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Finding the one

"Delna. There. That has to be her." Zinnu pointed at the street far below them, almost unable to control her wings from fluttering.

"Sure. This has to be her," Delna mimicked her voice. "Just like the other, what, one hundred humans we looked at since we came here? They're beginning to look all the same to me." He slapped one of her wings, making her squeal. "Stop that nervous flutter. It gets to me."

"Don't touch me. You know I don't like that." Zinnu moved away from her male companion, who seemed to wait for any excuse or occasion to touch her.

She knew Delna wanted her. He had said so many times, and his desire seemed to seep from all his pores, making him less and less attractive to her, if that was at all possible.

"I'm serious. It has to be her."

*

Darn. Why was the bus late again? Martina looked up and worried about the clouds that were gathering. She also worried about the guy standing just too close to her. He had all her marks for being a creep. His hair was too slick, he wore too much obnoxious cologne, as already pointed out he stood too close to her, and his clothes were just too pretty to be serious.

She did admire his taste in clothes though. The fabric looked fabulous and the colors were stunningly combined. Still Martina wanted to move away from the man. She imagined his hands slowly reaching for her skirt and her legs. She knew there were men who got a kick out of that. Unfortunately there was another man on her other side. Not that close, but he did block her from getting away from the creep. Damn it, bus. Hurry.

As if some transport deity had heard her summons, the bus came around the corner. Martina noticed how the creep wanted to let her get in first. Oh sure, and he would try to get a peek under her skirt, she thought. No way, José. She rummaged in her purse until almost everyone had gotten into the bus and only then did she get in herself. Getting inside as the last person made sure that all seats were taken.

"Just my luck," Martina whispered. She took solace in the fact that she had avoided the creep and stood in the bus until someone would get off. That only happened when her stop came up, though. Jeez Louise, what a start of the day

She left the bus. Good thing the creep was still sitting, chatting to a new victim. Martina hoped the woman would see the guy for what he was.

"Okee dokee," she told herself as she looked up at the building where her office was. "Let's get ready for another day of checking invoices and taking calls that don't belong to our department."

*

Delna and Zinnu had flown along over the bus. Delna had sat down on the vehicle once, to see if that would be fun. The metal roof however had made him slide off, which told him that this thing wasn't made for his kind.

"What fun is this," he wondered, "to sit inside a box. With so many others. That must smell annoying. They should walk. That is so much better."

Zinnu had to agree with him. She didn't understand how the woman they were here for (she was still convinced about that) could stand being in such a confined space with so many others. "They would have to walk far, though. They can't fly."

"Another reason that we are wasting our time here," Delna muttered. He wanted to leave this place and go home, where everyone was a lot nicer and the sounds were so much kinder to his ears.

Zinnu looked up at the building. "Let's see where she is going..."

*

Martina reached her floor. The elevator had made some threatening sounds again, not being impressed with the notice that repairs would be done soon. The notice had been there for about a month. Repairs would probably be done once someone had gotten stuck in the elevator.

"Hello, person," Mark said, her coworker who always was there very early. Martina sometimes wondered if he ever went home.

"Hey." Martina plopped down at her desk and looked at the computer screen. "I hate you."

"Me? What did I do wrong?" Mark looked worried.

"Not you. The one-eyed monster there." Martina poked at the computer screen, then switched the thing on and waited for it to show her today's workload. It was, as usual, enough to get her through several days. This stuff just didn't end. "Do you know if we ever get more people to help us get through this?"

"Hah." Mark's one-sound response confirmed that more people wasn't likely to happen, as Martina already feared. When she had started here, they had been with five people and kind of managed to get things done. One after the other either left or was laid off, and now they got complaints that the work they got done wasn't up to par.

"If you had said that even louder, I would have quit," Martina teased Mark. After that the two dug into their queue of requests that had to be processed.

Time flew, and when Mark warned Martina about lunchtime, that had officially already passed by. That too was normal here. They abandoned their ringing phones and took half an hour to get some fresh air and a bite to eat from a shop on the street corner. They went there very often. Not because the food was very good but it was close by and cheap.

