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To those who find themselves in a new home and feeling alone. We see you.

Proceeds of this Anthology will go towards donations to RAICES.
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Between root and river-mist they wander,

Where mushrooms glow in quiet rings,

A child of dusk and dawning thunder,

Unclaimed by crowns or titled things.

The fae folk whisper, soft and wary,

“Are they prince or are they queen?”

But the forest only answers gently:

“They are what they’ve always been.”

Moonlight braids their silver laughter,

Dewlight clings to midnight hair;

They wear the wind like woven satin,

And wildflowers crown them everywhere.

Neither king nor cloistered lady,

Neither bound by he nor she—

They move like water through the valley,

Shaping their own mystery.

Foxes bow and owls grow silent,

Ancient oaks lean close to see

The one who walks between the stories,

Keeper of the in-between.

For the fae know truth older than language,

Older than crown or sword or throne:

Some spirits bloom beyond the borders

Mortals once believed were stone.

So if you glimpse them past the bramble,

Laughing where the fireflies spin,

Do not ask the name of their kingdom—

Ask the magic

they carry within. 
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In the clearing where twilight lingers

and the veil grows thin as lace,

there dances a fae with shifting wings

and starlight on their face. 

Neither prince of polished silver

nor princess robed in dew,

they wear the dusk and dawn together—

both colors, and the in-between too. 

Their laughter bends like willow branches

over rivers running slow;

their voice is moss and thunder mixed,

a song the old woods know. 

Some call them strange, some call them wild,

some try to give them a side—

but the forest never asks such things,

and neither does the tide. 

For mushrooms bow in quiet circles,

and foxfire lights their way;

the owls just blink their golden eyes

and greet another fae. 

They are storm and bloom together,

thorn and petal, dusk and day;

a living spell of balance

no small word could ever say. 

So if you meet them in the moonlight

where the silver fireflies gleam,

remember not all magic fits

the edges of a dream. 

Some magic walks between the paths

where old rules fade away—

and smiles with bright untamed wonder,

like a free and fearless fae. 








  
  [image: ]

In a ring of moonlit mushrooms,

Where the quiet fireflies sway,

There dances light-foot laughter—

A bright and playful fae. 

Silk ribbons trail behind him,

Soft as petals in the breeze;

He twirls through silver grasses

With impossible, easy ease. 

His laughter chimes like crystal

When the night begins to sing,

And dew collects like diamonds

On the lace around his wings. 

Some fae wear armor hardened,

Some wear crowns of thorn and flame—

But he prefers soft velvet

And a rose beside his name. 

The foxgloves bow to greet him,

The willows dip their heads;

Even ancient oaks grow gentle

When his dancing feet have tread. 

For grace is not a weakness,

And beauty holds its might;

He moves like dawn in moonlight,

Soft color inside night. 

