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To Lightning bug

Such a good girl...
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He was still having trouble believing that she was dead.

She was supposed to be a goddess and goddess were immortal, so how was it that she had died? How could she have left him? He had known her, after some figuring, over forty years. First as that Satyr, whose memories were slowly but surely flooding his mind with images, deeds, and people he'd rather not know. The last twenty or so years he had know her as his wife, Aurora the most beautiful female on Earth, as the tabloids had anointed her. 

She was the mother to his children, a wife he had cherished more than his own life and now, now she was gone as if she had never even existed. She had made that stupid Bard disappear and then she had collapsed in his arms, gray as those corpses he used to dissect for anatomy class. And then, if that wasn't enough, she had simply vanished in his arms, her clothes all that was left behind.

That vapid Queen of the Fairy or whatever she called herself, had smiled with a tear in her eye and the entire area around him had gone silent, dead silent. All the singing and dancing and cavorting and who knew what else they were doing down here with each other, had stopped as if a button had been pressed.

Then it all went back to the way it was, as if nothing untoward had happened and that was all the mourning there was for Aurora.

He felt a hand on his shoulder. “You should not be so sad my dear Satyr.”

“And why not? She was everything to me. How am I supposed to save my kids now? I don't know anything. And I'm not your dear Satyr. I'm not a Satyr at all so please put me back to the human I was.”

She tsked. “We've had this discussion before. Whatever that was you were in the land of the gods, that was but the illusion. This beautiful and magnificent specimen you are now? This here? This is what you truly are, what you have been for thousands and thousands of years. And I should know. I was there when Silvanus created you, shared your first steps, your first erection, your first sexual encounter.”

He frowned at her. “You people all need months if not years of therapy is what you all need. I've never met you, have no idea...” And then a memory impacted his mind's eye like a sledge-hammer, him and her embracing, entangled, intertwined with a lust that was almost what he had with Aurora and then memories of hundreds if not thousands of young girls he had deflowered came to him as if they were punishing him for his depravity.

“What the hell is going on here? That isn't me. I never did any of that, would never do any of that.”

“Why are you so distressed? You are a Satyr, created to give pleasure, first pleasure most of the time to those whose lives are tedious and boring and lacking even the most rudimentary joy. It is what you are.”

“No it isn't! This is exactly what they all accused me of doing, what they wanted to lock me up for the rest of my life for. This...” He hit his head with his hands. “These memories I'm having, it isn't me and I don't want it to be me!”

She looked at him with pity, aware that his time away from the Land had created within him a dichotomy and unfortunately the newly created identity was being dominant. She had to fix that. Couldn't have someone like him down here putting a damper on everything.

Oh.

She knew what she could do.

She started to walk away from him, hands clasped loosely behind her back, stepping slowly and methodically with swinging steps as she looked down at the flower-strewn ground. 

“Hey! Where are you going? You can't just leave me. I have no idea what to do down here. I need to get to my kids. They're obviously in danger.”

“Are they?” She didn't bother to look at him.

“Yes. My daughter got pregnant by an older man so what do you think?”

“I think that it was a wonderful bonding and mating and that the two of them will be wonderfully happy together, that is if we can figure out how to get him out of that Dragon form. I mean, that's going to be really hard for them to consummate their love with him like that. I know that people are always thinking that Dragon want virgins for sex and all, but that isn't the case at all. They just taste better.”

She could sense that he had stopped behind her, his mouth probably open, eyes wide. 

“You're all insane is what you are. Insane.”

He caught up to her and tried to grab her shoulder to make her stop but suddenly she was a good three meters away from him. How did she do that? “Listen, just put me on the surface or whatever you call it and I'll be out of your hair and you won't have to bother with me anymore.”

“Oh? Well first of all I made a promise that I wouldn't let you do that. You won't survive a fortnight, not with the current situation up there concerning Satyr.”

He waited for her second point. When she instead started to dance with another Satyr, a rather passionate and, as far as he was concerned, immoral dance, he spoke up. “And the second point?”

She ignored him completely, pressing against the Satyr tightly and that should be illegal. It really should in public. Was this even considered public? 

“Hello? We were talking?”

“We were?” She disengaged from the Satyr and Stiz was rather impressed with his package as he grinned from ear to ear, then winked at Stiz and started to play his pan pipes to a gaggle of other half-naked girls encircling him. 

“You said first of all. That generally implies that there are more points you wish to make.”

“Who says?”

“Who...? Everyone.”

“Define everyone.”

“I... “ He pointed at her. “You're doing this on purpose, I know you are.”

She looked down at his groin and arched an eyebrow. He followed her gaze and saw that he wasn't any better than the other Satyr. He turned around and rolled his eyes. Of all the times...

“You were saying....?”

“You obviously had something else to say to me.”

“Like what?” She was kneeling now and talking to, of all things, these red-capped mushrooms who were freely talking back to her. 

“I don't know. You were the one saying it.”

“Then how do you know that I was going to say something else?” 

“Because you....” He realized that this was a losing battle. “Never mind. So what am I supposed to do now?”

“Well that should be obvious. I thought your love for Aurora was stronger than that.”

“She's dead. She vanished. What do you want from me?”

“Loyalty?”

“Loyal...” He put his hands to his head, to his horns and started to stomp around the place, little cries of anguish from below him. He looked down to see that he had inadvertently stepped on some flowers and they were crying. What kind of a place was this?

“Silly Satyr. Do you mourn for the caterpillar when it dies and turns into a butterfly?”

“What?” He tried to move away from the flowers and stay on the moss, unless that was alive also. He finally decided to sit on a fallen log, putting head to hands.

“When a transformation occurs, the old must die before the new can be reborn, yes? A caterpillar must first cocoon itself and die before it can transform into a new, more beautiful and fulfilling form.”

“It doesn't die. It just goes into stasis as it transforms, that's all.”

“You might have different words for it but it is the same, yes?”

“What are you going on about? I don't care about caterpillars.”

“Your precious Aurora, Great Goddess Mother of all, most powerful of all... Do you truly think that one such as that can just die? Especially here, in the Fairy Kingdom. Nothing ever dies here. I forbid it.”

