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Ten Fantastic Fantasy Tales

A Collection of Short Fantasy Stories

Fiction Short Story Collection Series Book 8

Paul R. Wonning

Description

This collection of ten fantasy short stories in this collection covers the dark, the funny and the scary.

If you need some good stories to tell around the campfire, this eclectic collection of short stories will serve the purpose. Inside this short fantasy collection, you will find funny fantasy, spooky fantasy and dark tales. 
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Benny, Benny, Short as a Penny
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Modern technology be damned. Benny first shook the machine and then pounded on the side of it with his fist. What was taking so long? Did that dratted contraption have to mint the coins first?

He bent over and peered in the coin slot of the dollar changer in the seedy little Laundromat at the edge of town. In the dim light inside the machine, he saw, no that was impossible. He straightened up, closed his eyes and rubbed them. Blinking to clear his sight, he bent to peer in the coin slot again.

He really had seen it.

There was a small table with four little men seated around it, playing cards in the confined space of the interior. A little whiskey bottle, half-empty, occupied the center of the table. The men were all dressed in green and sported long beards. Two were smoking little black cigars.

Benny stood up and glanced over his shoulder. He could see his car idling by the curb outside. He needed that change for the condom machine in the restroom. He finally had Billy Rae in the mood, and now this blamed change machine was messing with him. He bent over again, pounded on the side of the machine again and shouted, “I want my change. You bunch of little creeps are gumming up the works. Get out of the way and let it give me my change.”

At this, one of the little men stood up, put down his cards, stuck his cigar in his mouth and stomped over to the hole. He peered out at Benny's eyeball.

“We are on break, crap wad. You have to wait until break time is over. Then you will get your stinking change.”

“I want my change now, you little toads.”

“We are leprechauns, for your information, not toads. You will get your change when we are darn good and ready to give it to you, ding head.” The leprechaun blew a puff of smoke out through the coin slot into Benny’s eye.

Benny drew back cursing, his eye watering in pain.

“That does it,” he said, kicking the machine and pounding on it harder. “I want my change. Since when do I have to wait on a bunch of little toilet paper tubes to get my change? Who left you mouse turds in charge?”

“Yeah, we are in charge of dispensing the change. Everyone thinks these machines are marvels of technology, but it is us leprechauns who make it all work. We also handle vending machines, and the hand dryers in restrooms. We control those supposedly automatic urinals, too.” At this, the little guy stopped talking and looked at Benny through the slot in the hole.

“Hey, I know you. My cousin Vince operates the urinal in your office. I know all about you.”

“What do you mean you know all about me?”

“Hey guys,” shouted the leprechaun. “This is the fellow Vince was telling us about. Remember, ‘Benny, Benny, short as a penny.’ This is the guy.”

The other leprechauns roared with laughter. One of them held up his thumb and forefinger about a half-inch apart and yelled, “Benny, Benny, short as a penny.” 

The other leprechauns guffawed, slapping their knees, tears streaming from their eyes.

Angered by the sassy leprechauns, Benny started pounding on the machine and swearing at it. A policeman happened to walk by the door and watched the display for a few minutes. He opened the door and walked over to Benny.

“Are you having a problem, sir?”

Benny turned around and saw the policeman.

“The leprechauns in there won’t give me my change. They are a bunch of thieves. They took my dollar and won’t give me my change.” Benny stomped his foot in anger.

The police officer looked at Benny. Then he looked at the changer.

“Leprechauns? Thieves? No change?”

The policeman inched closer and sniffed Benny's breath. His suspicious eye fastened on Benny. “Have you been drinking?”

Benny backed away. “I have had one or two beers. But I am not drunk.”

“H’mm, I think you had better come downtown with me.”

The policeman cuffed Benny and led him from the Laundromat.

The leprechauns returned to their card game, still laughing with glee. The officer led Benny past Billy Rae. She watched with widened eyes from Benny’s car as the policeman put him in the police cruiser.