So wanderers who glimpse him

In the glade where dreams employ—

Will whisper with fond wonder,

“There goes the dancing fae boy.”
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I write poems in a rhythm that sings true to me as poetry is a place to truly be free. I mostly write poems with fantastical themes but sometimes simple is perfection. This is my first ever publication. 
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Please take care of your mental health. You matter.
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I saw you born, creature. I saw your beautiful, feral mother left stranded on the shores of this island, belly huge with carrying you, and I saw her laugh and make the island hers. 
One by one, I watched her tempt and capture and enslave the wights and spirits and minor deities of this place, and I thought I was immune.
And I saw her labor with you, scream her pain to the skies as waves crashed on the shore below the cave where she sheltered. She has a house now, fey-built, but then she lived in the very cave she later banished you to.
You were born during a tempest, slipped out of her dark-furred and bloody. She would have cast you on the rocks, creature, until she saw your little goat legs, your shiny black hoofs, the tiny horn buds under your hair. She laughed, and instead of drowning you, she washed the blood and slime from your angry face with the frigid waters of the sea.
And I, thinking myself stronger than her, because she was mortal and I a fey spirit, drew closer to look at you. Surely you were the son of Pan, that goat-legged god of flocks and forests. I think you saw me, though I was hidden in air and sea spray, and you smiled at me, and I was captured.
I got too close, her magic closed over me, and I became just another of the many she enslaved. I was her messenger, her carrier of spells, her weather-witch. And it was many years before I looked on you again, banished to your cave and your midnight forest.
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Three rules my witch mother gave me, and I broke them at my peril. 
First, I must always do as she asked me, quickly and without question. To fail in a task was to feel pain, and my mother was a sorceress of blood and cruelty. She knew pain herself and had no hesitation in introducing it to those who served her.
Second, I was never to be out in daylight. When the sun was up, I was to be in my cave. Even at night, I was to remain in the forest where none could look upon me—as if there were any people there but herself and her captive fey spirits.
Third, I was never to open her books, never to try to read them, never to learn language at all except to understand what she commanded me to do. Touching a single page, a single cover of any of her precious volumes was to invite punishment worse than pain. Any sign that I might try to learn to read meant being confined to my cave, locked alone in its darkness with no one to speak to and nothing to do. No light, no food, just water to sustain me, and that only because even she could not stop the flow of the spring that came up through the floor.
I was very good at following the first rule. She thought me stupid, and seldom gave me difficult tasks, only chores that needed brute strength or stamina. The second rule was harder, because sometimes even I—naturally given to seclusion—craved the sight of beings other than myself. I didn’t much like being observed though, because I was monstrous, unpleasant to look upon. My mother never shied from reminding me how repulsive she found the sight of me, and I knew her servants—every one of them as beautiful as gods—must feel the same. So I stayed out of sight and watched her, watched her fey servants, from where they couldn’t see me in turn.
And if I followed the first and second rules well enough, she hardly noticed when I broke the third, because I was cleverer than she thought. I was careful, and I waited until she was occupied elsewhere on the island before I snuck into her house to look at her books. And I could read them, because she—unknowing—taught me how.
She learned to read only late in life, and so she never lost the habit of speaking aloud even when reading to herself. I could hide, and listen to her reading, and then later sneak in to look at whichever volume she had read from. Slowly, I matched the shapes of the words to the sounds she spoke aloud until I could read most of her books even without hearing her say them first.
I lived my life largely in secret, known to the other inhabitants of the island, but seldom seen. I did as I was told and I stayed out of sight. Mostly.
But one day a cool breeze tempted me out of my cave though it was barely into afternoon and nowhere near dark. It slipped between the heavy hide curtains that hid the entrance and tickled my nose until I rose from where I had been tracing the shapes of letters in the sand, and I followed it. I hesitated at the cave opening, one hand carefully pulling aside the curtain to peer outside.