*

"That does not look like something to survive on," Delna said after a close-up inspection of what Mark had in his hand. "It smells awful too."

Zinnu decided to trust Delna on this occasion. She wasn't very keen on the food habits of humans. "We need to determine if she is really the one," she said. "Prepare for the test."

Delna groaned. "Not again. You're taking all this far too seriously." Despite that, he got in position and waited for Zinnu. They both knew they had to do this, but after eight humans already in the last few days, he was really getting tired of this. "Ready," he told Zinnu as he hovered behind Martina, his fairy-knife at the ready. "And if she slaps, I'm going to slap you."

Zinnu ignored his whining and made sure she could see the woman's face clearly. "Do it." She saw Delna move. He had to stab her with his knife, just above the butt. The one wouldn't notice it. Others would feel a slight sting and slap at what wasn't there for them.

"Done," Delna reported after stinging the woman. "And?"

"Nothing." Zinnu looked happy. "Do it again!" It didn't hurt to be certain. Delna again reported that he had stabbed the woman.

"And I did it as hard as I can," he added with a touch of evil pleasure. If he had to do this, he would make it fun for him. And again the woman hadn't noticed anything.

"Delna. I think we have found her." Zinnu quickly flew around Martina and looked at him. "I really think we did."

"Wonderful. Now all someone has to do is tell her she's coming with us." Delna checked the blade of his knife. It wasn't actually made for this kind of stabbing. "Still looks good." Pleased he tucked the knife in his belt.

"We'll do that..."

"We? No. You will do that, Zinnu. I've done the stabbing. You will do the talking and more importantly, the convincing. Remember, Mabeth expects us back soon. We've wasted enough time here already, and Gimbard isn't getting any more patient either."

Mabeth was their queen; a fairy that all others adored. Gimbard was a weird kind of fairy. He didn't seem to belong, even when some regarded him as a fairy king. Zinnu and Delna both disliked him and that was why they had come here, to the land of the humans. There were some of them who carried fairy blood in their veins, be it just a little. The human they were looking for was the key to defeating Gimbard, who was set on taking over all fairy lands. He wanted to create a fairy empire. Hearing him talk and brag about the power such an empire would have was against everything decent fairies stood for and time was of the essence.

"Yes. I will talk to her tonight," Zinnu agreed. "But you will be there with me."

"Of course." Delna laughed.

"Just to be there, mind you. Not to hold me. I don't want that." Zinnu shot him a warning look which he laughed at, as usual.

*

Martina was glad that the workday was over. During the afternoon something had been bugging her. As if there was something in the darkest regions of her mind and she had to remember that. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn't get to it. And yes, it had affected her work but not too much. Work never got done fully so no one cared.

On the way home she picked up some food. Cooking was a luxury she only allowed herself on selected weekends. Usually weekends when it rained. She hated getting wet except for in the shower or a swimming pool, and she wasn't so keen on swimming. Never had been. She wondered what she would do that evening, because her social life was rather limited. It usually consisted of some messages to distant acquaintances. Martina didn't have many people she called friends and she had never really missed them. The two or three that mattered usually were available when she needed them.

Once at home, in her tiny apartment, she switched on the TV and turned down the sound. As long as something moved, she was fine while eating.

After 'dinner' Martina contemplated going to the gym. She often did that. Contemplating, that was. The actual going was restricted to once or twice a month and then she had enough of that because of a few days of muscle burn.

The evening went by as almost any other and soon she found herself in bed, holding a book in her hands. Usually she could go into the book and live in that world for a while. Today, however, was different. Those odd and unreachable thoughts kept tugging at her mind and she was annoyed with them.

"Go away, damn you," she threatened the thoughts, but they weren't impressed. Instead they kept waving at her from the shadows. She was unaware that two creatures were in her bedroom with her, sitting on one of the bookshelves and looking down at her.

"This might be a good time to talk to her," Delna suggested. "I'll even hold your hand."

