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			This one goes out to the indie author community, 
who greeted us with open arms and spare pens.

			

			Author’s Note

			These short stories are a little more adult than previous publications, while there is no smut some stories contain more profanity as well as some heavy topics. All stories are canonical to The Galvorn Saga universe. Some of these stories are cut chapters from old books, The Crossing is a sneak peek at Paragon Odyssey, a southern-gothic horror novella led by David, currently in development, lastly, for those of you who haven’t read Paragon Exordium, we’ve added the Prologue as a bonus here!

			Enjoy, and as always, May You Walk Under Blue Skies.
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Manny the Human Mayor

			Idiot, Ohio’s mayor wasn’t human. 

			But nobody knew that. 

			Sure. Mayor Manny looked human: he only had one head, and all the right orifices. He didn’t have a tail. He had round ears, and round pupils. He even had the standard human legs, feet, and arms. No gills, scales, or extra fur anywhere. Nothing about him was even slightly sharp. 

			In short, Manny was a freak.  

			Everyone else had tails, or gills, or six limbs, or two limbs. All the centaur children mocked him, and the mermaid children he never saw, since he only saw his mother once a year when his father took him to her lake, since he couldn’t live with her.

			Manny’s father was a centaur, and his mother was a mermaid. So by all logic, he should have been anything but human. But magic laughs at logic. And while Manny looked as human as any human could, he wasn’t. In fact, that’s how he’d gotten his name. When he was born his mother asked “Don’t you think that baby looks like a man?” To which his father replied: “He’s a bit Manny.” 

			He even asked his parents if they’d kidnapped him as a baby. He promised he wouldn’t be mad. As far as he was concerned it would have been a perfectly normal thing to do.

			But they assured him he was, in fact, their child, as unfortunate as that might be. They said he used to be more like them, but he grew out of it not long after the sky broke and the world changed. Before that, he’d lived with his mother under the lake, but he remembered none of that and wasn’t sure it was true.

			Every year, his father would lead the centaurs to visit that lake, and only his mother could make them drink its water for most of the centaur feared the mermaid’s territory. Except for Manny’s father, who’d braved it many years ago when he rescued Manny’s mother from a cursed ring she’d gotten stuck around her neck. 

			Once Manny was grown, he set off to seek his fortune. This was odd, because it is not something centaurs or mermaids do. It was, however, something monsters believed humans did.  

			Eventually, he found himself in the town of Idiot, Ohio. Now it is important to note, dear reader, that Manny was stressed. He’d been stressed for as long as he could remember; almost always because of his human appearance. From not fitting in with the centaurs, or being able to swim as deep as the mermaids. But now, that stress was brought on by his fear that his interactions with humans would expose him for being not human. 

			So when his arrival in town coincided with a large crowd gathering, he felt like a human being in a herd of centaurs, or a human in a surge of mermaids, or really any out of place person, which was how he always felt, so, really, he felt at home.  

			Being mayor did nothing to help Manny’s anxiety. The people of Idiot were not particularly prejudiced against non-humans. They simply had limited experience. In this regard, Manny’s presence was extremely helpful in dealing with anything other than other humans. This resulted in two consecutive elections to mayoral office. So many were Manny’s adventures as mayor that you could fill an entire book with them. But we are trying to keep this one short, dear reader, so we shall focus on the most important encounter of Manny’s mayoral career. 

			During Manny’s second term, a traveling massage therapist visited the town. Manny was far too nervous about the idea of a massage to get one on his own. But when the therapist showed up at his door, insisting that the service had already been paid for by members of the town who were concerned about his mental health and stress, his anxiety prevented him from rejecting her services. 

			It wasn’t that he feared the discovery of his inhuman nature. It was more due to his lack of experience with touch. Whether that be due to centaur culture being less touch prone, or his own oddness making his fellow creatures less likely to exchange a casual hug, is a debate for another time. 

			Without going into excessive detail, the massage was a delightful disaster. The masseuse attacked the stress Manny manifested in his muscles with malicious merriment. Each knot knew no reprieve until it ceased to be. It was in this way that Manny discovered his human form was in fact held together by stress. 

			This unveiling began with the sprouting of two new arms, followed by the lengthening of his torso and the sudden appearance of scales along his sides. His feet became hooves, his ears grew points. Despite his increased relaxation resulting in increased monstrosity, the masseuse did not stop. She continued until no knots remained and embarrassment drank with relief, keeping Manny’s protest at bay until there was simply no mistaking him for human. 

			When she was finally finished, she simply took a step back and said, “That’s your time.” Then departed the room without so much as a chuckle or a tease at his transformation. 

			When Manny woke the next morning, he was distressed to find that while he enjoyed his new form with its many limbs, odd scales, and increased height, he could not figure out how to change back. So, determined to remain professional, he sent a raven to town hall to announce an emergency town meeting. 

			The crowd that gathered under the cracked sky outside the upsettingly square town hall building was a chatty one. They kept their volume at a polite enough level for the mayor not to hear from where he hid just inside the building, a few steps back from the podium that awaited his resignation. He waited until enough were seated and comfortable that he was sure any missing members would get all they’d need from the local gossip column before emerging. 