It was a bright, clear summer day, and the trill of birdsong pulled at me nearly as much as the little stray sea breeze. Below, the waves splashed against the rocks, but playfully, like they too wanted me to come out. Could I slip unseen into the forest? There was only a small open space to cross until I would be under the shelter of the trees.
I inhaled, and the smell of salt sea air filled me. Another breath and the sharp-sweet scent of pine rushed into me until I could taste it in my throat. And something else lingered at the edge of my senses, a scent that was cool and fresh and made the hair on my arms stand up.
Would she hurt me, if she found me out of my cave? Would she add to the stripes already decorating my back from before I learned to obey her, or would she lock me in solitude and darkness until I remembered to mind her?
I let the curtain drop and turned away, back to my stick and my sand and my letter-drawing. The little sea breeze came back, teasing, tempting, and I gave in, followed it out of my cave, across the open rocky space and into the trees and under. Once out of the direct sun, my dark fur and brown skin let me blend into the shadows and I had to press both hands over my mouth to hold in laughter. Why had I never dared try this before? I had been too afraid to let my skin taste the sun, even filtered through tree branches.
The breeze led me, not to the shore, but away, deeper into the forest where a huge old pine leaned over a rocky creek. It had been struck by lightning long ago and lost its top, but it still towered over most of the nearby trees. Eagles nested in it every year. They were gone, that late in summer, their two strong chicks raised to adulthood. I had watched them every night they were in the nest, and was sad when they left, but glad, too, that they had thrived. The nest remained and would no doubt be used again next year, but when the breeze led me there, something other than eagles occupied it.
All I could see from the ground was a pale shape poking out over the side of the nest. I laid a hand on the trunk of the tree and stared upwards, intrigued. There was no sign of any of my mother’s servants, so I began to climb. The bark was thick and ridged, seamed with crevices I could wedge my fingers and my pointed hoofs into, and climbing was quick work and quiet. When I wanted to, I could become as a beast of the forest, a part of the woods.
The shape became clearer as I ascended the tree. A foot, so pale it was like the inside of an oyster, poked out over the edge of the nest. I froze when it moved, realizing this must be one of my mother’s faery servants. The toes stretched and I thought I heard a soft sigh from above, and then it went still again.
I should leave; I knew I should leave. But the sea breeze came again, teasing my nose with the cool fresh scent that made my hair stand up. A flush of pale pink touched the white skin of the dainty foot. It looked like no one ever used it for walking, which was such an absurd notion that I had to climb up and see who owned such an appendage.
Something ached in my chest, too, though I could not have named the feeling. Each time the foot stirred, I held still until I was sure that whoever slept in the eagles’ nest was truly deep in slumber. Then I climbed again, until I could look over the edge of the nest.
The eagles’ home was built partly on the blasted trunk of the tree and partly on two large branches that projected out over the stream. Strong sticks lined with dried grass and sea weed made up its structure, and it was further lined with softer things like the underfur of hares and the eagles’ own down to make a concave shape. Here, I had watched hidden as two eaglets hatched, ugly and pink at first, but soon growing into majestic creatures of the sky.
I had no words for what I saw sleeping there that day, because mine is not a soul of poetry but only a base thing of mud and tree roots. It was one of my mother’s servants—I should have expected that—but not one I’d ever seen from close up. They were a spirit of sea winds and storms, as pale on the rest of their body as their oyster-shell foot, smooth-skinned and delicate. They had long shapely limbs that seemed randomly flung outwards in sleep, and their hair was a glory of purest white, a long-stretched cloud on a perfect summer day, or the foam on top of a curling wave spun into the finest silk threads.
And their face… Sharp cheekbones contrasted with a roundness of the jaw and made them beautiful. I longed for them to open their eyes as much as I feared it. If they saw me, they would report to my mother, and I would be punished.
I thought it might be worth it.