Zinnu gave him a look. "My hand is mine." She agreed with his suggestion though; Martina was half asleep and very susceptible to being talked to, so she dropped down from the shelf, unfolding her wings as she fell. Softly Zinnu landed on Martina's pillow. She kept a safe distance. Humans were insanely tall and the accidental movement of a hand had meant the end of several fairies. She waited for Delna to join her. Safe was better than sorry. This way the chances of getting hit had halved.

"Hey," she then whispered towards the human woman, whose eyes were closed. "Did you know you are part fairy? It's true. We can tell. We're fairies. And we have looked for you. I really hope you're the one, you know, because we need you." Zinnu looked at Delna, who nodded. When Martina stirred and turned around, the two fairies moved away. Martina sighed, almost blowing them off the pillow.

"Stinky flowers and all," Delna muttered. "That blow is quite a blow."

"Silent," Zinnu hissed at him. "You may influence her." She turned to the dozing shape and repeated what she had already said. "If you are the one," she added this time, "you will remember what I have said, but you won't be able to tell other humans. We'll be around to observe you and if you are the one, we'll come back tomorrow. Just repeat to yourself that you know you heard me speak." That was the entire speech she had to give. Many fairies had worked hard on that, to make the words as safe as possible.

The two fairies flew up, back to the shelf. There they sat and watched the woman in the bed.

"You know," Zinnu said, "I hope she's the one."

"So do I," Delna replied. "I'm ready to go home. This place stinks."


Chapter 2
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Talking to yourself

Martina woke up with an odd feeling. It felt as if someone had been talking to her in her sleep, which was impossible. She had been alone in her bed, as she had been for the past few years. Not by choice but by fate, she always told herself.

"And I know I heard you speak," she said, puzzling herself with her own words. Why did she say that? She wasn't usually in the habit to say weird things. At least not as far as she knew. In the bathroom she checked her eyes and her tongue. All that looked normal enough to Martina so she shrugged, got dressed, made some breakfast and left for work. She hoped the creep from yesterday wasn't there.

*

Zinnu and Delna woke up when the front door slammed shut. They had assumed one of their tiniest shapes and they had been sleeping in an empty flower pot they had found in the miniature garden in front of the building. For their own safety they had pulled a few old leaves over the pot so no one saw them, and it was also an attempt to stay safe from stray dogs and cats. They had been tormented by several of such four-legged creatures a few times. Staying safe and not being eaten were two priorities to them.

"It's her!" Zinnu poked Delna in the side as she saw Martina come outside and quickly walk down the street. "She's going to the rolling tin can again, to go to her work."

"And you need to hurt me for that?" Delna rubbed his side and muttered because he felt like it. She hadn't really hurt him but still he wanted to make a point.

"I didn't hurt you," Zinnu said. "You would be in pain, had I wanted to hurt you." She pushed the leaves away and spread her wings. "Come. We need to follow her."

"You are so sickening. We know where she works." Still, Delna got up and flew up with Zinnu because he too was curious if this really was the one. He loved to annoy Zinnu but he knew they needed to find the human who should be able to help them win in their confrontations with Gimbard. Mabeth had told them so.

"Don't you dare return without the human," their Queen had said. "The Runespeaker told me this is of utmost importance, so you are tasked with something that might make the difference between life and death."

Delna knew it wouldn't be that bad. Gimbard was not about to kill everyone in Mabeth's realm, but he did like to put fairies into slavery-cages for fun. All he needed was the faintest reason for that.

The two flew through the streets, following the tin can that their human was in, and followed her inside the building. The elevator was a new and scary experience for them; the box gave them no options to flee in an emergency. Luckily the box stopped and they followed Martina into the corridor.

"Is this as bad as the first one we tried?" Delna asked. He rubbed his nose against the scent-assault on it.

"I don't remember," Zinnu said. "All these inside places smell bad. Why can't she work in a park?" She followed Martina; first to the machine where she poured some black liquid in a cup and then to the place where she worked. "And now we wait and listen to what she says," the fairy said as she parked herself on a high shelf. She regretted her choice immediately. None of the cleaners ever bothered to wipe away the dust from there. "Yuck."

