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    Fairy stories are, well, just fairy stories. Folklore, right? Sarah Dishong is a young woman making her way in the business world, and she is much too level-headed to entertain the idea of a world of magic. Until, that is, she meets the nature sprite, Puck, a capricious woodland spirit who has a way of leading people astray.
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    This is the second story about the adventures of Puck the Fairy in the today’s world. The first story related the happenstance of his return from a long exile, but now that he’s back, I thought I would relate another tale as told to me by the Bawd of Stratford. It’s a long, involved romance, but doesn’t all romance lead to good things in the end?

  


  
    


    


    Midsummer Dreaming: Breaking the Spell


    


    “As you can see by the diagram, the wiring node designed to fit into the sump storage of the left aft wing tank has been compromised and…”


    …and I am going to die before the end of this meeting if I can’t get up to stretch my legs, thought Sarah Dishong. She looked back up from the pad where she had doodled a sequence of six concentric circles, the sixth of its kind on the page. Greg Robinson, Assistant Vice-President for new product engineering had been going on for an hour… Looking at the clock, she thought, Make that one hour, twelve minutes. She carefully ignored the hand on the clock ticking off the seconds (… 37, 38, 39 …) to prevent becoming too impatient.


    As newly appointed corporate spokesperson for Griesson Aviation Products, she had been invited to the annual corporate administrative retreat. Corporate spokesperson. Her mother had been thrilled to hear about her new job, but after a few months it had become obvious to Sarah that her main role was to be the cute young thing who would be badgered by the press for details about any bad news about Griesson Aviation Products. PCBs in a dump near Grad Raids, Michigan? “Oh, we’re still testing to be sure if there is a problem. Be assured that Griesson Aviation Products is committed to a clean environment, and if there is any problem, we will not rest until everything is cleaned up to the public’s satisfaction.” Be doubly assured nothing would damage the balance sheets of Griesson Aviation Products unless it was absolutely necessary. Never fear. Sarah’s here.


    “So young and so cynical.” C. B. Griesson, Vice President of Finance and third son of founder Wentworth B. Griesson, had chided her last evening during the cocktail hour before dinner. He had had more to say to her that evening, but she had slipped out of his clutches when he went after his fourth drink. He had been rapidly heading towards unbelievably obnoxious, and Sarah was afraid a fourth drink just might do it.


    Sarah’s eyes wondered around the conference table. They would soon be finished for the afternoon, and, as after each of the three days of these meetings, she looked forward to the chance to get outside and away from the conference. For a moment her eyes lingered across the table on Roger Lockwood, Vice President of Marketing. Now there was a hunk. She would love to get him alone out in the woods for a while. Suddenly he looked up. and his eyes met hers. He smiled, and embarrassed to have been caught staring, Sarah glanced away.


    Suddenly she realized that Greg was making finishing up noises. Praying for no questions, Sarah readied herself to leap from her seat. She paused to carefully reshuffle the papers which had been distributed for Greg’s presentation. Engineers and their diagrams. Good Grief! Mentally sprinting down the hall, she casually filed along with the rest of her conference mates and engaged in idle chit chat until she could break away to her room.


    


    Within minutes she had changed into her running shorts and t-shirt, and headed out the door of the lodge. The one good thing about this retreat was Forrest Hills Resort. A winter ski lodge in the upper peninsula of Michigan, they kept the business going the rest of the year by catering to corporate clients wanting a scenic get away. There were miles of hiking and ski trails, and Sarah needed to let out her pent-up energy by exploring as many of them as she could.