They stretched, a garment of pure white linen sliding over perfect skin and barely covering their chest and groin. What use had a spirit for modesty, anyway? Perhaps they didn’t want to share the full glory of their beauty. Their head turned towards me and I froze, terrified now simply to be seen, to have my ugliness perceived by a creature of such perfection.
Their eyebrows bunched and dipped lower as they frowned in their sleep. Their eyelashes were the longest I had ever seen on anyone, including my mother and her faery servants, all of whom were beautiful. And none of whom were as lovely as this creature asleep in the eagles’ nest.
I felt I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t move, couldn’t climb back down the tree though I knew I should. Knew I must.
But I did not climb down, and when they opened their eyes, I felt my heart stop, skip, and begin to pound. For as long as one panicked heartbeat they held my eyes with theirs, and theirs were purest black, a night sky spangled with the bright points of stars.
For another few heartbeats I was utterly lost in their gaze, then in a quick fluid motion, they moved away and up and hovered over the edge of the nest on wings like a dragonfly has, buzzing in a blur of pale rainbow colors. 
I scrambled back, cowering, too late to hide, but unable to stop myself from trying. I misjudged my grip and found myself suddenly over open air, one hand clinging to a branch and the other groping for a hold. My fingers slipped, and I saw a blur in the air and a soft hand guided my fingers to another branch, then gripped my shoulder until I steadied, found my balance, and crawled back up into the nest.
As soon as I was secure, there was another blur and the spirit hovered again, across the nest from me, wings buzzing.
They cocked their head, studying me, and I waited for the inevitable, when my mother’s servant would call out to her and I would feel her fury. But they stayed quiet and simply watched me as I crouched there, wishing I had something to hide behind. No being so perfect—no person at all—should have to look upon the hideous monster that I was.
“Oh,” they said, in a voice like the little sea breeze that had lured me out might have made, could it have spoken. “It’s you.”
That made me look up from trying to hide my face behind the fall of unruly black hair that I should have kept properly cut.
The white spirit smiled and something hurt in my chest to look at them. “You’re the witch’s son,” they said. “I see why she likes to keep you hidden.”
I felt shame flood my cheeks with heat and I crept carefully backwards, feeling for the tree trunk so I could climb down and hide in my cave again.
The buzzing of wings stopped and I looked up again the see the spirit had landed on the edge of the nest and was crouching down as I was, holding out a hand as if to tell me to stay. “Has she not taught you to speak?” they asked.
I swallowed. “I can speak,” I said, though my voice cracked because I seldom used it. I was not supposed to speak. It was part of the third rule. Language was not for me, except enough to understand my mother’s commands.
I ducked my head. “I apologize for my appearance,” I said, feeling the irrational need to explain myself. “I know I must offend you.”
“Offend?” Their voice held surprise and I met their eyes again without meaning to. I did not see the revulsion I expected, only curiosity and maybe… pity?
“With my ugliness,” I said. “My monstrosity. All her other servants are beautiful. As you said, it’s no wonder she hides me in a cave.”
“Her other servants? But you’re her son. And that’s not…” They frowned and stretched out their hand so their fingertips brushed the tangled locks of hair from my face, removing the only means I had of hiding from them. “Oh, creature,” they said, their voice soft. “Sycorax lies. Every breath is a falsehood. You are her son, surely you know that?”
Then, as if speaking her name somehow manifested her attention, my mother’s voice rang out from somewhere far off, calling for her servant. I couldn’t quite hear the syllables she pronounced, but I knew from the way the spirit suddenly took to the air again, that it was them she called to.
“I must go,” they said and turned to fly away. Then they looked back at me, and with that sudden blur of movement, they were right in front of me, close enough to touch. They laid a cool palm on my cheek. “You are so lonely,” they said, and the way they said it made something ache deep in my chest. And then they were just a pale streak of wind through the air, off to answer my mother’s summons. And then nothing.
For I don’t know how long, I crouched in the eagles’ nest, trying to make some sense of what had happened. Then a stray breeze caught something pale at the corner of my eye and made it flutter.
There, at the bottom of the nest were caught three long white strands of hair, like moonlight on a ripple of water. I pulled them carefully free and wound them around my finger. Then I crawled back to my cave like a good monster.
