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    Lions, tigers, and bears...No, thanks. Here at the Antediluvian Extravaganza, we do things differently with Pyra's, Gryphons, and...?
For that we would like to thank this months sponsors, the ones who love, the ones who forgive, the ones who help heal.
Thank you!
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GIRL

“Hello, little one.” 

My head lifted at the strange sound, my eyes staring into the weirdly unfurred face. It was similar to the one that I saw when I looked into the water. 

It was smiling at me, crouched down and holding a hand out to me. 

My head cocked as I studied this new animal. 

What a strange being.

My mind reached out to it, trying to connect with it as I had to so many other beings only to find that I wasn’t able to. 

What a curious thing.

As weird as it was, I seemed to be able to understand every sound that its face was emoting, the words somehow strange yet familiar. 

“Are you lost?” The voice continued, the eyes flashing with worry as they drew over me. 

Shaking my head, I turned to make my way back to my burrow. 

I wasn’t lost. I knew exactly where I was. Home. 

“Wait.” Another voice joined the first one, drawing my attention back around to see a smaller version of the first beast. This one also crouched down. “Where is your family? Your parents?”

Unlike the first, this one looked almost sad. 

I didn’t like that sadness. It hurt something inside of me and had me stepping forward. With a soft, soothing noise, I lifted my paw to gently brush it over the sad one’s face, trying to make it feel better. 

“Oh, sweetheart. You are such a skinny little thing.” The sad one gave me a soft smile, reaching up to catch my paw in its warm, dry grip. “Are you hungry?” 

Now that the creature mentioned it, I was hungry. 

“Come.” The sad one coaxed, rising to its full height. 

My head tipped way back, following it up, my eyes blinking in confusion.

Why did I need to go with it when I had a perfectly good berry patch near my burrow?

“Come with us and we will give you some food.” The other one, the taller one, held its paw out to me. 

This paw was a lot bigger. Studying that paw for a moment, I carefully set my paw into the strong grip.

The two tall creatures guided me through the trees to a small path that we all set down. They both continued talking as we went, asking me questions that I had no answers to. 

I had no clue as to why they seemed so worried about finding me in the woods. The woods and the surrounding mountains were my home. The only home I ever knew. 

And the beings that lived there with me were my friends, my family, my protectors. 

We continued walking for a bit before we came across a place that was populated by large, wood and rock burrows. A number of them sided the large paths we were traveling down. It was small but bustling with a large number of beings moving about. Most of these beings were just like the two leading me, tall and furless. 

Others looked strange and moved on rounded feet. They were big and noisy, and I wasn’t a big fan of them. 

“Leon?” One of the white-haired ones stopped the beings leading me, the crinkled face staring down at me. 

“We found her along the ridge.” The smaller one pointed back up the mountain. “She hasn’t said anything, but she has emitted a number of noises.” 

“She seemed very concerned to see Victoria sad.” The taller one voiced. “I think she might have been living up there. She was very unconcerned when we came across her and even attempted to wander away. It was only the mention of food that had her agreeing to come with us.” 

“I have never seen her before.” The white-haired one noted, its eyes studying my upturned face, its face crinkling even more when I met its gaze with mine. “She doesn’t look like she comes from the village.” 

“Do you think someone abandoned her?” The smaller one asked, the sad tone had my head tilting to it, those soft soothing noises emitting from my throat.

“No.” The white-haired one slowly shook its head. “This child was not abandoned. She is strangely intelligent.” 

“How can you tell?” The taller one asked. 

The white-haired one crouched down in front of me, its eyes staring into mine. 

“You can understand our words, can’t you child?” It asked. 

My face crinkled and my head tipped before nodding. 

Of course I could. 

“Where is your home?” The white-haired one asked. 

Turning, I pointed up the mountain. 

“Grip?” The tall one’s tone was concerned. 

“How long has that been your home?” The white-haired one continued its questions. 

My paw pulled free of the tall ones, my arm giving a wide sweeping gesture, telling them that it was everything, all I had ever known. 

“Yeah.” The white-haired one sighed, rising back up to its tall height. “I do believe you two have come across a foundling.” 

“Seriously?” The tall one exclaimed in disbelief.

“Yes.” The white-haired one nodded slowly. 