He was seriously thinking of strangling her just to prove that things could die here. Then he had the strangest thought. Was she telling him what he.... “Are you saying that she isn't dead?” He looked up at her and she was staring back at him hard.

“Silly Satyr. Of course not. She is just undergoing a transformation to another stage of her life, of the life of the Great Goddess Mother.”

“And what would that be?” He stood.

“Well how would I know that? I'm not a deity, at least I don't think I am.” She put hand to chin, cocked her head up and to the side and seemed to be seriously thinking of that question.

He went to shake her and again she was suddenly three meters away from him. Disturbing. “And when will she come back to us?”

“Does the wind know when it will return? Do the clouds understand where they are going? Questions such as these have no answers and need not even be asked. She will return when she returns.”

“That isn't an answer.”

“It is all I have. Come.” She held her hand out to him. “Frolic with my Nymph, release all that pent-up anger and anxiety within you, enjoy yourself here as all my other children do for to fret is to waste time and although we here in the Fairy Kingdom don't abide by time's constraints, it is still there always, waiting, wanting, demanding.”

“I sometimes have no idea what you're saying.”

She smiled at him and indicated with her hand again. “Come. Your beloved will return. But in the mean-time, be the Satyr that you know you are. Don't let the temporary constructs that have ruled your life in the recent past blind you to the simple fact that you were made for pleasure and pleasure is all there really is to enjoy.”

“I'm not going to cheat on Aurora.” He crossed his arms over his chest, realizing that he had a rather impressive chest, all things considered.

“Cheat... Such a terrible word. Does the bee cheat when it goes from flower to flower? Does the bull cheat when it impregnates all the cows in the field?”

“That isn't the same.”

“Is it not? And who decided that it wasn't the same? My Nymph have as many partners as their hearts desire and would you call them immoral, evil, sinners? No. They are but doing what they were meant to do. You, my dear confused child, are but a Satyr. Be that Satyr. Your Aurora will not mind at all that you consummate your joy of living with others.”

“Then you don't know Aurora that well at all.”

She laughed, a beautiful lilting affair that rose into the air and grew wings, flying over the area wherein they stood and making everything seem brighter, more alive. “You'll see. You'll see. Everything will be as it was meant to be. This isn't the first time that all this has happened you know...”
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A torrent of darkness swept through the trees,

Apparitional clouds of galleon gusts ripped the skies.

Still of a winter's night, when the gods live among thy,

comes she who would cleanse all of the sin of regret.

Destroying all before her to free the world of transgression.

Excerpt from:

The El'gothoz Aggregation

Azgon the Temptress

––––––––
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So Tag....

I'm pretty sure that I didn't get a word in edge-wise as we walked to what I took to be her house. She told me all about how my mother, whom he still didn't believe was my mother at all, wouldn't have been anything without Tag around. Tag saved her from the slavers, saved her from the Dragon, had all the best ideas, made the best plans and basically Tag should have been the deity and not Aurora at all. But because Tag was such a gracious person, she let Aurora take all the credit.

I had to keep from laughing several times. Most of the time she didn't even notice but when she did, she would look at me with the most wicked gaze, stop for a moment, then continue on as if I hadn't said a word.

“I'm still naked you know.”

“Yes. I was wondering about that. Now for me personally I don't really care because us Wererabbit walk around naked all the time but I'm pretty sure that you folk don't and is that a big one for your size or not? Just curious. Not that I'm interested or anything like that because I'm married and I'm not really into all that inter-racial stuff, though Al and I did do it a few times and....”

“I'm only twelve.”

She stopped walking as we neared the house and looked at me. “What's that have to do with anything? If you were a Wererabbit, you'd already have had hundreds of kids and a house and job and all that.”

“Far too much information.”

“Really? Huh. Anyway, I don't have anything that will fit you, at least I don't think I do but then you are about my height just a lot fatter, especially around the middle there. What you been eating? Lots of meat I'm guessing cause that will do it every time. Me? I eat only veggies cause we're Wererabbit and we don't do meat.”

“What can I do or say to convince you that I'm Aurora's son?” I needed to keep everything going here and if I was to do that, like Terri did when she was here, then I needed Tag to get me to that Tzigana person and.... Well shit. 

How was that going to work?

I didn't want to repeat what happened before because then it will all happen again and end up with everyone dead and the world destroyed because that prick Al decided that killing my sister wouldn't in any way piss off mom.

The Great Goddess Mother.

I'm thinking that in the scheme of bad moves, that has to rank up there with the best of them, if not at the very top. That's like Moses deciding that he didn't really want to follow the Commandants and walked down from the mountain to join in on the festivities to Baal.

And yes, I do know a little bit about that sort of stuff. I might not have been raised religious but mom and dad made sure that I read all the religious books so that perhaps I could make up my mind for myself. Personally, I happened to find the Vedic to be the most interesting. All that fighting amongst the gods? That was cool. 

Anyway, I needed to sit down and really think about what I needed to do here. Sure I could go march to Al's place, walk in because he didn't know me at this moment in time from any other street urchin, confront him and kill him but what did that accomplish? I mean really, if I even could do it. Wouldn't that be the same as what mother did when she supposedly killed off all the other deities way back when and made it possible for Al to rise to power?

“Are you even listening to me?” Tag asked as she munched on a carrot. “I mean, with that blank look on your face and all that, I'd say that you completely blanked me out even though I was telling you how you could convince me that you were the Goddess Aurora the Savior's son. Not that you could at all, but I was at least...”

“Do you ever stop talking?”

She looked at me with the carrot in her mouth and stayed that way a moment, the took a big bite and chewed it with an exaggerated motion. Then she pointed at me with the carrot. “You know, you do have her attitude down, I'll say that. And I don't talk too much. Lots of people tell me that but I tell them that I talk exactly the amount I should talk, no less and no more and that way I get my point across unlike a lot of other people who either don't talk at all or just ramble on and on until you fall over from boredom or a spider builds a web under you arm-pits because you couldn't move from all....”

I froze her.

I know, that wasn't nice to do but I was getting a headache and I needed to think. There was smoke lazily coming out of the chimney of the house, clothes on the laundry line drying, and I think someone inside gently humming.