    Three miles later she was well into the woods along the red trail when she decided to take a break at a picnic clearing. Forrest Hills had created these little clearings and provided them with rustic wooden tables. Some of them had water and rest room facilities. She went over to the pump and in a few strokes had flowing water to quench her thirst. Soaking her sweatband in water to cool her head, she walked around the little clearing. At one edge the trees opened and the clearing dropped away into a little valley with a limpid blue pond at its center. Beyond, green treetops made a choppy sea of green up to the next little rise. In fall, color the view would be gorgeous. Now it was merely luscious. Looking down she saw a few wild flowers and, without thinking, she bent to pick one. The flower came away with the gentle tug of a separating stem. Something wiggled in her hand, and she looked down startled. Reflexively, she stumbled back as she tossed the thing away. She reacted before she thought, and when she did think, she thought, Snake!


    But it was not a snake. As she fell back, she had a confusing glimpse of the figure of a tiny little man flying along where she thought she had thrown the flower. She sat up and rubbed her backside where she had landed on a tree root. A tiny little man? Oh, Sarah. You are letting this conference get to you, she scolded herself.


    Then she heard a tinkling little voice. She heard, “Free, free. Free again. Puck is out and about, and this is the day, no doubt.”


    Her heart beat rapidly from a rush of adrenaline, and her breath was noisy in her ears. She woofed out a breath and started to get up. The lady is crazy in the head.


    “Oh, pretty lady! My freedom, my joy. Welcome to my forest.” A man no more the six inches tall stood in front of her. He had popped up from nowhere and, startled, Sarah froze. Sitting on the ground, she could see him clearly. Yes, a small, perfect figure of a man with strange green and purple clothes—the same color as the flower she had picked. He smiled at her.


    “Thank you, thank you. Puck thanks you for picking his flower so he could get out and about for a while. Now and again they do it, but never enough. Puck likes the fresh air and sunshine.”


    “P… P… Puck?” Sarah stammered “You mean, like in Shakespeare…?” She couldn not believe she was talking to this, this… little man? What had they put in the iced tea this afternoon?


    “Oh, that is Puck, but what a funny tale that Bard did tell about me.”


    Sarah’s breathing slowed, but the little apparition appeared just as solid as he had been from the start. He turned three cartwheels and tumbled over a twig. Sitting on the ground, he looked up at her. “Such a pretty lady. Welcome to my forest. I have but a brief time, but you have made me happy today, so may I make you happy too?”


    Sarah still was trying to understand what she was seeing. “Puck?” This was crazy, but she plunged ahead. “How did you get here? Don’t you belong in England with the other…” She tailed off because she realized she was going to say he belonged with the other fairies and that, of course, was silly. Fairies?


    “Oh, yes. Robin Goodfellow at your service. England was my home. But you remember Titania from the story?”


    “Uh, queen of the… fairies?”


    “The very same!” he laughed. “Well, we had a falling out over a little trick I played. She was sorely vexed with old Puck!” The little sprite rolled on the ground with laughter then popped to his feet.


    Sarah rolled on to her back and looked at the sky through the trees. “Ah, Puck. I’m going crazy. I guess junior high literature class warped me more than I thought.”


    Something landed on her chest, and she saw Puck stood looking down at her from just beyond her chin. “Pretty lady, what may I call you? I am in your debt and I would address you properly.”


    She sighed. “Sarah. Sarah is my name.” She felt silly answering the fairy and giggled, “And you don’t mind if I call you Puck?” she asked. “You won’t play a trick on me by turning me into a frog or something?”


    “No, no, no, no, NO! You let Puck out to play. I would not do anything to you. Puck likes tricks, yes, but only tricks for laughter. For you I would do a trick to make you laugh and feel good. The others? Now that is a different story. Puck loves to find people who think themselves important. If they cannot laugh at themselves, Puck helps.”


    “Boy, could you ever help Griesson. I’d give anything…” A thought of reality intruded. “No, I have to work for him. Can’t have him running around with a horse’s head.”


    “An ass.”


    Puzzled, she said, “What?”


    “I assume you are referring to the little jape the Bard wrote about,” Puck said. “I made the man, Bottom, look like an ass.”


    Now Sarah laughed out loud. “Now there would be no trick to it to Griesson. Two minutes alone with him and you’d know he was an ass, even if he didn’t look it.” She sighed with amusement at the thought. “You are a wonder, Mr. Puck.”