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I thought that every cruel punishment that Sycorax had meted out on me was as nothing when I saw what she had done to you, creature. Her own child, grown into a strong and handsome man, rendered so desperately lonely, and convinced you were repulsive. 
You cowered from my gaze because you feared I would find you monstrous, and even if you had been ugly, how could I be repulsed by a fellow creature who had survived the witch’s ire, who had not merely existed in her servitude, but had persisted? I had heard her tell her servants you were stupid, crude, little more than an animal, but in your eyes—as witch-blue as hers—I saw fierce intelligence and open curiosity. I felt, too, the call of magic in your soul even though it slept so soundly you probably didn’t know yet that it was there.
And so, creature, whenever I could, whenever she gave me respite from her endless, pointless errands, I watched over you. I sent breezes to check on you, and sometimes I dared twist the very air to hide you when you snuck into her house to read her books.
And when I knew she would be occupied on the other side of the island, I visited you.
The first time I found you in your cave, you were bathing in the cool spring that wells up from the floor and trickles away out the door. You leapt out of the water, clutching a cloth to yourself, eyes darting about as if seeking somewhere to hide. But there was nowhere, and it hurt my heart to see you shrink into yourself.
“Creature,” I said, smiling to show I was glad to find you home. “You have a comb stuck in your hair.”
Heat flushed under your skin as you reached for the wooden implement—I had watched you carve it yourself only a few days past—and tried in vain to tug it free.
“Let me,” I said. You flinched when I reached for it, but stood still as I eased the tines from between your locks and teased the strands apart with my fingers. Your hair was thick and healthy and black, curled into ringlets that cascaded down your back, darker even than the dark brown fur that covered your legs. I kept combing it long after the knots were all smoothed away, caught in the sensation of it slipping between my fingers.
When you shifted to press the cloth you’d been drying yourself with to your groin and your skin flushed hot, I realized what effect my touch was having on you. And no wonder, if every other contact you had had with another person resulted in pain and punishment.
“Creature,” I said, soft so as not to startle you.
“My name is Caliban,” you said, your voice barely above a whisper.
“Caliban, Calipan,” I replied, changing the pronunciation of the last syllable, because surely you must be a descendant of Pan, maybe even his very son. Sycorax had claimed your father was a demon she’d controlled for her pleasure, but Sycorax exhaled lies with every breath. She was beautiful enough to catch a forest god’s eye, though, even if she was also cruel enough to drive him away after a single tryst.
I let my hand drop away from your hair to touch your shoulder, muscular under rich brown skin. You were so different from me: dark where I was pale, strong where I was delicate, earth where I was air. I wondered what magic our combination could make.
From far off, I heard Sycorax calling me and I hissed between my teeth. “Curse her,” I said.
“I would kill her if I could,” you replied, beautiful in your ferocity. You met my eyes, bold for the first time since we’d met, and said, “You are just as lonely as I am,” as if replying not to my recent words, but to those I had spoken in the eagles’ nest.
Something in the way you said it made my breath catch. “Yes, I am, creature,” I replied. “Calipan.”
“Tell me your name,” you demanded, eyes never leaving mine, and I wanted to give you everything you would ever ask of me.
“I would if I could,” I told you. “But she holds my name, and I cannot give it to anyone else.”
You sighed and nodded, looking away again. Your shoulders drooped and I wanted to put my arms around you. You knew her and you knew how her magic worked. You knew a faery’s name means power and that holding my name meant she held me enslaved.
I would have given you my name, freely, because then the rules were different, and I also believed you would have held it lightly and not used it to command me.
Even if she spoke my name aloud in the presence of another, only I could hear it. And hear it I did, as she called again, impatient now. If I didn’t go, she would command me and then punish me, and she would try to find out what had kept me from answering. So I went.
But before I slipped out of your cave, I leaned close and pressed my lips to yours and, when you parted your mouth to mine, I darted my tongue in.
And then I fled from that which I desired to go to that which I hated.