“What do we do with her?” The small one asked. 

“Food?” The white-haired one asked me.

Giving it a nod, I immediately took the paw it held out to me. 

“We feed her, clothe her, give her a safe place to stay.” The white-haired one explained as it guided me further into the place. “Beyond that, we will see. Foundlings tend to be very wild and while trusting, they need the right mix of freedom and care in order to flourish. We will spread the word through the village and let her come and go as she pleases. I am sure everyone will step up to help provide her with what she needs.” 

“Uh, is that safe? Letting her leave?” The small ones asked as the two beings followed me and the white-haired one. 

“Yes.” The white-haired one nodded. “She probably knows the mountains better than any of us. She is safe there.”

“What about when she grows?” The tall one asked. 

“She will soon forget.” The white-haired one sighed. “That’s the thing with foundlings. They tend to forget most of their lives before they were found. That usually starts happening the second they are found. It’s a strange thing but it is what it is.” 

“A foundling.” The tall one shook its head. “I still can’t believe it.” 

After I was given some food inside the warmth of one of those burrows, the small one showed me a bed. It wasn’t made of branches and leaves like the one in my burrow had. It was soft and covered with a warm type of material. 

I really liked it and soon found myself falling asleep on it. 

For a while. Then Gigi started calling for me, her cries sad and worried. Leaving the darkened burrow, I made my way back up the mountain so I could reassure Gigi that I was fine. 

The next day, memories of food and a warm bed drew me back to that place. It was dark, the night deep, when I knocked my paw against one of the burrow doors. 

It opened up to another one of those strange but helpful beings and I was being motioned inside. 
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QUILL

The woman lying under the loom of my body writhed, her fingers twisting into the sheets underneath us. 

The muscles of my braced arms tightened, my fingers digging into the mattress at the feel of the pleasure pulling at my dick. Tight pulling rapture that was leading to mind numbing ecstasy.

My jaw clenched and my eyes closed, my mind automatically picturing the woman I truly wanted and not the brunette I was currently losing myself in. Bluish brown eyes changed to green, smooth, sculpted lips softened into a pair of pillowy, lush lips. High cheekbones sharpened and an uptilted nose sharpened, straightened. The hourglass figure moving with mine changed to the willowy one I loved. 

With that image in my head, I felt my balls jump straight up, my body tensing, preparing for my incoming orgasm. 

The woman under me arched up, her breath sucking into her chest with the pinnacle of her own pleasure. Her pussy contracted tightly around me, massaging over the thrust of my flesh. With a hiss, my head fell back on my neck, my hips shuddering, pumping my own rapture into the suction of hers. 

Sweaty and shivering, I rolled away from the satisfied woman and straight off the bed. The used condom was pulled off my quickly deflating dick and tossed into the trash. 

I needed a fucking shower, a hot, scalding shower. 

I always felt dirty, disgusting in the aftermath. Now that I was done with her, the feel of the brunette’s touch needed to be gone, immediately. It felt so wrong, the feel of her on my skin, it was revolting in a way that had my skin crawling. 

The woman who was quickly following my lead didn’t even look at me as she pulled on her clothes. 

She knew. 

She wasn’t stupid. She knew she wasn’t the one I wanted and yet the moment I caught her hand in mine, she was following me back to my caravan. 

Yeah, I was an asshole. 

A big one. 

I knew the woman had feelings for me and I definitely played them to my best advantage. And I honestly didn’t give a damn. She was nothing to me, nothing compared to the woman I loved. Just someone to be used, a receptacle that I could gain a little pleasure and relief from. Beyond that, I wanted nothing to do with her.

I didn’t even give a damn the first time when I thrust myself inside of her and ripped through the proof of her virginity. 

I couldn’t seem to find it within myself to give a damn about anything. 

Not since the moment that I found out that the woman I truly loved, Stiletto, had played me. And fuck had she played me. Me and a number of the other men in the circus, men who she was sleeping with behind my back. She told me she loved me, she told me that I was the only one, special, important, but the reality was that she was only using me. I wasn’t the only one, I wasn’t special. I was just the chump who believed her.

The woman had completely destroyed me. 

And yet, I loved her. As damaging as the gorgeous woman was, she owned my heart. No, that’s a lie, she owned every part of me. My heart, my soul, everything, it was all hers. 