    “At your service, lovely Sarah.” He took off his hat and bowed. “After all, you were the one who set me free today.”


    “What do you mean by that?” she asked.


    Put sat down on her chest and sighed. “When you picked the flower, fair lady, you broke Titania’s spell for this one day. She may someday come to find and free me completely, mayhap the day she wants to amuse King Oberon. Meanwhile, I have to wait until my flower is picked to have a day of play.”


    “You were in the flower until I picked you?”


    “Sarah the Kind, I was the flower. Until a maid is deflowered in my presence, I will be a pansy on every morrow.” Puck paused and looked at her intently. “My lovely Sarah, unless I am mistaken, you yourself are but a maid.”


    She sat up abruptly and Puck tumbled to the ground. “Now look, buster. Don’t push it. It’s none of your business anyway.”


    Puck bowed low before her, “I meant no offense, Sarah. I am out of my flower so rarely these days I don’t know your ways as well as I could.” Again he looked at her intently. “You are truly a maid, but not by choice I think. Your flower is yet a bud, but oh, what a bloom it would be.”


    Sarah was a little embarrassed by the turn the conversation had taken and not quite sure what he was saying. “Well, I went to a strict Catholic school instead of the public school. Sanderman College was an all girl’s school. In fact, they didn’t seem to like men much at all there. I’ve been on my own working for the last year and a half but I haven’t really…” Her voice trailed off as she realized how much of her personal history she had just laid in front of the little man. Puck?


    She started to get up and Puck skipped lightly out of the way, turned a handspring, and landed on his feet facing her. “No, no, fair maid. Don’t be embarrassed by old Puck here. You were nice to me, and I want to be nice to you. Nothing could be nicer for you than to discover a fair prince.”


    “Yeah, well this is sure the place for it.” She stayed seated on the ground and leaned back supporting herself with her arms. She chuckled. “Well, Griesson Aviation Products is just about all male, and we token females get a lot of attention at meetings like this.” Like it or not, she added to herself. “The only problem is the ‘fair prince’ thing.”


    “I know just the thing!” Puck exclaimed with a snap of his fingers. “I shall go and find your true love amongst yon savages.”


    “Aren’t you tied to that flower or something?”


    “Yes, lovely Sarah, I am tied until it is picked. Then I am free for a day to go my ways. To find a maid whose love may free me. Otherwise on the morrow, I return to my flower to wait for the next time.”


    “But, that’s so…” Sarah paused still unsure. Puck was a trickster. All the legends said that. But he was such a happy spirit, and the thought of him being captive for days and years on end. It was… A small tear trickled down her cheek. “I’m sorry. It just seems so cruel for someone like you to be trapped that way.”


    “My lady, I thank you for your concern. Puck is a problem for many people, especially those who take themselves oh, so seriously.” He hopped back up to her knee. “You care for Puck. That warms my heart. Wait here and I shall see if your true love is near.”


    Suddenly he was gone. Puzzled, Sarah looked around. Where had he… Just as suddenly Puck was back in front of her, and now he was smiling broadly. “My lovely lady, I have good news!”


    “Where were you, Puck?” she asked. “I didn’t see you…”


    “Puck can travel like the very wind when need be. For today I can be anywhere in a trice. What would impress you? A flower from an Alpine valley? A touch of snow from the tallest mountain?”


    “You’re kidding me again, aren’t you Puck? You are just skipping about teasing me.”


    Puck frowned and tapped his foot three times. “Very well. I shall return in but a moment.”


    Once again he disappeared. Sarah was puzzled by his ability to come and go without her seeing him leave. Most of the time he moved like an ordinary—fairy? What was she thinking? An ordinary fairy? This whole thing was puzzling if not down right weird with a capital W. No, this was ridiculous. A meeting with the fairy, Puck? She made a mental note to check the health plan for coverage of stress related mental disorders. It would be too late when the folks in the white coats showed up.