  
  [image: ]

I knew they watched me and I felt every bit of my repulsiveness as if it was a weight I carried. To feel a little less grotesque, I tried harder to be presentable, bathing each time I rose from bed, and scrubbing my teeth. I used manners when I ate my simple meals, and I carved a wooden comb to try to work the tangles out of my hair. 
I thought I wanted them only because they were kind to me, because they insisted I was not as ugly as I knew myself to be. But when I saw their eyes unguarded, my loneliness reflected back at me, I knew that even if we were opposites, it was not in a way that clashed; we were complimentary.
Eventually, there seemed no point in trying to hide from them. So instead, I tried to make them see all of me. I wanted to see if they would slip and find out I was repulsive after all. I let them see me hunting and cleaning fish and game, eating barely cooked meat by tearing it from the bone with my teeth, and burying the bones in a midden in the forest.
They only smiled to see me eating well.
I didn’t conceal myself when I need to urinate or even shit, and they just politely turned their back.
And once, I let them see me touching myself when they walked into my cave. They flushed pink over every stretch of bare skin I could see, but only went back outside and waited for me to come out to meet them.
Then, one day they took my hand and led me to the spring in my cave. They called a breeze that rippled the surface of the water and then made it go absolutely still.
“Since your mother will allow no mirrors,” they said. “I make you one.” They moved close, pressed their cheek against mine, and together we leaned over the water. And I saw myself.
I had bright blue eyes in a dark face framed by black hair—in that much I resembled my mother. But Sycorax was beautiful in a way that could lead men to overlook her cruelty until it was too late. Even now that she was growing old, she was lovely to look upon. And I—I was…
“See how handsome you are,” they said, and in our reflection, they smiled.
I shook my head. “You are beautiful, spirit. Were I also pleasant to look upon, I would look like you do.”
Their smile grew. “There are many kinds of beauty,” they replied. “Your beauty is not my beauty, and it is not the witch’s beauty. And you are handsome.”
“My nose is too wide to be beautiful,” I said. “Too large and too flat.”
Their smile didn’t waver, the sides of their lips curving upwards most distractingly. “Your nose is wide and flat, yes, and your nostrils flare like wings.”
I scowled and they laughed.
“My nose is small because I am a creature of air and hardly need breathe at all. You are a creature of earth and therefore must work to bring air to your lungs. Your nose does its job most efficiently.” They touched the end of the protuberance in question without looking away from my reflected face. “You have the nose of a god, and I will not hear it disparaged.”
I snorted. “An ugly god.”
“Pan had a nose just like yours,” they said.
“And Pan was said to be ugly.”
“The other gods called Pan ugly because he had the horns and legs of a goat when he was born, but goats are not ugly.”
I didn’t know how to reply to that, so I said nothing.
“I know you look at your mother’s books, and I know you’ve seen the pictures of Pan in them. Do you think he’s ugly in those illustrations?”
I had to admit the spirit was right. In the pictures in my mother’s books, Pan was handsome, big nose and all.
So, I said, “My lips are too thick to be beautiful.”
“Your lips are thick,” they said. “And wide. And they show your every emotion in their movement.” They turned away from our reflection to look directly at me. “Your lips are soft and perfect for kissing.”
I turned my head slowly, finding it difficult to meet their midnight-sky gaze. “For kissing?” I said, though I could barely even hear my own voice.
“Oh yes.” They leaned closer, slipped their arms around my neck and pressed their mouth to mine. I parted my lips, not knowing how else to respond, and they slid their tongue inside. I stood suddenly, pulling them with me, and I kissed them back, thrusting my tongue into their mouth.
We stood that way, arms entwined, tongues tangled, bodies pressed together, until I felt the tension at my crotch and realized they were about to feel exactly how their kiss affected me. I pulled away and stepped back.
“Don’t stop,” they said as I turned my back on them.
“Spirit.” My voice came out half groan.
“You are ashamed to want me,” they said, a note of realization in their words, and I half-turned so I might see in their face what they meant, why they suddenly sounded as if they were the one ashamed. I could feel my cock hardening and sliding free of its sheath and wanted to hide even as I needed to see what had changed in them.
Their hands went to their belly, pressing there as if it ached. “Are you attracted only to women then?” they asked. “Or men?”
“What?” I said, feeling as stupid as ever my mother told me I was.