I heard him before I saw him, the pat-pat-pat of his large paws coming down that dirt road that ran passed the house. “Tag! Tag!” He pulled up and stopped before us, gasping for breath, bent over and putting a paw out for us to wait a moment while he recovered. I don't think he had noticed that Tag wasn't moving. I would think that with a Wererabbit, that would be like someone with their hair on fire. 

“Hunters!” he finally blurted out. “They got Nikita and her whole family. Looted the house, slaughtered the animals, all of them. Blood everywhere but they must have taken the bodies as trophies and they were seen heading in this direction.” He looked at me for the first time I think, scanned me up and down, then pointed a thumb out toward me. “Who's he?”

“I'm Dor and he's frozen at the moment. And I don't think that you need to worry about the bounty-hunters. They're all dead.”

“Frozen? Really? Why?”

“He was talking too much.”

He snorted and slapped a knee. “Tag? Talking too much? You don't say.” Then I think that the rest of the words I spoke to him sank in and he grabbed my arm and looked at me with wide eyes. “Dead? Did you say that they were all dead? How? Did you see them die because the last thing I need is to go tell everyone that they're dead and then have them show up and kill us all. That wouldn't go over very well, not at all.

It was obviously a trait all Wererabbit shared. 

“Wait a second here,” the Wererabbit said as he took a step back and started to fumbled for something on his belt. He looked down at his belt and cursed, then stomped a foot in frustration. “Dammit. I was so eager to warn Tag about it all that I completely forget to bring my weapons along. I can't believe I did that. I'm such a klutz sometimes that it's a wonder I can even get out of bed in the morning. Oh by the breath of a Dragon, they've been here already and have set this wretched over-lord to rule over you and I'm so sorry Tag. I really am.”

“He can't hear you and I'm the one who killed the bounty-hunters so no, I'm not here to rule over anyone.”

“You're all killers, cold-blooded killers without a kind bone in your tall and muscular bodies and woe to us Wererabbit who stand in your way.” He started to look around as if he heard something. “They'll be here any minute now. We have to leave.”

“Who will be?”

“The bounty-hunters, your friends and why isn't Tag moving at all and why does she have that carrot stuck in his face? Did you kill her also?” He jumped back a meter or so. “I have to go warn the village!”

“No, don't do that. I'm friendly.”

“Right... You're just trying to lull me into a false sense of tranquility and then WHAM you stab me through an eye!”

“Really? Who does that?”

“You.” He pointed at me in case I didn't get the reference.

I unfroze Tag cause I was pretty sure that I needed her help here. “...boredom and then you just expire... Hey Stitch. When did you get here?”

“He froze you because he's one of the bounty-hunters!”

Tag looked at me. “Aurora used to do that also. Hmmmm” She looked at me again, this time a little closer, putting her hands to my face, pulling on my cheeks and moving my chin up and down. “Take a good look at him, Stitch. Do you see any resemblance to someone we all know and love?”

Stitch put a pair of glasses on his nose and wrinkled his whiskers. “Is he Merle's oldest son?”

Tag looked at him with wonder all over her face. “Does he look like a Wererabbit to you, Stitch? Get serious.”

Stitch took his glasses off and cleaned them. “Never seen this one before in my life and I'm really good with faces.”

“Obviously.”

“Wait, he's one of them. We have flee!” Then Stitch did something that I wasn't expecting. He kicked me in the stomach, with both legs. “Run Tag! Run!” He started to run off down the road yelling at the top of his head that the Race of Man had come to enslave them all.

I couldn't have that.

I was pretty sure that Terri didn't cause this much commotion. She never mentioned that. She did say that she was hailed as a hero by the town-folk. I froze Stitch and his forward momentum made him topple into a ditch on the side of the road to a splash of mud.

“Well that was different,” Tag said as he looked over there. “He's not going to like that and he certainly won't be convinced that you are who you say you are. Nope. Not at all.” He bit into his carrot again.

“I'm sorry about that but something has gone terribly wrong here. My sister was supposed to be the one who came to you and you apparently recognized her right away.”

“Did she have wings?”

“Wings? No, she didn't have wings. At least not that time she didn't.”

“So I assume that you don't either?”

“Well yes but I don't know if...” And as if they had been listening to me, they popped out.

Tag fell backwards, choking on the carrot pieces in her mouth, dropping the carrot in her hands. “By the Dragon's broken tooth! You're an Angelicus!”

“Well no I'm not. Well okay I am a little but I have them because my mom was the Goddess Aurora.”

She spit out the offending carrot pieces, wiped her mouth, then stood slowly, making sure to stay away from me. “Those are glued on, aren't they?”

“No.”

“Sure they are. You're way too young to be an Angelicus. I know. They kept showing up when I was helping Aurora become the goddess she was so I know Angelicus and you aren't an Angelicus.” She put paw to chin again and cocked her head to the side a little. “If I had to guess, and this is just guessing mind you and not an opinion one way or the other, but if I had to guess I'd say that there was Satyr in you. Yeah, that's it. Satyr. Had one come around my parents place when I was but a wee thing and we had a real fun time, yes we did. First experience. Yeah, you've got Satyr written all over you, that you do.”

“No I don't. Look.” I lifted my legs up to show him that they were all human. “No hooves or hair or back-bent knees. And no horns either.”

“Ahhhh, so you know exactly what a Satyr looks like, don't you.” She picked up her carrot, brushed it off a little, then wagged it at me. “Aurora's son. Yeah right. A Satyr as Aurora's son. Good try though. Almost had me going there. Well thanks for killing off the bounty-hunters and all that and if you could just unfreeze Stitch there I'll calm him down and you can be on your way.”

“No... I can't go. You have to help me. You helped Terri when she was here and I can't change things that much else it'll all be screwed up in the future.”

“I know something that's all screwed up right here and now. So if you'll excuse me....”

“Yes I become a Satyr, okay? Happy? My dad was apparently a Satyr and so here in this land I eventually become one.”

She stared at me as she chewed and I think that had to be a magical carrot because he never seemed to get any smaller. “A Satyr you say? What was his name? You're going to say Stiz, weren't you because everyone knows that Stiz had a thing for Aurora and probably for Deirdre and me also if you want to be honest about it. He was a Satyr after-all. I think it was that idiot who caused all the problems in the first place, I really do.”

