A sucking sound; wiping, stinging winds; agony; skin and muscles ripped off; the mad cackle of the witch; all Jake felt and heard as he was sucked into the witch’s emerald necklace. Then, he blanked out.

“Boy, boy?” a voice called out-famine with a rustic eloquence that he like in a voice. A soft hand gentle shock his shoulder. Jake opened his eyes and raised his head from the ground that which it had lain on, along with his dully aching stomach and legs.

A pair of leather-clad legs came in to view. They were thin but muscled. The leather hugged from the ankles up to the hips. A thin wool vest added to the natural look of the girl and accented her shapely figure and perfect mounds. Upon looking at her face, he gasped and scrambled back in fear and disgust.

White fringe lay on the forehead, but did not hide the conspicuous eye that stood between the places where a normal person would have eyes. The girl raised the single eyebrow that arched over her affliction, shadowing it. 

Scouting backwards some more, he hit a rock. That prompted him to look around at the surroundings. A roof in perdition let in the light of the seating green sun, illumining the green marble that towered in some places, supporting some fragments of the roof, but obsolete in others. Beyond the house there was a dull green color, nothing solid. 

“Come with me, I found some delicious flummoxed food, but I haven’t figured out what it is,” The girl giggled nervously and blinked at him. “It is in the mess-hall.” 

“Why should follow you? For all I know, you could be a eater of the preeminent humans.” Jake glared at her and her eye. 

“I don’t eat humans, silly. Come with me, we could…talk and figure out a way to get over this tribulation.”  Jake wondered if she meant their cage or her eye. Stupid daughter of a cuckold, could not she be clear? “I am just a suppliant girl with wants of someone to talk to named Eli.”

Eli convinced Jake to come eat with her. But they not got to the eating part. Their scheming swept them into a faced paced talking, where ideas were thought off, dropped, and picked back up every few seconds.

“Do you have any special abilities that we could use?” asked Eli.

“Yes, I can control minds when close to the person. But it’s horrible. I wanted to get rid of it, so I went to the witch and she promised to get rid of it. But she didn’t.”

Eli’s eye softened. “Poor you. I went to her because I wanted two eyes.”

“Why?”

“I can only see flat, not three-dimensional.” A tear licked out of the left side of her eye. Her eye widens and she smiled wickedly. “Do you think you could invade her mind?”

Caught up in the idea, Jake closed his eyes and thought about the witch. After a minute, he opened them with a dolorous frown. “Can’t, to far.” 

Eli grabbed his head and said a single word, “Now.” And they sorrowed, out of their bodies and to the witch’s. Jake sent out the commend to set them free, before they plummeted back to the emerald and their bodies. Immediately, the whisked out the ruins and back to the witch’s cave.

“Go,” screamed the witch, clutching her head. They grabbed each other’s hands and ran out of the cave. 

Once far enough, they stopped. Eli brushed her hand against Jake’s face and murmured, “Where are you going to go, back home?”

“I don’t now, with you.”

Back at the cave, the witched changed. Gone were the marks of a witch and in its place stood the marks of knowledge, loveliness, and happiness. Stood there was no witch, but the most beautiful woman, the Goddess Aphrodite in all her glory. “Sweet love, grow stronger.” With that, she disappeared in a sparkle of gold. 