“Because I am neither,” they said. “But I could seem to be a woman for you.” Their form appeared to shift and waver and then before me stood an ethereal pale woman, beautiful and delicate. “Or if you prefer,” they said, “I could seem to be a man for you.” Their form wavered again and there stood a man as impossibly beautiful as the woman had been.
I shook my head, forgetting my obvious erection and turning the rest of the way to face them. “You are so beautiful, spirit, just as you are. I would never ask you to be something you are not.” I waved up and down at the pale man that stood in front of me and its form wavered again and there stood the air spirit in their familiar shape. “But,” I said, “I don’t think you want that of me.”
Something vulnerable slipped away from the way they stood, as if they had been afraid I didn’t like their true shape. They stepped back and unclasped their belt, let it drop to the floor, and pulled their garment away. They stood before me unclothed and glorious, but their long white lashes hid their eyes and if they were still nervous to see how I reacted to them. “I am neither man nor woman,” they said. “Some find that wrong.”
“You are a spirit,” I said, wanting to devour the sight of them, but not wanting to be rude. “You’re a faery. What does it matter the equipment you have?” And then I couldn’t resist looking any longer. Their skin was smooth and pale and hairless everywhere except the glory of white strands that grew from their head, puffs of soft white under their arms, and a matching cloud where their legs came together at the groin. Their chest was flat but softly curved and as my eyes focused there, their nipples hardened to little pink peaks I wanted to explore with my fingers and my tongue.
Between their legs, the pale cloud of hair half-hid something not unlike a cock that was swelling to erectness even as I watched. I had to make myself keep breathing. I wanted to fall to my knees and put my mouth there.
“Caliban?” they said uncertainly.
“I like it better when you call me Calipan,” I said, forcing myself to look at their face again. I dropped my hands from hiding my groin and let them see me, erection and all. I straightened my spine and even at that I was barely as tall as they were.
They took at half-step forward, still hesitant despite the ample and obvious evidence that I found them desirable.
“Come here, spirit,” I said, voice gruff with overwhelming want. They let me lead them to the bed, but when I would have laid them on it, they turned us about and pushed, and I found myself on my back with my air spirit atop me, straddling me, rubbing their slick and swollen nub against my cock.
I stroked my hands up their body, rubbed my thumbs over their nipples, and moaned when they made a soft cry of desire. They wrapped their narrow hands around both our erections—theirs tiny and pale but nearly as hard as mine, which was as thick as their wrist and as black as my hair. We rocked together, slowly at first, and then faster, suddenly both desperate with need.
I yelled out first, my hips lifting the slight spirit right off the bed, wings buzzing to keep their balance, and I spurted all over my own belly and chest. I looked up at them, saw them looking at where we rubbed together, and then they arched their back, cried out a sweet desperate sound, and their slick dripped down to join my spunk in a pale, iridescent swirl on my skin.
They slumped in my hands, and I eased them down onto the bed next to me, where they tucked their wings close and nestled against my shoulder.
“Are you not disappointed that you won’t get a whole herd of little Calibans out of me, to take over this island?” They said it as a joke, but there was seriousness behind it. “I might be able do that for you, if I kept that womanly shape I showed you, or I might not.”
“Do you want that, spirit?” I asked. “Do you want to bear children?”
“I don’t know,” they replied. “I’ve never considered it.”
“I’m not disappointed, though filling this island with small copies of me is appealing. But I will not ask you to be anything but yourself.” I stroked their silken hair back off their face and felt the flutter of their wings against the inside of my elbow where my arm was curled around them.
“Would you like to fuck me, though?” they asked. “Even in this form I most love, I have a hole that you could fit in.”
“Would you like me to?” At that moment I’d have done anything they asked, and let them do anything they wanted to me, just to feel them climax again, and to see their face content after.
“Yes,” they said. “I would like you to. And I would like to suck your cock and drink your seed.”
“Would you like me to suck yours?” My blood raced at the thought, though I couldn’t have got myself hard just then if I’d tried. Not without a little more time to recover.
“Oh yes,” they said. “There are many things I’d like to explore with you, my Pan.”