“That idiot is my dad so watch what you're saying.”

“Yeah right. Like Aurora would ever consummate with a Satyr or all things. Screwy.” She made a circular motion with the carrot at her left ear.

“So let me ask you this? If my sister had come here instead of me, would you have told her she wasn't the daughter of Aurora?”

“What's she look like?”

“Like me and my mom.”

“Well then sure.”

“Then why won't you believe me?”

“Simple. You're a male and I don't believe anything a male says, especially a Satyr in disguise.” She pointed her carrot at me again and narrowed her eyes. “You're probably trying to seduce me is what you're trying to do. I understand that I'm a really sexy Wererabbit and all that, but it isn't going to work. No sirree. Not on me.”

“I'm not trying to seduce anyone, believe me.” Then I had an idea. Seduction. No, not that way. Geez. What I mean is Tag's mention of seducing made me think of Amphilio and no, not because I wanted to seduce her or anything like that, though I will say that when I was laying in that bed in the fortress and she was all naked next to me, all soft and curvy and vulnerable....

Where was I?

Oh yeah.

Seduction.

I needed to find Amphilio.

That was my plan. She'd know what to do. She once said that Fairy were apart from time so it was very possible that she might remember what happened or perhaps she could take me to the Queen of the Fairy because she would certainly remember it all.

I hoped.

I know, hope isn't a plan as my dad would always say, but it was all I had at the moment. 

“Is there a pond in a forest around here?”

“What? Where did that come from? Oh, I see. You want to lure me into the forest like that Satyr did way back when and then have your way with me, that's it isn't it?” She now did something that I didn't expect at all. She stepped forward, looked back at the house a moment for what I don't know, then said in a low voice. “Over the rise in the road there, it's a little copse of trees and I think there's a pond in there. I'll meet you there at sunset.” Then she winked at me. “No sirree, you're not going to seduce me at all. Away you go. Away now naked person.” Then she turned on her heel and strode into the house.

How did anyone ever get anything done around here? 

“You forgot about Stitch!” I yelled at her.

It took a few minutes but she came out of the house, walked passed me as if I wasn't even standing there and over to the frozen Stitch in the ditch. Hey, that rhymed. Ha! She pointed at him and rose an eyebrow.

I unfroze him.

“RUN! RUN!” He looked down at himself, at the ditch, then at Tag. “What am I doing in here? Did that little bounty-hunter hit me? That's it, isn't it? He hit me with an arrow trying to kill me so that I wouldn't warn the others.”

“Do you have an arrow in you Stitch?” Tag asked.

He checked himself out, then frowned. “No.”

“Then that didn't happen. He's just a kid, that's all. A confused kid. The bounty-hunters are dead. Go into town and tell everyone that.”

“That he's a confused kid?”

“No you idiot. That the bounty-hunters are dead and I'll bring in the hero who killed them later.”

“And who would that be? Are you going to bring the kid also?”

“Yes Stitch. I'll bring him also. Here, get out of that ditch. Look at your clothes. Martha will be all pissed at that, I can tell you that.”

Stitch looked back at me, them whispered to Tag. He didn't whisper very well cause I heard it all. “Watch that one. I think he's working with the bounty-hunters.”

“Probably is. Now go on. No Stitch. The town is that way.” She pointed.

Stitch looked, frowned, shook Tag's hand and went running away. Tag watched him go, shaking her head the whole time. She walked over to me and stopped. “He's a little touched in the head. Got kicked by a mule once when he was young. But over-all he's a good mate.” He looked at me, then winked again and went back to the house.

“I still need clothes.”

“Yes you do,” she said as she went through the door.

“And where do I find them?” I yelled at the door.

It took a few minutes before she came out again. “For someone who thinks that he's Aurora's son, you sure aren't very self-sufficient, are you? I mean, I know that Aurora had me and all to do all her thinking and planning but she still had the wherewithal to wear clothes and not go around naked. Well that isn't true either, now is it? She went around naked all the time. Huh. Maybe you are her son.” She walked up to me and told me to turn around. 

I did.

She made a grunt.

I turned back toward her and she had paw to chin again. “Were you checking out my butt?”

“I was. Aurora had the most perfect butt for one of her race. Now I don't particularly like those bubble butts that Elves and Dwarves and the like have but she had a really nicely shaped one.”

“You checked out my mom's butt?”

“I certainly did check out the Goddess Aurora's butt. If she's going to go running around naked all the time, might as well see the goods, right? I mean, we Wererabbit go around naked all the time but we have fur so it covers up anything that you might see.”

“You're wearing a blouse.”

“Ah, very good but that's because we have these things here.” She put both paws to her breasts. “Can't go around showing all the goodies to the boys, now can we? They need to work a little to get to see them, even if we are Wererabbit. Now Al, he always would be drooling over Aurora and wanted to bed her so badly and I think he actually did toward the end and they noise they would make. Like wow.”

“I don't want to hear that about my mom.”

“I wasn't talking about your mom cause I don't have a clue who your parents are though they should be scolded badly for letting you run around naked and all and alone and in places like this and how did you get so far into Wrilledell if you don't mind me asking but then I don't care if you mind cause it's kind of important and all.” Then she leaned in a little, looked around again, then whispered. “We still meeting in the trees at sunset?”

“No we aren't. That wasn't what I was implying. I need to find a Naiad.”

She laughed as she was suddenly eating another carrot and where did she get that one from? “Don't we all. Don't we all. Why don't you come inside and meet the mister and the kiddos. But don't swing that thing around them cause they're just kids and don't need to see something that big. Geez. You sure you aren't a Satyr?”

“I'm not going into your house naked.”

“Why? You've been standing around here naked and all the kiddos have been watching you from that window there so why the shyness now suddenly?”

I looked and sure enough there were at least ten little noses pressed against the glass pane attached to wide eyes. Well wasn't that just great. Now I'll probably get arrested. This was not going at all as I thought it would. How did Terri ever survive her first day here back then?
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On the side of a river lie

long fields of barley and rye,

draping the world, golden and dry.

