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Asunder

By Ruan Bradford Wright

 

Last night I dreamt you left me

And traveled long and far

In my tower I wept and waited

I never knew where you were.

 

I was high above the world

And you were lost within it

I cried to my clouds and my spirits

You sang of gold and its merit.

 

My tears ran to fear and to bitterness

Yours to hatred and sin

Before you left me

Before I locked myself in.

 

                That lady in the tower, she looked like me

                And yet

 I was by you, sleeping, though weeping as she wept.

 The man she wept and pined for, he looked like you

                And yet

 You were by me, sleeping, though fitfully you slept.

 

The years sped by in seconds

The lady’s hair grew long

Below her the trees were tangled

A moat of tears had sprung.

 

Her eyes were rimmed with sorrow

And dulled by age and pain

Weary, she squinted below her

But ever she sought in vain.

 

Your words were soft and tender

Mine were razor-edged thin

Before you left me

Before I gave in.

 

                That lady in her tower, she looked like me

                And yet

                She was old and haggard

                Made ugly by years of neglect

 The man she watched and moaned for, 

 he looked like you

                And yet

                He was lost to the lady

                Knew not what fate she met.

 

Below her were beasts and jackals

They knew her end was near

Her tower was crumbling around her

And dry were all her tears.

 

Her spirits had long been silent

Her clouds had killed the sun

Her spell had long been broken

She was loved and mourned by no one

 

You left to find your fellows

I hid myself away

You needed me to love you

I thought I needed none

 

 

But when you left me

I knew the harm I’d done

 

  

 

 The lady died in her tower, broken, wild and alone

 Only the beasts came near her

 Until a woodsman found her bones

 That woodsman’s face was familiar

 He looked like you, and yet

 He was bent and crippled

 But on his axe he wept.

 


Becoming

By Serena Mossgraves

 

 There was a unique beauty in a face hidden, magic in the inviting eyes and full curling lips. A masquerade was often such a pretty thing. I found myself wishing I could have brought a camera. So many of the fae folk have a taboo against having their picture taken. Still, this was quite breathtaking to behold.  

 

 As I was standing in the entryway, staring at all of the grandeur and trying to decide who to talk to I was approached by an enchanting fae in costume. Long feathers poked from long dark hair loosely flowing over a golden long-sleeve tunic and pants. The costume was loose about the body much like a gold cloud.  

 

 "Come," the tall lanky fae dared, intoxicating words at odds with the darkness behind their eyes. Nearly the only part of their face still visible under the elaborate sparkly mask. "It will only be one dance. Be like us for a song." There is a freedom in a dance, just as there is a horror in letting go. I worried that letting go was exactly what this mysterious figure wanted from me.  

 

 I don't think I considered all of the aspects before taking the assignment. Masquerade balls thrown by the Fae courts were a once in a lifetime thing for someone like me. Journalists covering the social beat did not often get invites to such events. The ones that did often either did not return, or they changed afterward. I was determined to make sure that I danced the dance perfectly...that social polite dance that would allow me to get the article without causing anyone to be angry with me. Angry fae are a dangerous enemy. I wanted to make no enemies this night.  

 

 I glided with them, unsure of the steps in this particular dance. "I have not danced this one before, I would not want to accidentally step on you." I demurred as I kept time beside the enchanting creature in front of me. I found myself looking for clues as to gender or even just general race. I figured I could rule out the dwarves due to the height. Dwarves could also be ruled out due to the lack of a beard. Even the female dwarves sported facial hair.  

  

 Fae encompassed a good twenty or more separate races...so the Fae Masquerade was not a single race under the masks. Even powerful human sorcerers were known to be in attendance. It was held every year, but I was the first journalist in five years to be invited. I am not sure what I did to warrant that...but I did not want to give any reason for regret.  

 

 The creature before me was so light on their feet that I wanted to look for wings. That would have been rude, so I did not. The song ended far too soon, leaving me standing there trying to think of something to extend my time in the presence of this arousal...It occurs that sounds like a strange word for the situation I was in. Aroused is the exact right word, however. My mind was alert, I was excited by the overwhelming smells and sounds around me. My desire to learn more about them was greater than I could describe. Arousal doesn't always have to be a sexual thing.  

 

 They smiled. "Please accompany me to the refreshments table? There is only food from the human realm on it. We can gather some refreshments and find a place to talk. I believe you have questions, Madame Journalist?" I felt a faint shiver go through me as I agreed.  

 

 Following them through the bodies of various dancers felt almost surreal, occasionally catching sight of a mask or a body in motion. I wonder if I was intoxicated by the masquerade. There was a heavy feeling in my stomach. I wish I could understand all of the things that I was feeling at that moment. It was overwhelming that array of sensations flooding me as I tried to keep up.  

 

 The faery folk sure understand what hospitality means. The refreshments table was glorious. I saw at least ten different types of punch, at least a dozen different desserts, and at least three savory food options. There were also multiple fruit and nuts in cups for snacking. This was better than any other holiday party I had ever been invited to, even if this was not attached to any traditional human holiday. Humans could not imbibe food from the faery realm, at least not without consequences. Faeries, the winged ones, didn't lie. So, I was taking on faith that my dance partner had wings.  

 

 We found a table in the corner, nestled under a soft light, and almost tissue-like curtains draped about the room in various places. It felt like we were alone in our own little world under those drapes. Illusion, I think, is part of what made the fae so powerful. Human sorcerers who mastered illusion often fit in the best in the fae realms. My dance partner chose a piece of fruit and popped it into that full sensual mouth. I took a breath and did the same. Mirroring the actions with no heed.  