			As he approached the podium, he expected screams, panic, maybe even insults and weapons being drawn. But, there were none; there weren’t even whispers or silence. Instead, the crowd continued chattering at the same polite volume, as if it were any other mayoral announcement until he came to a stop at the now too-short-for-him podium. 

			The crowd quieted peacefully and, for a moment, Manny was too confused to speak. But the crowd remained silent, calm. Until a polite cough echoed from a farmer in the back, freeing him from his nervous freeze. 

			“Citizens of Idiot, it has been the greatest joy of my life to serve you all as your neighbor and mayor. However, due to obvious circumstances, I will be resigning my position. Effective immediately.”

			A gasp ran through the crowd, and an elderly crow of a lady stood and called out. “You sick? I hear there’s a fairy pond a few days hike out north that’ll cure just about anything.”

			“No, ma’am, I’m not sick. This is just what I look like.”

			“Then what’s the obvious circumstance?” called a fat farmer. 

			Manny stared back at him in disbelief. Then mustered his courage to speak directly. “Well, as you can see, I am not exactly human.”

			“But you’re not sick?” repeated the old lady.

			“No, Ms. Fowl, I am not sick.” 

			The old bat adjusted her glasses and looked down her nose at him. “If you’re uncomfortable, just change back.”

			

			“I’m not uncomfortable, and I don’t know how!” Manny replied, his head spinning at the dramatically unexpected reactions. 

			A woman with three children of various ages in her arms stood from her folded black chair. “If you don’t want to be mayor Manny, that’s alright. But we’ve known you weren’t human from the day you set foot in town.”

			“Yeah!” Chimed in a poorly mustachioed butcher. “You’re a good mayor, we don’t care if you’re human or not so long as you aren’t about to start eating people.”

			The crowd chuckled good naturedly at this, and Manny felt a smile of his own clamber over his face. But he was confused, and needed clarity. “How did you already know I wasn’t human?”

			“You sleep standing up, exclusively,” a round fellow near the back of the crowd called. 

			“Your head was underwater for twenty minutes during last year’s apple bobbing contest!” exclaimed another voice. 

			“You smell like straw and seaweed!” came another declaration, which was quickly clarified. “In a good way!”

			Examples went on for half an hour and left poor Manny feeling extremely embarrassed but also more cared for than he’d ever felt before. 

			So Manny remained mayor of Idiot, Ohio, and he’s still mayor there to this day. You can stop by and see him sometime and you may find the people of that fair town not quite living up to their town’s name. 

			That said,

			Idiot, Ohio’s mayor isn’t human. 

			But everybody knows that.
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Short Tales

			Rumors are a curious thing. There isn’t always a truth from which they spring. Rumors shift and wane with time, which erodes them as much as it forms them. Memories are much the same. Especially in the case of mankind. Not so for all others. To discover the story behind rumor and memory requires sifting through the sands to get to the gold. As is much the case in the following recounting. To recount another deceased human’s phrase: “Truth is stranger than fiction.”

			How the Fellhammers, a pair of unrelated dwarves foolishly traveling across the country during the world’s first and worst flood, came to speak with Russian accents is one such oddity. 

			The Felhammers were six and twenty days into their rain-soaked journey, moving swiftly down a stone road when the world disintegrated around them.

			They’d heard a warning, a magical flair, commanding them to seek fae shelter, but they’d been nowhere near such a spot. As a result, they were not properly shielded when magic tore the them across ten millennia with a blast of bright blue light, searing pain, and the sound of the very sky being torn open.

			In their defense, that was neither the intention of the spell nor a foreseen side effect. So, it comes as no surprise that when they were removed from our reality, and then, in the blink of an eye, reinserted ten thousand years later, the sensation was not a pleasant one. 

			When the younger of the pair woke, he found himself quite incapable of movement, a sensation made far worse by the arcane buzzing under his skin. He would later describe the sensation as “like being trapped in an electric current made of carbonation,” a description as confusing as it was accurate, despite the dwarf only having been electrocuted once. The other dwarf described it as a buzzing, strangely reverberating pain, like bees shimmying through their veins. 

			

			Prior to their sudden and unexpected relocation in time, the road led up a small hill with an excellent canopy to help deal with the unending deluge. But, when they awoke to the changed world, they found themselves on an orangish dirt road amidst a scattering of pine trees, with no sign of any hill, and the sky above appearing as if it had been struck with a hammer. 

			Unfortunately, since both dwarves were incapable of movement, they were furthermore incapable of speech. As a result, the elder dwarf claims he decided to take a nap. However, the validity of this claim must come under some scrutiny as it is entirely possible he simply passed out from the pain.

			Their secondary return to consciousness in five times as many millennia was heralded by the unfamiliar, to them, sound of an approaching truck. 

			Luckily enough, the pair of dwarves were not indistinguishable from a pair of logs in the road, and so the vehicle’s owner came to a stop before making dwarf pancakes. 

			Although the pair were incapable of communication — see previous paragraphs describing their paralysis — they were capable and cognisant enough to watch as an old man emerged from his ancient truck. 

			Rodion was his name, but the dwarves never knew this. He was only a few degrees shy of the appearance of a vulture wearing an excellent human disguise. What little hair that did crown his head was white, whispy and exclusively to the sides and back. Yet despite his haunting visage, there was a kindness in his eyes as he peered down at the pair. 

			The languages he spoke, of which there were several, were unfamiliar to the dwarves
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