And through the fields did the knight

thus ride, willows bend by his side,

flowing down to the castle below,

he rides his steed steady and slow.

And only those reaping early in

the fields they tend, hear the hum

of his singing of a departed friend.

Excerpt from:

A Tail of Betwixtment

A Collection of Poems

Tyronis of Wildevalley
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So none of her clothes fit, which was good seeing that she was a she and I was a he. I had already had the misfortune of having to wear girl clothes before. Remember that? I certainly do. Probably won't ever forget that. I'm certain that will come up in my therapy years from now and the doctor will nod his head and ask if I ever had the desire to wear female clothes on other occasions.

Yes, Tag had a mate but he was completely against giving me anything. In fact, he wanted Tag to chase me away, saying that the last thing he needed was for the gossip of the village to now include his mate doing it with a Halfling. I assured him that I wasn't a Halfling, but that didn't really make him anymore receptive of me for some strange reason.

The two of them argued for a while with lots of yelling and pointing of fingers – do rabbit have fingers? – and then a few carrots were thrown about before he stormed into the house and slammed the door and she stormed away down the road in the direction Stitch went. The little ones were jumping up and down and seemed to be genuinely happy that a fight had occurred between their parents and then they poured out of the door toward me and I didn't want anything to do with that so I ran after Tag, sticks and rocks following me as the young ones seemed to have it in their heads that I needed to be chased away.

“I'm sorry. I didn't mean to cause friction between you and your mate.”

“What? That?” she said with a carrot in her hand, waving it about nonchalantly. “That was nothing. You should see us when we start pulling on each others ears. That was just a misunderstanding spat. He tends to over-react to most things and thinks that I'm having sex with every male who happens to come wandering by, which I don't by the way just so you know because I'm not that type of Wererabbit and are we still meeting in the wooded glade at sunset?”

“No. Why would I want to do that?”

She stopped walking and looked at me askew. That means slightly off in case you were wondering. It was one of my vocab words before it all went to the dogs in my world. “So now I'm not good enough for you, is that it? Well let me tell you that I've had sex with some rather important people, yes I have, and if my perfect, little body isn't good enough for you then that's your lose and not mine.”

“Ewwww. Why did you tell me that? And just so you know, I've never had sex and don't intend to ever have it and I even if I did, I don't think that doing that with an animal is moral or something.”

“You sure use a lot of words to say no.” She started to walk again, munching on the carrot. “And just so you know, I'm not an animal, thank you very much. You people from the Race of Man always seem to think that you're so special and perfect and we don't do things like that with you lower class races and it really drives me nuts when they act like that and I figured that a son of Aurora would never act like that at all, especially not to her best friend in the whole, wide land.”

“And you say that I use too many words? Wait a minute, did you just say that I was the son of Aurora?”

“Nope. You completely misunderstood me like you all always tend to do. You hear only like a third of the conversation and then take the smallest little piece of what you hear and exaggerate it completely out of proportion. And why are you following me? Are you checking out my ass?” She looked behind her and down at her own butt. “It's pretty awesome, isn't it? I don't blame you. Al couldn't keep his eyes off of it either.”

“You are one sick rabbit, let me tell you. And I'm not following you. You said that the wooded glade was this way and I need to find a pond so that I can try to talk to Amphilio.”

“Is that like a flower or something? And it's Wererabbit.”

“No, I told you already. She's a Naiad.”

“You need to stay away from those type. Bad news they are, all around. Kiss you and the next thing you know you're a slave to some Satyr in the Fairy Kingdom. No thank you. Don't need that kind of trouble, not at all. So why are you still following me? I'm going to the village, to see if Stitch made it there and told the right story, about you and the bounty-hunters that is. Stitch tends to talk too much and then he starts to make things up and next thing you know, everyone thinks that I slept with the village elder, which I didn't. And everyone is mad at me or jealous or whatever and it was just a kiss by the way, in case you were wondering.”

So you can guess that the next hour or so went by rather quickly because Tag never shut up. She just went on and on about how everyone hates her because they're jealous that she was the best friend of the Goddess Aurora and blah, blah, blah.

“Is it much further to this glade?”

“What glade?”

I stopped walking. “What do you mean what glade? The one with the pond so that I can summon a Naiad and get some answers.”

“I told you not to deal with those creatures, ever. And I never said I was taking you to a glade or pond or, and this is a most definitely no, a Nymph. I am going to town to get an ale and show you off to everyone. Now if you stop all the time, we won't get there until dark and I don't want that. These roads can be dangerous at night, but then seeing that I have the supposed son of Aurora with me, we should be safe.”

“There's nothing supposed to it. I am her son and I doubt that I can help any if someone attacks us.”

She stopped now and started to look around in a crouch, ears all up. I noticed at that point that one of them was bent a little and that was kind of cute. “What attack?! From where? Did you hear something? Is it the bounty-hunters you supposedly killed off? Don't worry. I'll protect us. I know how to fight, you know. Saved Aurora many a time because I'm really good at fighting with my arms and legs.” She made a series of what I think were supposed to be karate kicks and punches, making grunting sounds as she did. Then she stopped and started to pant, hands on knees.

She looked over at me after a moment. “So why did you say that someone was attacking us? That isn't funny. Ever hear of the story of the boy who cried Werewolf? He got eaten in the end and no one cared because...”

“Yes, I'm familiar with the story and I didn't say anything about someone attacking us.”

“Yes you did.” She suddenly had another carrot in her hand and was crunching on it. I didn't understand that at all. There was no way that she had carrots in her pockets for the simple reason that she didn't have any pockets. “You said that you couldn't help when they attacked us because you don't like Wererabbit.”

“I never said I didn't like Wererabbit. Kashinka and Caireann used to catch rabbit all the time when we ate at night.” I know, I shouldn't have said that but I couldn't help myself.

She stared at me, carrot halfway to her mouth, pausing right in the middle of a chew. Then she lowered her carrot, finished what was in her mouth, swallowed, then pointed at me with the carrot. “That isn't funny. Not at all. Didn't you just see Nikita and her whole family hanging from the belts of those bounty-hunters? Think that's funny do you? Now I know that you're not Aurora's son or any relationship to her at all because she'd never say something like that, no way, no how.” She bit a piece off her carrot with a really exaggerated motion, then chewed it real slowly as she eyed me. 