I was still working on recovering from the way she destroyed me. I was also still holding out hope that she would somehow, someway, see the light and maybe, just maybe, come to love me the way I loved her. Like really love me.

And then she died. 

The woman I loved more than anything in this world, Stiletto, died. 

Well, her spirit died, left, whatever, and was replaced by a walk-in spirit by the name of Rayna. Rayna was not my Stiletto. My Stiletto was now gone. 

And I was heartbroken. 

I was angry.

Handler, the woman who was currently shutting the caravan door behind her departing form, was an admittedly beautiful woman and she gave me what I needed which was to lose myself, but she wasn’t the one. 

Fuck, she wasn’t even close to being the one. In fact, I was pretty sure I hated the woman, I hated her touch, I hated the sound of her voice, I hated seeing her face, I hated how I couldn’t seem to stop myself from using her. 

Handler was also the animal handler of the circus. A coworker and my sister’s best friend, Handler was a witch, a magic user. 

Not that any of that mattered to me.

I really couldn’t understand what was going on with me. I should’ve felt bad for using the kind, caring, beautiful woman, but I didn’t. I just didn’t give a damned.

After my shower, I changed my sheets, shoving the dirty ones in the washer, not able to stomach the scent of her and our sex. 

All of it felt like a betrayal to Stiletto. 

With my bed clean and fresh, I fell into it and into an exhausted sleep. 

The next morning, I got up, got dressed, and headed out into the rain that had been falling for a couple of days now. We had a lot to clean up after the attack last night. 

The night before had been crazy. For the third time now, the circus had been attacked by a gryphon. The huge animal, half eagle, half lion, had picked up Charm’s truck and tossed it into the caravan village, taking out Smoke’s caravan and what was left of Charm’s caravan. 

With all of us still reeling from that, the gryphon set its sights on Rayna and Charm’s brand-new lady, Nikita. It chose Nikita, grabbing the terrified woman in its strong claws and flying away with her. 

Nikita was miraculously able to get away while also somehow wounding the gryphon. Charm, upset about the whole thing, was originally planning to stay with me last night but after Flame and I talked to him, he headed back to the ETR, Earthly Treasures Ranch, in order to talk to Nikita. 

After he left, I tracked down Handler, needing to work off my adrenaline and the pain of seeing another woman in Stiletto’s body.

Handler didn’t even look at me. In fact, ever since the first night I fucked her, the first time I used her body for release, she didn’t even talk to me. Not unless it was for our routine. 

She didn’t even talk to me when we had sex, she simply stripped her clothes off and we got down to it. 

And I didn’t give a damn. In fact, I preferred it that way. I didn’t need her talking to me, making her annoying noises and disturbing me while I was trying to fantasize about another woman, my woman. Fuck, she wasn’t even the one I needed. She was just the one that was there.

“Flip.” Smoke greeted me with a grin, clapping me on the shoulder. 

“Smoke.” I greeted back, keeping my voice congenial despite how bone weary I felt. 

Smoke and his twin brother, Flame, were the clowns. Smoke had dark brown hair and bluish grey eyes while Flame had orange eyes. Smoke was also one of the many men that Stiletto was sleeping with at the same time that she was telling me that she loved me and that I was the only one. There was also Charm, Power, and who knows who else, besides me of course. 

This was something that came out after Stiletto got into it for the umpteenth time with the other females of the troupe. Handler, Poise, who was the aerial artist, and my own sister and fellow acrobat, Soar. 

To be honest, when I first heard, I was completely broken, devastated. I now knew that she was manipulating me into doing what she wanted, and what she wanted was for the females of the circus to pay. But then Stiletto talked to me about it, and I came to understand why she did it. She did it for us. 

That had my heart screaming with joy, right up until it was proven that she had once again lied to me.

Unfortunately, the combination of the love I held for the woman and the manipulations that she had imbedded in me were hard to break, impossible in fact. I couldn’t seem to stop the anger that was brewing inside of me, anger on behalf of Stiletto, the woman I loved. 

It was so bad, so deeply ingrained that I had a hard time being around my sister. I had very little respect for Handler, and I really wanted nothing to do with Poise.  

And those feelings were only growing. 

Why?