Delna, who hadn't landed next to her yet, heard her remark and chose a shelf further down. One that was safe from that dust. "Do you want to hear the joke about the elf and the butterfly?" he asked. Humans couldn't hear them now.

"No. Not now, not here and not again." Zinnu had heard that joke so often and in so many ways that she was convinced Delna didn't know the original one and it also wasn't really funny. Except for once, but that was long ago. She didn't recall which version that was. Zinnu settled herself for a long day of waiting and listening.

*

Martina workday went along as usual and nothing special happened until the phone rang.

"Hey Marty!"

Martina recognised the voice and shuddered as she heard the brutalised version of her name. "Randolph. Such not a surprise. What is it? And hurry, I'm at work."

"Oh, nothing special. Just don't forget class tonight," Randolph said.

"Class... Yeah." Martina blushed. She had forgotten fencing class more than once. "Thanks for reminding me, Randolph."

"Of course. I'm your buddy, right? Good old Randolph. Not all bad and bastard."

"Not all," Martina agreed, but he was damned close to all bad and bastard as far as she was concerned. "And please... No more Marty?"

"Sure thing, Marty." With that and an evil laugh Randolph ended the call. She hated him, despite being so helpful.

"What was that all about?" Mark asked, looking at her.

"Some jerk friend who gets on my nerves by reminding me of stuff I should remember myself," Martina told him. "Assassin class tonight."

"Oh. That." Mark nodded. "Are you sure you like that? I mean, if you like something, wouldn't you be able to remember when you get lessons?"

Martina was saved by the ringing phone.

It took a while before the flood of calls ebbed away and Mark left for a bathroom break. Martina stared at her screen where more work was waiting for her. What the hell, she thought, she wasn't going to get all of it done today, so she pushed away from her desk and looked out of the window for a while. It felt good on her eyes.

The weird experience she recalled from the night before crept back into her mind. Someone had been talking to her and that was impossible. Her place was in constant lock-down at night and she had woken up alone. Just like she had fallen asleep.

"And I know I heard you speak," Martina said again, not sure who she might be talking to. There was no one here as far as she knew.

On the two higher shelves however, Zinnu and Delna sat up and stared down. "Delna, did you hear that? She said it. She said it!"

The male fairy sighed. "Yeah, yeah, I heard it too. You're right. She's the one. So now what? Soon the other human will return. How do we get her to leave?" He was kind of annoyed that Zinnu was right but also relieved. These words meant that their search was over.

"I fear we'll have to wait for the moment she leaves this place. Or when she comes home. Talking to her at her home is the best. There is too much noise here." Zinnu was overjoyed that they had found the one but she really wanted to leave. The dust she was sitting in annoyed her, she longed for fresh air and space to stretch her wings.

"Right. Let's leave when the other human comes back." Delna made it sound like a decision and he dropped himself off the shelf, hovering near the door. Zinnu knew he was right so she joined him there.

As if the man had waited for that, Mark opened the door and came in with two mugs of coffee. "Surprise," he said, unaware of the two tiny sprites leaving the office.

*

Martina was glad the workday was behind her. Once outside the building, she stood in the afternoon sunlight and wished she could simply stretch her arms over her head and somehow fly off. She didn't even dare stretching her arms. People would look at her and think she was crazy. This wasn't New York or Los Angeles. In an attempt to make up for the stretching, she tensed all her muscles and held them for a moment. That was better. She set off to the bus station at a brisk pace.

Walking the last part of the way home, she stopped to buy some quick dinner. She shouldn't eat too much, she knew. Fencing practice was up next and a heavy stomach would make for sluggish movements.

Dinner was eaten fast. Martina packed her bag with the shower stuff she'd need. She hated that she still hadn't saved enough money to buy the foil she'd seen in a shop once. It was an antique. She had been allowed to hold it in her hand and she had enjoyed the near perfect balance of the light-weight weapon. The tip, razor sharp, had been protected by the cork from a wine bottle, which she had thought was a disgrace. But $1100 for that foil was over the top of Martina's capital. The money she had saved so far had different, more urgent purposes now.