Benny’s cheeks burned in shame. Leprechauns had humiliated him. Before his girlfriend's watchful gaze the policemen handcuffed him and led him away. And those little mouse turd leprechauns had kept his dollar. He hoped that they wouldn't mention his deficiency to Billie Rae.
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Rich hues of orange, yellow and lavender splayed, like a huge finger painting, across the western sky.

Garn, the Wizard of Reason, pulled back on the reins, halting his steed before the doors of an immense granary. He turned and gazed at the surrounding fields. The rich, thick aroma of fresh- plowed earth filled the air. The fields, now darkening with the setting sun, were ready for planting. This would commence tomorrow after he initiated the spring rite, the Blessing of the Seed. 

The harvest master’s seal on the door appeared intact. Garn rubbed it with his fingers. Satisfied that no one had disturbed it in the months since the fall harvest; he broke it and opened the door.

Garn inspected the interior with careful eyes. He sought signs that Tak, the Wizard of Lunacy, had in some way tampered with the mussin seed. Always, the Wizard of Lunacy had attempted to thwart the Blessing. He had always failed in his immortal quest. Still, Garn had learned to be careful. If Tak succeeded in stopping the Blessing, then chaos would rule the land and all hope would be lost.

Scant light flowed from a skylight in the center of the granary. A wooden stairway loomed before Garn. He ascended and walked along the narrow catwalk to a platform in the middle of the granary. There were white bags of seed piled high all around him. He inhaled their rich, musky scent.

Everything depended on the crop.

They pressed the harvest of beans, creating fragrant oil used in the bathhouses as part of the daily rite of the people. Without the oil bath, the people would go mad. Only the spell that Garn imparted imbued the mussein with the ability to ward off insanity.

It was his sacred duty. One he must not fail. 

The time was almost at hand. He turned and grasped the iron crank handle that raised the platform and began turning it. The machinery protested as it inched the wizard up, towards the skylight. When he reached the top, he paused and opened it, then continued cranking the lift until he was through the skylight. 

To the west, the sun approached the horizon. To the east, a faint glow portended the rising moon. It was almost time. A question flitted through his mind. Where was Tak?

The silvery tip of the moon's tip appeared. Soon the sun and moon would both be visible just above the horizon. At that moment, the astronomical alignments necessary for the spell to work would appear.

Garn lowered himself into the granary. Waving his wand over the seeds, he swiveled the platform and passed the blessing over the crop. A wave of satisfaction enveloped Garn when he completed the circle. He had almost accomplished his task. Tomorrow evening they would complete the planting and he would conclude the spell. 

As he sealed the granary doors, a question continued to nibble at the edges of Gain’s mind.

What had become of Tak?

Garn shouldn’t have wondered. Tak was nearby, hiding in trees at the edge of the fields. He watched Garn ride away, a satisfied gleam in his eyes.

Always in the past, he had tried to prevent the Blessing and always he had failed. Garn’s spells were just too powerful.

Now he had a new strategy. The seed was unattainable. But, like a maiden bathing alone in a pool, the fields lay unprotected and vulnerable.

At the rising of the moon, Tak carried an empty bucket into the fields around the granary. He gathered a handful of soil from each field and when his bucket was full, he slipped into the forest.

Tak could see storm clouds gathering in the west, their tops illuminated by the rising sun. As he climbed the tower he had constructed, contentment that his culmination of his long-planned plot was at hand. At the top of the tower, he had placed a large iron vat that contained mussin bean oil. The vat sat on a neatly stacked pile of firewood. 

He lit the firewood and began to heat the oil. As the clouds approached, vapors from the heated oil ascended into them. Tak sprinkled dirt from the bucket into the vat, chanting a spell with each handful. The clouds overhead began spinning as the vapors penetrated their gloom. As Tak threw in the last handful, the clouds began to glow with a faint reddish hue. Tak scurried down from the tower. 

A lightning bolt flashed and struck the vat, vaporizing it and its contents. The clouds moved on to the fields of freshly planted seeds, raining down a curse.
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