    Suddenly Puck was back thrusting a lump of snow down the front of her t-shirt. She squealed in dismay at the shock of sudden cold against her chest. Jumping to her feet she pulled the shirt out of her running shorts and shook the snow to the ground. “Puck, you little…” She stopped and continued again more thoughtfully. “Puck, where did you get that snow?”


    Puck smiled brightly. “From the top of the highest mountain, dear maid. Just as I said. And this is for you too.” With a flourish, he held out a flower to her. “This is to make up for snow. Puck loves you, and will do nothing to hurt you. But, that does not mean he cannot be tricksy. Especially when you doubt his word.”


    As he finished, he held out his hand with a flourish. He held out a delicate little flower, and Sarah took it cautiously. She looked up at him. “And this is from?”


    “As I said, it is from a lovely little valley in the Alps.”


    Sarah did not know much about wild flowers and certainly could not tell if his claim was true. The flower was a delicate cream color and she was certain she had never seen one like it before. She was puzzling over the flower when Puck announced, “I have news for you. Remember I said I set off to look for your true love?”


    “You found him already?” Sarah laughed at the thought. Instant love. How convenient.


    Puck smiled too, but continued, “This is not a jest, lovely Sarah. He is nearby. I know not all your fellows, but he is among them.”


    “Sure,” she said wistfully, “and I’ll just stumble across him and everything will be sweetness and light from now on.”


    “So little confidence! You are a wonderful maid who would make any man a fitting mate. There is enough life in you to make any man the luckiest in the world.”


    “Yeah, right! Me, who has never even been with a man is going to set the love of my life on fire with just one glance.”


    “No, it will assuredly take more than a glance.”


    “Well, then that leaves me out,” Sarah said sighing. “I don’t have a clue how this is supposed to work. No guy has ever asked me out more than once in a row.”


    “You are serious. I see that, and I see you are saying more than you speak. Perhaps Puck could help? You have no experience with your own passion, and because of that, you think you have none. That is assuredly not the case, lovely Sarah. I see within you deep wells of wonder just waiting your wild and wanton release.”


    “You’re nice, Puck, but I really should get on with my run.” She looked around the clearing. “This certainly has been interesting, but tomorrow I will be sure to avoid the pickled crab legs at lunch.”


    With a hop Puck was on her right shoulder leaning into her ear and whispering. “A lovely lady should know something of life. A touch of fairy dust and you will see the secrets you hide within.”


    Sarah turned her head to look at him and saw him open his hand and blow across his palm. A puff of air brushed her cheek, and she saw a sparkling of dust motes in front of her eyes. A sweet smell of flowers filled her nose. Suddenly she sneezed. Not a dainty, lady-like sneeze, but a full-throated explosion. Puck tumbled to the ground. She reached for him apologizing and excusing herself, but she stopped. Puck was smiling, and she felt…strange.


    Her nose and face were tingling and flushed. She could see a golden aura around Puck and several of the trees and plants. Another tree, dead on one side and with few leaves on the other had a dark gray fringe. She looked at her hands and noticed a faint red tint around the edges that grew a little more distinct as she watched. She put her fingers on her hand trying to find the source of the glow, but they touched nothing but her hand. The skin of her hand did feel warm and comforting. Slowly she stroked the back of her hand and wondered that she’d never noticed the smoothness and texture of her skin. The red glow spread as she rubbed her hand, and she began to realize the reddish color was a visual expression of what her hands were feeling. Rubbing the skin of her hands made them feel good, and the glow brightened.


    She laughed at the discovery and looked around the clearing again. The space was a riot of vibrant colors. Shades of green she had only imagined decorated the leaves. Sun motes danced a complicated pirouette under an oak tree while under a maple tree, they whirled in a minuet. Alive with sensation, Sarah turned her face to the sun and let its warmth caress her. Her hands and arms were bathed in warmth too. She stood up and turned slowly around to let it warm all of her.