Because it was their fault that we couldn’t be together. It was their fault that Stiletto had been fired, it was their fault that we were separated, and now, it was their fault that she was dead. It was their fault that I had lost the love of my life.

And I hated them for it. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 2

[image: ]


QUILL

“What the fuck is going on with you lately?” Smoke demanded, seeing the weary look on my face. A look I constantly carried now. 

It was either that look or my angry one. 

“Nothing.” I shook my head, knowing that he didn’t want to hear it. 

“Stiletto.” He sighed, shaking his head at me. “I thought you let that shit go?” 

“How the fuck do you expect me to let go of the woman I love? Loved? Fuck!” I snapped at him, wishing that he would try to understand even a little bit of what I was going through.

“For fuck sakes, Flip. When are you going to get it? The woman didn’t give a Gods be damned about you. All you were to her was a fucking steppingstone, someone she could grind beneath her heel.” Smoke snapped back. “Believe me. Look what believing in her got me. I was almost fucking charged with assault because of her.” 

“I am not stupid, Smoke. I know exactly what and who she was. But that doesn’t change the fact that...when I was with her, she loved me. It might not have been real to her, but it was to me. She cared for me, she boosted my confidence, she was the woman I always wanted, will always want. And now she’s fucking dead, and no one seems to care. She worked with us for years and all of you were practically cheering.” I snarled at him, feeling my rising anger and grief choking me. 

“Fuck, she did a number on you.” Smoke whispered, his eyes wide with disbelief. “You need to talk to someone about that shit. Like a professional.” 

“No.” I shook my head vehemently.

“He needs to grieve.” Handler’s voice had my head snapping to the woman. She was standing about ten feet away, her face pale and drawn, her eyes firmly on Smoke’s. “He needs to go through the stages. Anger, denial, depression, bargaining, acceptance.”

My jaw clenched, wanting to scream at her, to tell her to shut up and stay out of my business. But I didn’t. 

“He does.” Soar agreed, stepping up to stand beside her best friend. “Then maybe he can stop being a dickhead and stop treating us like shit.” 

“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” I demanded, my eyes narrowing on my sister. 

“He hasn’t been...” Smoke started to defend me only to have Soar cut him off. 

“Not you.” Soar claimed, gesturing sharply at Smoke. “Us. It seems that he has taken up Stiletto’s cause in treating the ladies of the circus like we are beneath him. Haven’t you, Flip?” 

“You all treated Stiletto like shit.” I snarled at Soar. 

“How?” Handler demanded, her eyes now centered on the ground in front of us. 

“You drove her away, you forced her to defend herself and to become who she had to be just so she could survive you and your abuse. She told me. She tried to be nice to you when she first arrived, but you treated her like she was nothing. She was only repaying the favor.” I hissed out, the words spewing from my mouth. 

“Are you serious?” Smoke breathed, backing away from me. “I was there, Flip, the day Stiletto arrived. She didn’t even try to approach Handler. Not fucking once. Handler was never anything but nice to Stiletto, for years. Right up until all of us started ganging up and fucking abusing the women. All because of that bitch’s lies. She fucking lied, Flip. Every fucking word that came out of her mouth was a fucking lie.” 

“She didn’t lie!” I screamed, my mind cracking under the weight of denial. “She didn’t lie to me!” 

“Leave him, Smoke.” Soar sneered at me. “If he refuses to see who that woman really was, then there is nothing we can do to help him.” 

“I don’t need your fucking help. Not from one of the women who drove the love of my fucking life away from me.” I spun around on my heels and went to stomp away only to freeze at the sight of Mister, the elderly owner and ringmaster of the circus, and Prophet, our psychic, standing in the rain behind us.

Mister had long, white hair that he covered with a black top hat and a pair of whiskey-colored eyes. The man boasted a very low yet raspy tone that was almost mesmerizing. In his hand was the silver headed cane that he never went anywhere without. Prophet had chin length black hair that hung over his face, masking his very disturbing eyes. One was white, the other was black. 

“Flip, I think it’s time.” Mister stated in a very calm but firm tone. 

Calm, Mister was always calm. Nothing seemed to faze him. He never displayed any strong emotions, nothing beyond simple facial reactions. 

“I don’t need help.” I whispered, shaking my head in denial. 