After another bus-ride she entered the gym. Fencing wasn't very popular so she had to travel a fair stretch to get to this place, but it was always worth it.

"Ah, my dangerous princess has arrived!"

Oh god, no. Randolph was there already. She knew what would come next. It always came next.

"Do you allow me to escort you to the changing room and help you change?"

Martina had prepared herself for it and this time she had planned to shock Randolph. "But certainly, dear knight," she said, holding out a hand. "But pray tell, why would you want to help me change? Don't you know my evil stepsister will watch your every move?"

Randolph, coming towards her, stopped dead in his tracks and stared at her. Martina enjoyed the confused expression in his face. He regained his composure quickly though and took her hand. "Your stepsister does not worry me, fair princess."

Martina saw his eyes shine. Perhaps he really thought he was getting somewhere with her. Well, the door to the ladies' changing room was as far as he would go. "She is very good at biting, sir," she said and grinned.

"I knew you'd get around," Randolph said as they reached the door.

"And I knew you'd appreciate this," Martina said as she pulled her hand free. "This is where we say goodbye, fair prince. I'll see you with a weapon in hand." With that she closed the door.

Anne and Margaret were already there, changing into their fencing gear. With their help, Martina got changed quickly as well and soon they were out in the actual gym area. Martina and Anne with their foils, Margaret and Fiona, who always was early, with their épées, the heavier versions of the weapon.

The evening flew by. Moves, stances, stabs, defence, everything Martina had done hundreds, if not thousands of times, and always there was something to improve on. Finally, during the last minutes of the training, there was time to actually fence someone else. Margaret had chosen Anne, so Martina had to face Fiona. Fiona only handled an épée so Martina had to get one of those as well. She didn't like the extra weight, but with her foil she wouldn't stand a chance.

As she had expected, she lost, but that was okay. It had been a good match and she had actually scored some points against Fiona. That in itself was a feat already because Fiona was good. She'd once won a bronze medal at a local fencing competition. Martina had never felt good enough to even consider doing that.

"Hey you," Anne said to Martina as they were showering. "You whooped her butt, didn't you?"

Martina grinned. Anne had noticed! "I did my best. She whooped mine more though." She liked Anne very much. Anne, with her short, black hair, mischievous grey eyes and a body to die for. Anne could whoop her butt whenever she wanted, in whatever way.

"Hah, as long as you got her good, that's cool," Anne said. "Can I give you a ride home? I know you have to do that far bus thing and it's dark already."

"That would be great, thank you! Oh damn." Soap stung Martina's eyes.

"Hey, careful there," Anne said, sounding worried. "You never learn how to keep soap from your eyes, do you?" Martina was an expert on it. "When are you going to write a book on the one hundred ways to get soapy eyes?"

Despite the stinging in her eyes, Martina had to laugh as she washed the soap from her eyes.

Anne drove fast. She always did. Martina held on to the seat-belt as they raced through the streets. She knew better than to ask if this was a safe speed. That would make Anne drive even faster.

"There you are," Anne said after the car had come to a violent stop. In her mind, Martina had heard the tires squeal. "Sleep well, kid, see you next time."

Martina thanked her and got out. "Drive safely, Anne."

"Never!" Anne winked and raced off as if the police were after her. At that speed, that wouldn't take long, Martina thought. She shrugged and went into the building.

As soon as she came into her apartment, she had the feeling something was off. Damn. If only she had her own foil now, then she could overpower most burglars. Foils were only used to stab during practice, but they were excellent for slashing too.

"She's here," she heard someone say.

"Who's there?" Martina demanded to know, looking around. Then she saw it. Or rather, them. Two tiny people in weird, colourful outfits, sitting on the couch, their big eyes on her. "Who the hell are you?"

"I am Delna," said one of the small people as he got up. He was barely two feet tall. "And that's Zinnu. She's cute and only mildly annoying. And we're fairies."