 

 "Well, Miranda, what do you want to know?" Their use of my actual name jolted me. It was the first time all day it was used. The fae are so very careful about the use of names. I had not given my name to anyone here, I knew better. As a journalist, my name was not a secret, but giving your name to the fae was asking for trouble. I stopped to consider if I had mentioned who I was at any time since I entered the masquerade.  

 

 Shaking my head, for I knew I had not...I answered cautiously. "Fair one, you have me at a disadvantage. You have my name. I did not give you my name. And I don't know what to call you. Asking you questions in such a situation would be incredibly rude. Forgive me, but I cannot bear the weight of rudeness in such a place as this."  

 

 My companion threw back their head and laughed. "Fair enough. I am known as Dionysus. A nickname of course, but it is one that I often use. I am the one who sent you the invite. I read the articles that you have written and I find what you write interesting. I thought you might enjoy the masquerade."  

 

 I knew that there was more than I was being told, but I at least now had an answer to the question about how I got the invitation. My mind was racing. I still had no idea what race, or even gender my companion was. Though Dionysus is the name of a Greek god. So I could probably guess that my new friend was male. I had an interview in my head that I was adjusting as I went, but I knew it would have to be delivered carefully. A single misstep could be the end of my life, much less my career. I figured I should probably start with the basic stuff. Stuff that I would be expected to ask.  

 

 "So, what can you tell me about the Fae entrance to the human realm? All of the records show it as happening around fifty years ago?" I tried to sound interested but not as excited as I was. I didn't want to overwhelm the situation with the first question.  

 

 Dionysus sensually popped a bit of fruit into his mouth before answering, those dark eyes never leaving my face. "We have been in and out of the human realm for quite a while. We merely made our presence known fifty years ago. The myths have always had a touch of truth Miranda. It was just a matter of who was telling the tale."  

 

 I followed the fruit with my eyes, almost forgetting what I wanted to say. This interview was more than I was used to. I have been a journalist for over a decade, and I have never been so affected by a subject. If I didn't know it would be considered rude I would wonder if they had slipped something in the air to set my senses on fire.  Snapping out of the state I was in took effort. "Sorry, I seem to be enjoying the ball more than I expected." I figured I had to at least apologize. "You said that you were the one that sent me an invitation? I want to thank you. This is a wonderful opportunity. May I ask why you invited me?" 

 

 The mysterious smile Dionysus gave caused my stomach to twist. "Your writing intrigued me." He did not elaborate. I felt like that was almost a Non answer. He obviously intended to say nothing more, leaving me scrambling for the next question that would not offend but would still get me an article to turn in. This was going to be more difficult than I realized.  

 

 "Oh, Can you tell me what you read that you enjoyed? I rather enjoy knowing that I wrote something that was worth reading." I demurred, hoping to buy time and figure out what else to say. I was having trouble concentrating, and my skin was on fire. I did not quite know what was going on, but I knew if I kept him talking it would buy me time to think. 

 

 I felt like I was a bug in a jar, for as much as I was studying him and his response to my questions he was intently watching me and mine. The way that the alcoves were set up made it seem as though we were in a separate room. We could hear the music, and the other senses were inundated with the ball, but sight was just more intimate. It was leading me to feel like I was being seduced by some otherworldly thing, which made no sense to me at all. 


  A slow smile crawled across Dionysus's face. "It reminded me of the faery storytellers of decades past. I decided to go digging into the history of your family. Not invasively, mind. I still followed the rules." He stopped to play with the ribbons on his own mask. "Perhaps I should start with a little story. You will be in the dark until you know. It seems unfair for you to be ignorant."


  My heart raced as he continued, his voice lowering to a caressing sound that I strained to hear. "We fae are so often longer lived than you humans. It is part of what has caused some of the confusion between the races."


  His sigh was louder than the volume of his words. He slowly removed his mask, revealing a fine boned masculine face that looked familiar. Though I was uncertain about why. "You know who I am?" The faery was directly asking a question. This was not the verbal dance we had been doing all evening. I shook my head.


  Truth is always the best option for me, and the best policy for dealing with the fae. "You look familiar. I feel like I should know you. But I don't. "


  He laughed, not the magical sound that I had been hearing from him all evening, but a harsh and pained sound. "The familiar you see will be explained in time. I thought perhaps you were more aware of the hierarchy of the fae courts. My position has made me something of a celebrity in the human realm. It annoys me."


  He stopped to consider me, then seeming to be able to find no dishonesty continued again softly. "I am a faery prince, for what the title is worth. I am by the human realm counts roughly three hundred years old. Young for the fae."


  He seemed young. Yeah, I was thirty comparing myself to three hundred. Still, youth has a softness to it. As we age we gain the sharpness of time. He somehow seemed young and rounded to me. I didn't want to get lost in my musings and miss what he was saying, so I tried to encourage him to continue.


  "Fae have been mingling with the humans for far longer than the humans are aware. I, myself, chose to take human lovers as far back as 200 years ago. Storytellers, mostly. I have a fondness for a good bard." His gaze locked with mine on the last word, leaving me confused. 


  "Forgive my question, but what does that have to do with your invitation?" I was beginning to hope that this was not some kind of love from afar thing. The humans that the fair folk fell in love with never ended up living happily ever after. Though fae magic could grant the heart's desire in some cases...it was just as often misused. I wanted anything that dealt with love to actually be my choice and not the results of magic.


  Dionysus's face could have been made of stone for all the emotion that he was letting show. "Since you have been here, how have you been feeling?"


  The change of subject seemed to be out of nowhere, so I didn't know how to respond. "Like I am on fire, and my skin is too tight." Surprised, my own tongue seemed to be answering without my permission.


  Nodding, Dionysus smiled. "That is because you are feeling the Fae presence for
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Faerie Queen

By Serenity Rose

 


Lilse Asalt
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