I didn’t want this, I didn’t want to lose what little I had left of her. I couldn’t. 

“You are drowning, and you aren’t doing it alone. You are dragging people down with you, people who don’t deserve your animosity, your hate.” Mister’s descriptions had my body tightening, my jaw clenching once again. 

I was pretty sure he wouldn’t appreciate me voicing my indifference when it came to hurting others. 

“Whatever.” I growled, stomping forward to follow the two through the rain laden caravan village that was housed behind the giant, colorful big top. 

The caravans were actually camping trailers and motorhomes that were painted with our promo tags. 

The Antediluvian Extravaganza was currently renting land from the ETR, the ranch that was owned by Nikita and her brother, Whip. Whip was the circus’ whip artist. Rayna was currently living with the two of them after Stiletto had been charged with assault and was put in a work program instead of going to jail. The work program required her to work for them for three months. 

It was there that Stiletto had died. 

She had apparently got into a physical altercation with Nikita whereby Stiletto had pulled a blade on the other woman. Nikita ended up getting stabbed while Stiletto inadvertently tripped and hit her head on the edge of the counter hard enough to kill her. Or at least that was the story that they had told me.

I honestly didn’t really even believe that story. With how much everyone hated her, I wouldn’t be surprised if Nikita had killed her. 

We reached Prophet’s large motorhome caravan, a space that I had never been in before. In fact, I wasn’t sure that anyone had ever been inside Prophet’s caravan before. 

Prophet opened the door and gestured for me and Mister to proceed him inside. 

I had to say, I was surprised at how bright it was inside considering how dark Prophet felt. In fact, my caravan was a lot darker than his. Mostly because I liked having it dark, it felt cozy and safe to me. 

Mister guided me over to an island counter with a number of stools where I sat down. Mister pulled one of the stools around to the other side of the island before sitting down on the remaining one beside me. 

“What is going on?” I questioned, my brow furrowing in confusion. 

“I am going to show you exactly who Stiletto was.” Prophet stated in his deep tone. 

That was one of the main draws when it came to Prophet’s routine, his looks and his voice. It was almost just as mesmerizing as Mister’s. And Prophet worked it, all of it, expertly using it to draw the audience in, hypnotizing them. 

“I know who she was.” I refused, rising from the chair only to find some sort of hair-raising force pushing me back down. 

Did I mention that both Mister and Prophet were warlocks? Them and Charm, the magician of the circus.

“You don’t.” Prophet denied, sitting in the stool across from me. “You are in love with someone who never existed and until you see that for yourself you are going to keep using the imbedding that she manipulated into you as a crutch.”
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ARIEL

Sitting up in the mess of a bed, I stared at the gorgeous man who was pulling on his clothes. His movements were sharp, angry, his beautiful hazel eyes disturbingly dark, emotionless. 

His dark red hair was about two inches long, made even darker by sweat. His face was just as emotionless as his eyes, smooth lips swollen, the sharp cheekbones with their indented cheeks still carrying a slight flush. The pointed nose and sharp jaw went well with his high forehead. 

All of it, like the rest of his body, was dotted with freckles, freckles that he wore very well. 

Speaking of his body, an almost wiry, lean cut, his build suited to the calisthenics he performed on a daily basis. His chest and arms were roped with muscles, ridged, hard, unforgiving. The cut of his pecs carried a set of brown nipples, while his abdomen had eight distinct abdominal muscles. The V curving around those muscles was sharp right along with the scaling lats that ran along his sides. 

His ass and legs were just as muscular, strong. And just as vein snaked. The man was so covered in veins that they warred with the freckles.

He was truly a beautiful man. 

“Flip?” My voice came out in an anxious tremble. 

“Time to go.” He bent down and caught the top of my costume, blindly tossing it at me. 

“That’s it?” I felt my lips quiver, my burning eyes dropping to the comforter I was holding to my chest.

It wasn’t my comforter. It was his. 

This was not what I had expected for my first time. And definitely not what I expected from him. 

When he first brought me back here, my heart had skipped happily. He was finally over her, and he was finally seeing me. The man I had been in love with for so long, practically from the first moment I laid eyes on him. That love only grew the more I got to know him. 

I soon found out that it wasn’t me he was seeing. I was simply a replacement. 

