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~~~~~~~~

Narcissus loved gazing at the shimmering orb in the sky. Sometimes she would swim up and wave at it. Her shark, Uwi, thought she was crazy.

When the mornings were warm and the nights were cold, she would watch the sun and moon rise and fall.

On a cold autumn morning, she saw a large silhouette sweep across her view. It amazed her, to see something so huge!

It was amazing! It was awe-inspiring! She swam as fast as she could to reach the surface.

When she broke the barrier of the water, she saw nothing but the distant rock and the clouds in the sky. That rock, Lachea, always mystified her at night. Today, in broad daylight, she could only see the figure of...

...a DRAGON!

“Good lord,” she said breathlessly, “my goodness! An actual dragon!”

She quickly dove into the waters and swam to summon Uwi from his dormant sleep.

~~~~~~~~
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“A mermaid?”

The black dragon tilted his head, wondering what the hell did he just see.

His stomach started bothering him again.

It’s been a long while since he had fried mermaid.

He could take her to Acitrezza and ask the locals for grease and a giant frying pan so he could fry her, but he’s asked them for enough things. Plus grease makes him vomit.

She emerged again, pointing at him.

“What is she saying?” he wondered.

He saw her pick up a tiny shark and hold it up in the air.

“An offering?” he wondered.

He took off from his rocky island, flying a few inches above the water. The girl—er, mermaid’s—eyes lit up when he came zooming by! When she felt an empty space in her hands, she realized what the flying creature had done.

“Uwi?”

Her shark brother was GONE!

Out of her reach!

“Uwi?”

She saw him flapping helplessly in the talons of the dragon.

Death was looming.

“AAAAAAAAHHHHHHHH!!!!!!”

The dragon’s eardrums pulsed in pain at the sounds of her shrill and abnormal scream.

“Stop screaming!” he said to himself as he landed on his island with the offering.

“Uwi! Uwi!”

She dove into the sea and mustered all her strength to swim at top speed.

She reached Lachea right when the dragon was about to set Uwi on fire.

“Shark!” she screamed, unable to find the English words to tell him to stop. She picked up on the words the fishermen would shout when they came fishing at her spot. The only language she knew was Seadring.

“Shark!” she shouted again.

“Sì, mi hai dato uno squalo,” the dragon replied, “Grazie.”

(Yes, you gave me a shark. Thank you)

Narcissus knew that language well. It was Italian.

“No! Che squalo è mio fratello! metterlo giù prima di morire!”

(No! That shark is my brother! Put it down before you die!)

A threat?

From a puny African mermaid?

Wait...the shark is her brother?

“Please...” she said in the little English she knew, “do not...eat him.”

The dragon carefully placed the shark in the water. The young Great White swam to Narcissus for comfort. The dragon thought it was odd to see her hugging a shark.

“Qual è il tuo nome, sirenetta?” he asked.

(What is your name, little mermaid?)

“Narciso. E tu?” she replied.

He smiled at her as he remembered the name of someone he knew in another realm. He replied, “Ashuton.”
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This sweet little ocean story opens up this collection. I am glad to write this commentary for it. I like talking about my inspirations and what drove me to write these stories. This little story, Teal, was written just for PROJECT TEAL, but somehow it snuck into this book! 

I had fun writing a mermaid story like this! I decided to bring in my romance juggernauts, Ashuton & Narcissus. The back story behind this piece is that they became separated in a temporal dimension shift. They were sent to another realm where Narcissus has no memory of anything. He became a regular dragon and she became a mermaid. The temporal dimension shift is similar to The Annihilation from Update 5.
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1

Dragonato Rhythm

Licini always opened her windows at 9 AM in the morning. She sat on the terrace, sipping early morning coffee as she heard the familiar voices of the Karrucci brothers. The boys and men always paraded around the city at this hour, carrying their little dragons and singing happy songs.

She fell back, taking another sip of the milky coffee.

“Another glorious day, another glorious song,” she said.

Silvestrio, the silver-haired odd-ball, climbed up her ladder and invaded the space of her terrace.

“Come down and play your violin,” he said, showing that childish innocence.

“Not today, bambini,” Licini said tiredly.

Silvestrio clasped his hands together and preparing for the puppy dog pout, “Please? Per favore?”

Licini shook her head, resting her mug of coffee on the glass table.

“Awww.”

Siletero pouted. Her shaken hands reached up, stroking the strands of his long silver hair.

She said to him, “Maybe tomorrow.”

“Okay.”

He kept his head low, departing with a sullen mood. She thought for a moment, realizing how tired her body had become. She had grown beautiful wrinkles, yes, but that was not the source of her tiredness. Rome would never be alive were it not for her violin and those hopeful young men. Maybe...

* * *
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They continued their singing, traversing down a crowded street. Out of the blue, the sounds of a well-tuned violin interrupted their song.

Silvestrio looked behind him and saw Licini playing her violin on the terrace. A bright smile crossed his face as he saw his elderly friend playing what could be her last rondo.

2

Surfer’s Despair

Year: 1989