    All of her. Yes, she wanted the sun to warm all of her. She pulled the t-shirt over her head and sunlight cascaded over her back. She turned her chest to the sun. Reaching behind, she undid the clasps of her bra and let it fall away too. Free. She was completely free without the confining bra. Except there were her other clothes. Impatiently she tugged at her shoes and freed her toes to feel the fresh grass. Finally her running shorts and she was truly free. Once more she slowly turned in the warmth of the sun letting it soak into all of her skin. She could not see the glow in the strong light, but she could feel it enveloping her entire body. She saw Puck standing at the edge of the clearing and waved gaily at his knowing smile. All of it was so gloriously wonderful.


    With a sigh, Sarah sank down to the comfort of the grass and stretched the muscles in her legs. She stretched her arms over her head, and her breasts shifted. The pulling tug of the tight skin around her nipples attracted her attention. Curious, she touched one of the nipples with her fingers. It was stiff and erect as on a cold winter day, but she was warm and happy sitting on the grass. The best part, she discovered, was rubbing the nipple made a tingle in her breast that was delicious. She rolled the erect little tip, and the sensation increased. The tingle spread and she was amazed by an answering tingle between her thighs.


    Using both hands Sarah rubbed the skin of her breasts. They were so soft and smooth and wonderfully rounded. The nipples kept calling her fingers back. She could not stay away. Rubbing the skin was good, but her nipples needed more attention. They had never been so stiff, and the insistent tingle urged her on.


    Leaving one hand to pinch and tease her nipples, Sarah trailed the other hand back through her hair luxuriating in the feel of all the separate strands falling through her fingers. She stretched out her arms once more, then switched hands on her breast. Reaching down with her other hand, she ran it over the firm flatness of her stomach to where it broadened out at her side to the point of her pelvis. Her skin was satiny smooth under her fingers.


    Lower still, she rubbed the top of her thighs and lingered between them on her mound where she ran her fingers through the fine hair that grew there. That hair was so different from the long tresses that grew on her head. She enjoyed the delicious sensuality and ran her fingers over the mound letting the wisps tickle her fingers. She gathered hair between her fingers and played with the delicate strands, trapping them between her fingers, tunneling through them, and coiling them gently around her fingers.


    Her nipples still thrilled with excitement, and a growing tingle between her legs answered. Almost on its own her questing finger found her cleft. Opening her legs slightly, she let her finger trace the cleft to find the source of her wonder, the little pearl of her sex, and a sudden burst of hot flame surged through her body and startled her. She jerked and opened her eyes. The quiet clearing with beautiful sunlit trees and sky surrounded her. Glancing down, she saw the pulsing red aura surrounded her body. Red for pleasure. She understood now.


    She did not see Puck, but she really did not care. Her body and its wonderful feelings called her. She relaxed and let her fingers explore, almost as if they belonged to some else. Ah, someone else exploring. The thought galvanized her. The arousal in her body was so powerful she could not bear it. Yet, the feeling was so incredible that she could not resist the siren call. Carefully and slowly she touched her pussy again. This time she started at the top and found the narrow ridge of delight in the center. Lightly stroking it, she found she could create just enough pleasure to avoid being overwhelmed.


    Slowly she explored the pearl of her clitoris, enjoying its stiff sensitivity. Although her nipples still felt wonderful, they had been eclipsed by the feelings pouring out of the magic button between her legs. Her fingers plucked and strummed across the delicate ridge as if it were a guitar string. She slid both her hands between her legs, and she focused her attention more and more tightly on the growing electric tension. Her fingers slid freely across the warm moist flesh as more and more of her lubrication flowed.


    Breathless, she could hardly stand the intensity of the feeling, but she could not bear to stop. Higher and higher, the level of her arousal was a peak without a summit extending away to infinity. Yet, she climbed higher. Her muscles tensed, but she could not lay still. Her legs shifted from side to side as her fingers probed to satisfy the need more and more stimulation.
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