“Now listen, Stitch has probably already made it to town because he can run really fast when he wants to. Always won the races when we were young. Anyway, since he's gotten to the town before us, he's undoubtedly already told everyone that you killed the six hunters who have been terrorizing this area for years and that's a big deal around here, let me tell you. Those hunters have killed hundreds of us, including some mercenaries we hired to deal with them and you just kill all six without even, and I'm winging this here because I wasn't there, but you killed them without even blinking or breaking a sweat and so the people in the town are going to be really excited to see you so please, please don't be the spoiled brat that you appear to be. Be kind and accepting and gracious, okay?”

“I don't want to go to your town. A glade. A pond. How difficult is that?”

She smiled at me now. “You do want to lure me into the forest so that you can seduce, don't you? I can see it in your eyes, that I can. Satyr all the way. But let me ask you, how are you disguising yourself cause it's a really good disguise and I would know because I'm really good at disguises.” She reached up and grabbed her ears, lowered them all the way down under her chin, then blinked at me a few times with her large eyes. “See. I'm just an innocent little slave girl from the Race of Man. Have pity on me.” 

“You look just the same as you did before, just more moronic that's all.”

She let go of her ears and loudly bit another chunk off her carrot. “How would you know anyway? That was a great disguise.”

And then suddenly the village or town or whatever it was was below us and lots of Wererabbit were in the large square with a fountain and a very large statue of someone with wings, listening to what I think was that Stitch character. Great. Didn't want this. And there was something about all this, something that Terri told me about this Tag that just kept nagging at me...

“I'm going to stay out here, Tag. I don't want to talk to all those people. This is just going to cause trouble for your town.” And sure enough, as I spoke I saw a group of man coming riding in on horses that towered over the Wererabbit assembled and they obviously had heard what Stitch was telling. I'm pretty sure that the expressions on their faces didn't bode well for the person they thought responsible for killing what were probably their friends.

“You can't stay here. They're all expecting you and they'll want to listen to your story and you can see the big statue of Aurora that I had erected in town and then you'll see why there is no way that you can be her son. Absolutely no resemblance at all. Nope. None. Come on then. We don't mind Satyr here at all.”

“I'm not a Satyr.” At least not yet. I was sure that that little surprise was still awaiting me one morning like it did the first time around.

“Right. Sure. You keep telling yourself that but when I find you bonging a virgin behind the tavern... Well, you figure it out.”

“I'm not going to... Never mind.” Well some things certainly didn't change.

“You coming or what? If you don't come down then I'll just have them all come up here to meet you. You're a hero. You'll probably get free ale or mead and a good meal from Asfrid. She owns the tavern. Bit of an old bitty, but she's okay. Things I'm just wonderful. Makes a really good mead.”

“I'm too young to drink.”

She looked at me as if I was an idiot. “Everyone has to drink. Where did you say you came from?”

“I didn't. I'm not... Well shit. Now what?” I looked down at the town and the horse-riders had dismounted and had Stitch hanging by his ears. I could hear his scream as the other Wererabbit were beating at the men to no avail. I knew that I shouldn't get involved, but Stitch didn't do anything and I hated bullies.

I started down toward the village, completely forgetting that I was still naked. Just went right out of my mind. Not sure why seeing that it wasn't like I ran around naked a lot. In fact, I didn't like to run around naked at all and certainly not in front of other people. Being a Satyr all that time perhaps made me a little less ashamed of it all, seeing that I didn't really wear any pants most of the time. Others just accepted that I was naked down there because I was a Satyr and that was that. It was to be expected. 

Tag followed. “I thought you were going to stay up here. You can't just change your mind like that, it'll give you a headache. I know. Happens to me all the time. Not that I change my mind a lot mind you, just that I get headaches. People say it's cause I talk too much but what do they know? I don't talk nearly as much as some other people in town.”

I could hardly wait to meet those people.

They were now dipping Stitch into the water of the fountain, holding him by his feet and dunking his head in and holding him there, then pulling him out and asking questions. He apparently didn't give the right answers so they dipped him in again. I don't remember Terri telling me anything about this. She did go on and on about some Elf named Cryine or something like that and how she was soooo in love with him and girls....

“Hey, put him down. He didn't do anything,” I yelled as I got closer to them. All the Wererabbit, who appeared to all be having an apoplexy over what was happening, parted out of the way and the men looked over at me, then snickered.

“What's this? A little boy telling us what to do? What's next, these rabbit will attack us with swords? And why are you naked?”

“No, but I will,” a rich, flowing, incredibly refined voice floated over the square and for a moment I felt my stomach quiver. I could feel the magic from whomever this was flowing out of him as if he were sweating it. I saw him then as more of the Wererabbit parted. He was tall, wearing what I think was a robe, a very resplendent robe, had long blonde hair that I think sparkled in the late afternoon light and there was an aura around him that I could see clear as day.

This was an Elf, of that I was certain.

Pretty sure that the pointy ears gave it away and if this was the Elf who helped Terri, then I can see why she went all goo-goo eyed over him. He was pretty good-looking in that High-Elf sort of way.

The men holding Stitch looked over now at the Elf, still holding Stitch in the water and he wasn't struggling nearly as much as he had been before. “Stay out of this Elf. It doesn't concern you.”

He pushed his robe aside to reveal a beautiful scabbard, like the nicest I had ever seen. “You think?”

I made it to the fountain and I could see that Stitch wasn't moving anymore and had probably drowned and that I couldn't have at all. “Idiots!” I yelled at them. “You drowned him!”

They looked at the rabbit they were holding, then laughed as they dropped him completely into the water. “No big loss. Just a rabbit.”

“It's Wererabbit you bastards you,” Tag said as she and several others went into the water to pull Stitch out.

The men all drew their swords and then one of them pushed aside his jacket to reveal what I think was a badge of some sort. “Now we don't want any trouble with Elves, so why don't you go back to your house and everything will be okay.”