Calucci watched with an amazed expression. The whole time he was surprised at how close his brother almost came to death. The waves lapped and splashed, but he was steady on his board. A few times Zack would pretend to fall off, relishing in the gasps from the crowd.

“I got this.” He said to himself.

When he came ashore, Calucci ran to his brother, shouting, “that was great!”

An idea came to him, so he asked, “can I come with you on the next wave?”

Zack crouched down to his little brother and said, “I don’t know, it’s very dangerous for a little one like you.”

Calucci toughed himself up, puffing out his chest and throwing on his best “mean face.” 

“But I’m a dragon!” he said.

“Oh, that’s right, you are,” Zack said jokingly.

The next set of waves came rolling by. Zack patted his brother on the back, “okay, let’s go!”

* * *
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Calucci was holding onto his brother’s leg as they gained height on the waves.

Zack shouted over the roar of the waves, “Alright, we’re going down! Hold on tight!”

Calucci screamed his little heart out as they rode the rushing waves. Seraphina watched with the same amusement Calucci had shown. The two looked adorable on the surf board. Big brother and little brother, riding the waves of Oahu!

“Aren’t they cute?” she asked Aaron.

He nodded, “they sure are.”

3

ForeverFree

The sunrise was orange among the clouds. Carrying the iPod dock, kukui's Midiri no Yubi filled ForeverFree Forest. No one ventured here. ForeverFree and it's leafy trees belonged to the cicadas. Okangana, Tibicen, Zammara and all the others held dominion. That meant nothing to Ashuton. He loved to capture and disturb the wonderful bugs. Armed with his iPod and fishnet, he hunted alone with the ghost of his cousin, Mischevous.

Isn't this wonderful? We are finally together, just like you dreamed.

No evil, none to detest us.

The cicadas sang their joy.

Let's go, brother, let's catch them all.

Colorful wings painted the sky.

We are forever-free with these cicadas. I don't want this to end.

The boys ran throughout, chasing flying bugs that flew away in their wake.

Pitchkato saw the mysterious boy, the Ri'vve of Eastern, running about the forest.

“What are you doing?” She asked.

"Catching cicadas. Come join me, Pizzicato!"

"It's Pitchkato," she rudely corrected him.

“Yeah, sure.”

“You still got that magic pen of yers?”

He withdrew the laser pen from his straw hat and gave it to her.

“Will you help me, now?” He asked.

Fine.

He used her as a ladder to reach the highest branch of the Peach tree. Resting with a female was a Purinosa cicada, from the Tibicen genus. He clumsily slammed into the branches. The cicadas flew off without hesitation.

“Next better try time!” It tried to say.

Ashuton blew a long sigh. He rested against the branch, with 17-year-old Pitchkato beside him. The songs switched to kukui's Chikakute Tooi Yume, one of Pitchkato's secret favorites. Ashuton rested his weary head on her shoulder, closing his eyes on the world for a moment's rest.

Pitchkato loved this boy. She used to hunt with him during the summers. They'd gather the teenagers from all across Toscana, all of them believing Eastern was a sad dream, but when they saw ForeverFree they were always overjoyed. An abundance of cicadas meant ForeverFree was forever love.

Pitchkato knew this, and she knew Ashuton cherished these cicadas. He was a dragon afrerall.

As sunrise turned to daylight, Ashuton found it hard to rest. Pitchkato played with her overalls as she skipped down the ForeverFree path. She stopped when darkness began to curl around her. Only half of ForeverFree was drowned in the Cicada's love. The rest of Eastern needed to believe in Cicadas for ForeverFree to become fully encompassed in light.

The darkness scraped at Pitchkato's bare legs, attempting to resurrect bad memories long buried.

She turned, turning her back on it, and walked with Ashuton back to town square. The day was busy with townsfolk. Carriages were coming to and from port during this hour. Everyone was preparing for Hajimari’s Revival (also called Cicada Day).

Hajimari was the sacred cicada god; the second son of Julius Xanthor of the First Cicadas.

A boy was chosen to throw flowers and rice all around town square as a parade of floats followed behind him. These floats were dragonian and cicadian in theme. Music would be played from drums, tin flutes and minstrels. Everyone would bask in light and the essence of the forest. And the best part: cicadas would swarm around as everyone sang and praised the faithful insects. This day was special to everyone, including Ashuton and Pitchkato. It would make everyone remember Eastern's purpose. But that purpose died out when Roy arrived with Trina after the Praying Festival. She was a Crotonian and an outsider. If you came from the outside, chances are you'd bring your problems with you.

Eastern was built out of a blood bath many centuries ago, when Wyrl's tribe was around. Ashuton takes the city's wellbeing personally. He didn't want the city destroyed by problems from the outside world. The cicadas told him, though, that ForeverFree would end soon.

Pitchkato, the most revered entymologist, would bring messages of hope from the Cicada Gods. These messages contained idealisms of another Eastern in dire need of it's own ForeverFree, and that when Eastern ends, the inhabitants should go to the new one.

The old generation, which was dying off fast, hated the idea. The new generation saw a slow decrease in trader sales, so they were welcome to the idea of leaving for the new Eastern. In all this mess, Ashuton wanted to remain where he was. ForeverFree is right below Dragosaeya, his ancient home in the sky.

Today everyone was celebrating a
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