my ribs. Hands just keeping my face from a rocky impact. Breath knocked out of me. 

The darkness was then made almost complete as the very next gust slammed that door back on its iron frame with an echoing BOOM. 

- - - -
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MY EYES ACCLIMATED to tell me there was a tiny little light left seeping around the iron door frame at the opening. The 6-inch firewood that used to hold that door open was now down to a very flat half-inch. Rotted. Now only a pulped mess.

If these 2-3 inches of snow-turned-blizzard then built into iced-over three-foot drifts, I might not be going out that way for a very long time. And time wasn't on my side in a pitch-black hell's backside mining cave.

So I sat back against the door and felt it shudder with the wind gusts. 

The smell wasn't bad in here at least. Enough air had been circulating at the opening to keep it dried out. And the cave wasn't going to get much colder than it already was, which was well above freezing. I could see water drops on the waterproofed legs of my ski overalls. In this light, they were lighter than the pitch-black hole that pushed in on them. But not lighter by much.

Getting more light was my next job. There was a pen-flashlight attached by its own carabiner to the rucksack. I turned it on first, then unclipped it from the 'sack and re-clipped it to my glove. Dropping one of those in a vast darkness would mean taking off gloves to pat around in unknown gloom. I wasn't prepared to stick my fingers into bat guano or Gawd-knows what.

The feeble pen-light did its trick, despite the cold sapping its tiny batteries. I could see around the rucksack - enough to take off my thick gloves and undo the various fastenings that held it shut. 

The first thing to pull out was  a real torch - one of those with "watch your eyes" warnings. Now I could see what I was up against.

It wasn't pretty. 

- - - -
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AT FIRST, THE LIGHT just went straight off for a hundred feet to just pierce the gloom where the ceiling started to slope down. Like I said, you could pull a whole semi with a trailer in here if you could get it up the mountain side. That raised a question of why would it have to be that big, just for mining.

Tucking that torch under an arm, I could see what else was in that rucksack while my hands searched by feeling.

The next item to pull out was an emergency beacon with its GPS tracking signal. My heart sank. Its cracked circuit board was sticking out of the smashed case. A victim of cushioning my fall. So I shoved it back into its pocket with all the bits. Maybe I could fix it later. Maybe.

Cell phone was next. No bars. Not surprising. Plenty of charge, but nowhere to go. With the glittering rock sides of this cavern, it was probably the iron in these mountains and other minerals that kept me isolated here. Even if I was outside in clear weather, cell tower coverage was spotty. Plus that thick metal-framed, garage-sized door wasn't helping any signal. No way to get that phone squeezed through the door frame and around the door. So it too went back into it's secure little pocket. For when I could get outside again.

Sure, I wasn't necessarily going to freeze to death, but it would be a very cold and slow way to end things otherwise. Death by dehydration and starvation more likely. If I didn't get some sort of flu from the mold.
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