“No it won't,” I said as I pushed my way to them. Yes, I know. I'm just a little kid really and was drained of power but this wasn't right and if Ebriz taught me anything, it was to stand up to people like this because what they did to Stitch was wrong, law enforcement or not.

The one with the badge looked down at me. “You lost or something? Maybe you're an escaped slave. Joba, take him into custody until we can figure out what's his story. No way that he's wandering around here naked like that and not an escaped slave.” Now he looked at the Elf. “We good here?”

“Not in any way. You have no authority here and you just killed a Wererabbit in cold-blood. You will be brought to justice.” He hadn't drawn his sword yet and from all the movies I had ever watched, the man who had killed Stitch should get back on their horse and leave because it wasn't going to end well for them. When the tall warrior with the beautiful sword doesn't even draw it yet, you know that you're in real trouble.

Someone grabbed my arm. “Maybe the rabbit are using him as a sex slave. You know, bobbing him in the ass so that they don't make any more rabbits.”

They all laughed at that.

I didn't think it was funny at all.

I looked up at the smelly and disgusting person, half his last meal still in his beard. “Let me go if you know what's good for you.” Now I could hear murmurings from the gathered Wererabbit and I didn't quite get the gist of it but I did hear a few gasps and the name Aurora bantered around in reverent whispers and stuff like that but at the moment didn't put two and two together and I think that they were pointing at the statue. Was it moving or something? That was all I would need.

“Listen to this one? You talk to your mom like that?” the one holding my arm said to me and his breath could have peeled paint. “Are you these rabbits hole for pleasure, is that what you are? Is the dead one your daddy?”

I jerked my arm free and this made him rather angry that someone would oppose him so he slapped me across the jaw with the back of his gloved hand and that really hurt. I put my hand to my cheek and could feel how red and hot it was. “That was a mistake.”

I felt my wings come out at that moment to the gasps and ahhs from the crowd and then they all fell to their knees and prostrated themselves toward me and what was this all about now? The man trying to grab me took a step back, sword in hand. 

“What the fuck? Since when do Angelicus come that small?”

“That's no Angelicus,” the one in charge said as he turned his full attention to me. “Olaf, bind him. The Grand Wizard is going to pay well for this one.”

I could see the lines of force start to rise form one of the men. Bastard was trying to cast a spell at me. Fine. I had enough of them all anyway. “You cast that spell and I'll fry your ass faster than you can say huh.”

He hesitated a moment.

“Do it already so we can get out of this forsaken country.”

He cast.

I cast Dis-spell Magic, then put my hand out and he went flying back into a stone wall with a loud crack, slowly sliding to the ground unconscious. “I warned him.” I turned to the one in charge. “You're going to turn yourself in to the local constabulary for murder and take whatever justice they see fit to hand out, understand?”

He pointed his sword at me. “Listen up kid. That parlor trick might impress the ladies but....”

I exploded his head. 

I was already angry at everything that had happened, me losing all my friends, everyone that I knew as mom destroyed the world around me and now this? I didn't need this. I hated people like this and although I could feel the Blackness rising in me I didn't care. People like this guy needed to die. The world would be a better place without him in it anyway. A small voice in the back of my mind was telling me that it was wrong, that this wasn't me but you know what? I was tired of being told who and what I was supposed to be.

The other men stood around for a moment, their leader's brains all over them. 

“Shit, what the fuck are you?”

“I'm the God Dor is what I am.” I pointed at the statue, which I figured out was a statue of my mom. “Her son. You want to see if it's true?”

They looked at the statue, then back at me, dropped their swords on the ground, jumped on their horse and rode out of town in a rush.

All the Wererabbit were still prostrated on the ground around me, actually trembling. All that is with the exception of Tag, who stood there rocking on her heels with a big smile on her face.

“I knew it all along, yes I did. Spitting image of my best friend Aurora. Don't know how anyone...”

“You said I wasn't,” I said to her as I made my way over to Stitch, laying on the ground looking as dead as dead could be. “Remember that?”

“You just misunderstood me is what it was.”

“You know this person Tag?” the Elf asked as he stepped up next to me, his aura threatening to overwhelm me.

“You bet I do. Brought him here so that all the village could see that I wasn't making it all up about the Goddess Aurora. Why else would her son come to me, to me that is. She sent him to me because she knew that....”

“Shut up a moment Tag,” the Elf said and Tag snapped her mouth shut and just stood there. “Can you save him?”

I looked at the Elf. “No wonder my sister thought she was in love with you.”

He looked at me with confusion. “I have not met your sister. I take it she is a goddess also, like her mother?”

“She was until I managed to get her killed. And yes, I can save him but I don't know if that's a good idea.”

He arched an eyebrow. “Truly? You have something against Wererabbit?”

“No, not at all. It's just that if I do bring him back I would need to go to the Underworld and Vir'gol is in charge down there and he and I don't exactly have the best of relationships.”

“I see. I don't even begin to believe that I understand the comings and goings of the deities, but if you can save him it would be good. He did nothing to deserve this.”

“Yes, I'm well aware of that.” This was starting to spiral out of control really fast. Sure I wanted to save Stitch but going to make a deal with Vir'gol was how all this started in the first place so did I really want to make a repeat of that mistake?

Then I thought of something.

He hadn't been dead all that long.

I moved over to him, knelt down and started CPR on him, pushing on his stomach as I did. Remember, my dad was a doctor so he taught Terri and I how to do CPR at an early age just in case. I worked on him for a while and I could tell that all the Wererabbit were watching with fascination and some were mumbling and whispering to each other.

“I knew you were a Satyr,” Tag said with disgust. “He doesn't need to be kissed and fondled. He needs to be brought back to life. What's wrong with you? Don't know that simple spell? What kind of a god are you anyway. Oh look, he's spitting up water. That's just gross is what that is. Someone get me an ale before I hurl.”

I turned Stitch's head to the side to allow him to spit out all the water, ignoring Tag as best I could. Then his eyes fluttered open and he looked at me. There was a momentary flash of recognition and then he put his paw on my arm. “Thank you, I think.”

There were gasps and more ahs and exclamations of joy and some of fright all around me. 

“Stand up, all of you. I'm not here to be worshiped. Please, stand up.”