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It was blissful, while it lasted, our secret trysts, our happy moments. But when you and your lover both are servants to a witch, no joy can last long. 
She must have suspected, and laid a trap, because we were careful. We met in your cave, or the midnight forest, and I always left before I could fall asleep, because while I was awake, the breezes would tell me if anyone approached.
But one night, thinking she would be busy concocting spells on the far side of the island, we met in the eagles’ nest, and yelled our pleasure to the night sky. You fucked me that night, your cock hard inside me and my wings working to slide me up and down on you until you filled me so full your spunk dripped out of my ass when we lay together after. But first you lifted me onto your face, took my swollen nub into your mouth, and sucked and teased until I tried to fuck your lips and you held me secure when my orgasm overcame me.
And, thinking we had time, I let myself drowse, feeling warm and safe with my face pressed to your chest where I could hear your heartbeat.
“I should go, beloved,” I said, and you went still under me.
“Beloved?” you asked, a bare whisper.
“Do you not think so?”
“Yes,” you replied, and I let myself feel safe in our joy. I should not have let myself feel safe, and that was her trap. She was not on the other side of the island after all, and she waited until there was no possible chance we could deny being together.
I opened my lips to tell you I loved you, hoping to hear you say it back, but suddenly my voice was gone and I heard her command me, my name a hateful thing in her mouth.
She was at the base of the tree, and she had heard every sigh, every moan, every soft whispered word.
She dragged us from the tree with magic, held me pinned to rough bark so I couldn’t move, couldn’t speak, could only watch as she beat you. Inside, I screamed for you to fight, to run, to do more than cower at the base of the tree and take every cruel snap of her whip across your back.
But she was your mother, and I knew that as much as you hated her, you also loved her, and you would never fight back for your own sake. You were silent under the assault, not even crying out as she laid your flesh open until all the beautiful brown skin of your strong back was a field of red stripes and blood that looked black in the moonlight.
When you lay unmoving on the ground, and I thought she might have killed you, she flung aside her whip and looked up at me, still held fast against the bark of the tree. “Tell me why I should not rip your wings off,” she said.
I wouldn’t have replied even if she had let me have my voice back, because the only things I could think to say would have made her angrier.
“Tell me why I shouldn’t?” she demanded again, giving me my voice at last, by which I knew I had to answer or face a worse fate than whatever else she planned for me.
“I would be less use to you if I could not fly,” I said, and squeezed my eyes shut when she screamed her anger and called lightning from the clear sky to split the tree at my back almost to its roots. I knew how angry she was then, because she never wasted magic when she was calm.
“He’s your son,” I said, because I realized that if you were dead, I did not want to live either. “Do you feel nothing for him?”
“You would tell me how to be a mother? What do you know of motherhood? You’re a sexless spirit, with hardly even an excuse for a cock, let alone a womb to grow a child in.”
“Sexless?” I asked, knowing she had heard you take pleasure in me and I in you. I think I meant to provoke her into killing me, though I’m still not sure she ever had the power to do so.
She laughed a cruel and twisted laugh that would have made even the most besotted and bewitched human see through the surface of her beauty. “You let him fuck you.” She gestured at my body, still naked from loving you. “Having a man’s cock up your ass won’t make you a woman.” Her eyes narrowed and her look grew sly. “You’re a faery, do you not know you need a cunt and a womb to grow child in?”
I said nothing. She didn’t need to know what I knew or didn’t know about reproduction. She didn’t need to know I could have been a woman if I had wanted to, could maybe even have given you as many children as you desired. And she didn’t need to know there were other kinds of love besides that which makes a man and a woman start a family. I wasn’t sure she even knew anything of love at all, anyway.
She laughed again, thinking she had figured out what I wanted with you. “If you want so badly to be a woman, perhaps you’ll enjoy sharing the fate of those nymphs who dared tempt men they can’t have.”
I frowned, not understanding. “What fate is that?”
“Like Daphne tempted Apollo, and Syrinx tempted Pan. My son is the get of Pan, after all, and you are almost a nymph.”
I felt cold settle in my belly. “I don’t think those nymphs did anything but flee,” I said. I wanted to ask her to repeat
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