"You're..." Martina walked over to a chair and sat down. "Fairies." She knew she should go for the baseball bat she kept in her bedroom. The bat was her burglar repellent but it was out of reach now. "I would say you are midget burglars who got caught red-handed."

"Red?" Delna looked at his hand. "No. Normal colour. And we don't burgle. We were waiting here for you and it's good you're here. We were getting bored."

"Waiting for me. How did you get in here? The front door was locked!" Martina got up. The plan to get the baseball bat was more appealing by the second.

"But the window in your bedroom is open," Delna stated. "We flew up here and came in. It's so simple."

"Flew up here? Hah. How did you do that? In your personal helicopter?" Martina was losing grip of the situation.

"Of course not." Delna spread out his wings. "I told you: we're fairies. We fly."

Martina sat down again. "What..."

"You must know wings," Delna said. "Thank you for sitting down, that makes all this a lot easier. We've been in this world for a while to look for you. Now we have found you so we're done here. We're going home and you're coming with us."

"Like hell I will," Martina said. "I want you two to get out or I'll call the police." She noticed that the two small, winged people weren't impressed.

"Zinnu, your turn," Delna said, turning to the female fairy.

"My pleasure," she said.

Martina watched the girl-fairy lift off from the couch and fly up to her. "Too close and I'll slap you away," she threatened, but she knew she would never be able to do that. The flying figure looked too delicate; slapping her would severely injure her.

"I only need to whisper in your ear," Zinnu said. "Can I?"

"I guess."

Zinnu flew closer to Martina and shrunk in size. Martina wondered if someone had spiked the orange juice she'd drunk at the gym. Light as a feather, Zinnu landed on her shoulder. "You need to come with us. It is predestined. You will go to sleep and we will take you with us, making your size acceptable for where we are going. Now you will feel tired and go to sleep." After that, Zinnu flew up again and went back to the couch. Delna, Martina noticed, had shrunk to Zinnu's size.

"Damn you, Randolph," she muttered as she got up, feeling exhausted all of a sudden. She now was convinced he'd done something to her juice. She got up and switched off the light in the room before going into her bedroom. The light from there showed the couch. It was empty. See? That was all hallucination. Martina walked to the bed and threw herself onto it. This would all be over tomorrow, was her last thought.


Chapter 3
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Everything is different today

Martina slowly woke up from the weirdest dream ever. She faintly recalled something about fairies in her living room and crashing into bed. A deep breath startled her. Something was wrong. She clearly remembered going to her bedroom and her bedroom never smelled like forest, herbs and flowers. Slowly she opened her eyes and gasped. Looking down at her was a face she'd seen before.

"Good morning." It was Zinnu, the black-haired beauty with the wings, Martina remembered. "How are you feeling? Did you sleep well?"

"Why are you here? I am dreaming. You shouldn't be in my dream." For a moment Martina frowned. Was she actually talking to a creature she had seen in a dream before? In her living room? With that other one? If she was still dreaming, that would make sense, but why did she feel awake then?

"If I am in your dream, you are in mine," Zinnu said, smiling. "Here. Let me test if we're dreaming." She reached out and pinched Martina's nose.

"Ouch, damn you! Don't..." It was at that point that Martina understood she wasn't dreaming. Quickly she sat up and looked around. As she felt something fall down her chest and stomach she looked there to find she was naked. She had been covered under grass and flowers and now she was not covered at all. Quickly she put her hands over her breasts. "What the hell..."

"Oh no. Hell doesn't exist," Zinnu said as she got up. "I'll find something for you to wear. Something lightweight because you'll hurt. You just don't know yet." Zinnu got up and walked away. She left through a small opening in what looked like a wall of stems.

Martina touched her head. "That's still there and doesn't hurt. What is going on..." She looked at her arms. Those looked normal, just like her legs. Then what was all that talk about... "Oh gods..." The pain hit her. She fell back onto whatever she was lying on and screamed.

*

"It will be fine," someone said after most of the pain had passed.

Martina had no clue if she had been awake all the time. A cool hand on her forehead made Martina relax a little and slowly, keeping her eyes closed, she dared to ask what had happened.