“You certainly have an odd way of showing that you don't want to be worshiped,” the Elf said to me with a slight chuckle to his voice. “Why are you here then?”

“It's a long story.” I was saying that a lot lately I noticed.

“Is it?” He looked down at me as Stitch sat up and several of the other Wererabbit came to him, joy on their faces. A tankard was handed him and he started to drink it, which I found odd seeing that he just drowned.

“Hey!,” Tag exclaimed with a huff. “Where is my ale?”
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Dancing to the rays of the moons,

leaving behind all our cares,

we'll have a drink and make a toast.

Try to steal a kiss with the Coleen

of your dreams, under Aurora's statue.

Excerpt from:

An Auroral Light

Tzigana, High Priestess
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So we didn't end up in the tavern like Tag expected we would and I think that she was rather disappointed in that turn of events. I was glad. Nothing good had ever happened to me in a tavern and Wererabbit or not, I was sure that there were others in there who would take one look at me and try the same stupid thing in trying to take me captive.

Plus I was still naked.

Last thing I needed was to go into a tavern that way.

Where we did end up was in this Elf's house, which from the outside looked all ramshackle and about to fall down but on the inside was like one of those old castles you go into expecting stone walls and dust and spider-webs only to actually find lush surroundings with carpets and tapestries and all that. 

There was a fire and several comfy chairs.

The Elf told Tag and I to stay put and not touch anything, this last command directed almost entirely at Tag, who shrugged her shoulders at him and said, “What?”

Of course, as soon as the Elf left the room, Tag starting touching things, picking them up and studying them, a rather ornate little hand-held mirror really sparking her interest. 

“He told you not to touch anything.”

Tag waved a paw at me. “That was more for you than me. Cyran and me go way back. It's okay.”

“Put that down Tag,” the Elf said as he came back in with what I think were clothes in his arms. “What did I say to you but a few minutes ago?”

“I thought you were talking to him,” Tag answered as she studied herself in the mirror, pulling down one ear and then the other, twitching her whiskers and puckering her little lips.

Cyran – I suppose I should call him by his real name and not just the Elf – put the clothes down on the table before me, then reached over and abruptly took the mirror out of her hands, then up high on the mantel above the fireplace, out of reach of the smaller Tag.

“Hey! I was looking at that.”

“Not anymore. Here, see if any of this fits. I'd rather you not sit there naked like that. It's a little disturbing.”

“Thanks. It's disturbing for me also.” I rummaged through the clothes and found that most of it was way too large for me but did manage to find a pair of pants whose bottoms I rolled up and a shirt that was long but it wasn't all that big.

“Tag? Put that down. It isn't yours.”

“I was just studying it.”

Cyran grabbed the pipe from Tag's hands, looked at her with a shake of his head and pursed lips. “Whenever you study something, it tends to suddenly disappear from my residence and end up in yours.”

“Does not. I find that comment highly inflammable and take...”

“Yes, yes... You sit there all offended. In fact, why don't you go make us some tea, huh? You know where the kitchen is, right?”

“Not afraid that I might steal all the silverware?” she said indolently.

“I am, but it'll at least keep you busy.”

She crossed her little arms over her chest. “No. I don't do little house-hold chores like that.”

“Yes, Borj let's us all know about it in the tavern.”

“He what?”

Cyran looked at Tag now and I could see the very subtle lines of force emerge from the Elf and slink their way to Tag. “Go make us some tea, yes?”

Tag stared at him a moment, then uncrossed her arms and turned away from us and started toward another door. “Why don't I go make some tea.”

“Good idea.” Cyran watched her go through the door, then turned toward me as I finished getting dressed. “So. Son of the Goddess Aurora? You have her eyes.”

“I've heard that before. Did you know her?”

“No, not personally. Saw her once when she came to Ilysa Esari to see Bairrfhion.” He stared at me a moment and I felt as if he were trying to read my mind. “What are you doing here, naked?”

“Well, that's a.... It's complicated.”

“I can only imagine with you deities.”

“I'm not really a god you know. It's just what people want to believe.”

He nodded his head, then sat down, leaned back in his chair and started to pack stuff into the bowl of his pipe. “Very mature of you. Most people, when they get adulation like that out there in the square, let it go to their heads and then it becomes a problem.”

“I have enough problems without believing that I'm actually a god.”

He puffed on his pipe as he held a burning stick to the bowl and the smell was both pleasant and a little acrid. 

“My sister said that you were wise and kind and really beautiful.” Not sure why I said that. How would he know who Terri was? I was here instead of her.

“Sister?” He puffed a few more times and when he was satisfied, threw the stick back in the fire. “I don't think I've had the pleasure of meeting your sister.”

“No, no I suppose you haven't and that's part of the problem. You see, she's the one whose supposed to be here and not me.”

He puffed some more as he crossed his legs, then blew out a circle and then an arrow that went through the circle. How cool was that. “That's a rather interesting statement to make. So tell me this complicated story.”

I wasn't sure if I should but then, with the affair in the square with Stitch getting killed and me attacking those warriors, I'm pretty sure that I'd already screwed everything up really well. And perhaps, just perhaps this Elf could tell me what I needed to do. He was a High-Elf and they usually were very intelligent. “Are you a Palaruk?”

He rose an eyebrow. “Very perceptive of you. Most people don't see that, just think that I'm a Wood-elf because that's what they see the most of. Palaruk tend to not intermingle with others well. We tend to be a little stuffy and arrogant and all that.”

“Yeah, you're all the same way back where I come from also.”

He took the pipe out of his mouth and leaned forward a little. “There are Palaruk in the Land of the Gods?”

“I don't come from there and I kind of misspoke. Elves are, for us, mythical and all that.”

“Mythical....” He seemed to ponder that word for a moment, then leaned back and put his pipe stem back in his mouth. “That sounds nice. Perhaps us Elves should be more mythical here also. So...”

“If I tell you all this, you have to promise me that you won't tell anyone else and that you won't think I'm crazy or anything like that, okay?”

“Is it that bad?”

“Well... Yeah, it kind of is.”

He studied me for a while more, then made some more interesting smoke images before he answered. “I promise, though now I'm very intrigued about you.”

“Me too!” came Tag's voice from behind
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