"The usual, I think," the voice said. "This doesn't happen often so it's anyone's guess but it will be fine. The worst of this is almost over."

"Almost?" Martina now opened her eyes, curious to see who was talking to her. It was a male fairy. Not one she'd seen before, but this one also had white hair and light grey eyes. "Oh god, I'm still dreaming and now I'm delirious too. Do I have a fever?"

"Fever? No, of course not. Silly human. They did tell you what was going to happen, didn't they? Zinnu told me they did."

Martina was confused now, and also a bit fuzzy on the details, but she remembered the black-haired beauty saying she was destined to come with them. And something about an acceptable size.

"Correct and entirely true," the male fairy said, folding his wings over his back so Martina didn't see them. "And it is the part of making you an acceptable size that you're feeling now. It will hurt for some more time but not so much."

"Can you pinch me?" Martina had to be sure. She knew this to work. He pinched her. "Ouch."

"One more?" He held his fingers up.

"God, no. This hurt enough." Martina swallowed hard. This couldn't be true, simply because it was impossible. She was in some kind of weird dream. A dream where pinches hurt, no matter how impossible that was. And these people, or fairies, or whatever, had wings. Which was impossible. She had to admit to herself that this made a lot of impossible on a heap. So much even that it started to sound impossible. Quickly Martina abandoned that train of thought. It only made things worse.

"How is she?" Martina recognised the voice and looked up. It was the pretty black-haired woman. "Oh. You're awake."

Zinnu walked over and sat down with Martina. "Here. I brought you this." She held up a pink dress. "Let me help you get it on." That took a while but Martina felt much better after that, even when everything in her body hurt after that. Zinnu smile, taking Martina's hand and studying her face. "Is it bad? The pain, I mean? And do you remember me? Zinnu? And Delna who was there too?"

"Zinnu." Martina remembered hearing that name. "You were in my bedroom."

"Yes, I was." Zinnu smiled. "I'm glad you remember that. So, does it hurt as much as everyone says?"

Only now did Martina notice that the woman looked much taller than she remembered her. "I don't know what they say but I wouldn't go through this again voluntarily," she admitted. "Breathing doesn't hurt, though." She held on to the warm, slender hand. "Now please, no jokes. Where am I? What happened? I really need the truth."

Zinnu smiled again and slowly stroked Martina's forehead. "You went to sleep. Delna and I used the magic that was bestowed upon us for this journey to make you smaller, so we could take you with us. We brought you here. Our healers treated you so your body will remain as it is. Since then Maltra has been taking care of you." Maltra obviously was the male fairy.

As Zinnu bent over, Martina noticed something odd about Zinnu's ears. "What's that," she said, pointing. It wasn't polite to touch someone's ears just like that. Zinnu's long, black hair hung around their faces like a tent, giving them an intense sense of intimacy and privacy.

"What?" Zinnu reached up. "My ears. Oh, yes, they are different from yours. Here... let me..." She took Martina's hand and put it over her ear. "You can touch it. Just don't pull or squeeze. That hurts."

Martina couldn't believe what she felt. A warm, long ear. A high pointed one, just like images of fairies had always shown. From the tiny earlobe hung a fine, silver earring that looked like a feather. "Pretty," she whispered, uncertain herself if she meant the earring, the ear or all of Zinnu.

"Thank you," the fairy whispered. "You're quite pretty yourself." She bent down a little more. Their noses almost touched and so did their lips. Then Zinnu sat up again. The moment of privacy vanished as abruptly. "I should let you rest," the fairy said, touching Martina's flushed cheek. "You have been through a lot and there is more to come."

Martina gasped as the pretty woman's face moved away. She had been ready to kiss her. She'd kissed women before and liked it; far more than kissing men. No one knew, of course. And yet this one was... so enticing. What the hell was going on with her, she wondered. Deep down she knew but she'd be damned if she was going to admit it. "Yeah, okay. I guess you're right." She enjoyed the gentle touch on her cheek that Zinnu placed there.
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