It started out good, really good. The man knew his foreplay. But the second he got inside of me things changed. 

When he tore through my virginity, the pain of that causing me to cry out, he covered my mouth with his hand and told me to be quiet. That was only the first time he told me to shut up. It kept happening even when things started feeling good again. 

He also kept his eyes closed most of the time. Picturing someone else instead of me.

How did I know that? 

He called out her name as he came. 

“What the fuck do you want, Handler?” His voice snapped out. Ever since Stiletto fucked up his head, for the second time, that tone was one of his regulars. It was almost as if he no longer had any patience for anyone. Well, us ladies anyways. “You wanted me. You got me. And you fucking enjoyed it. This isn’t a relationship, this was fucking, pure and simple. And honestly, you are fucking lucky you even got that from me.” 

“Lucky?” I scoffed softly, effectively hiding the way his words ripped open my already bruised heart. “No, Flip. This isn’t lucky. But you are right. I was wrong. There is nothing between us.” I spoke as I dropped the comforter and rose from the bed, no longer caring about my nudity. “No worries, Flip, you are completely safe from me ever feeling anything for you.” 

Flip didn’t even look at me as he walked to the bedroom door. “You know where the door is.” 

“Believe me, with you I always know where the door is.” I breathed, running my fingers through my hair in an attempt to tame it as I made my way to the door of the caravan. 

“Handler.” He called right when I reached the door, his voice echoing from the bathroom. “The next time I tell you to shut the fuck up, do it. I don’t need your voice in my ear ruining it for me, I don’t want to hear you yawling like a fucking pyra in heat.” 

Yeah, that didn’t feel the greatest but then this whole situation seemed to be bred out of the universe’s need to cause me pain. I should be used to it by now, but here I was, walking numbly out of the caravan, my eyes burning with the agony of heartbreak. 

I returned to my own caravan and showered him off of me, crying myself to sleep. 

That was our first time. 

Two nights later, I once again allowed him to pull me right back to that caravan, to that bed. I hated that bed. Just as much as I hated him. 

And yet, I couldn’t seem to say no. 

Fuck, I was weak, a fucking coward who seemed to be very much into self-abuse. 

As the days passed, I found myself turning inwards more and more, depression and self-hatred sinking deeper and deeper into me. Not that anyone could tell as I forced myself to continue being who I usually was, a happy, open, positive person. 

It was only in the last week that the mental pain became too much. 

It started the day Stiletto died. 

That’s the day he cried. He cried as he fucked me, his words tumbling from his lips. All of them were for her. How beautiful she was, how much he loved her, how much he wished he could’ve been there to save her. She was perfect and he would love her forever. She was his everything and no one else would compare, no one could compare. 

After he was done, he sat on the edge of the bed with his head in his hands, more words emitting from his throat. These ones though, were aimed at me. Mocking words that tore through me, tearing little pieces off of my soul and leaving them bleeding on the ground. 

“I honestly cannot believe you keep coming back here. Like seriously, how in love with me are you? It’s pathetic really, the way you follow me back here like a hungry bandit, trying to get the littlest fix of me, a man who fucking despises you.” 

“I mean, come on, Handler, you know you are simply an outlet, someone I can use to imagine her, and not even a good one. Nothing about you even comes close to comparing to her. She was right, you are fucking useless, disgusting, worthless. I am amazed that I am even able to come when I am with you. It’s only because I am picturing her. In my mind, I am always with her.” 

I did my best to ignore him as I dressed, hurrying to get out of there and away from him. He was still rambling about her when I left. 

That night was when I started to purposely hurt myself. I used some flame to burn two of my fingers. 

And it helped. 

That physical pain helped ease the mental agony churning inside of me. 

I honestly barely even felt anything but relief as I cleaned and wrapped my burnt fingers. When asked about it the next day, I told everyone that I burnt myself cooking. 

The next night I did it again, only this time I used a knife, slicing along the hair line at the back of my neck, a place where no one would see the injury. The pain eased as I sat on my caravan floor, feeling the heat of my own blood dripping down my neck and back. 

Every night I found a new way to hurt myself and last night was no different. Today, however, watching the way Flip lost it had my pain once again overwhelming me. 

“We should get started.” Smoke sighed, watching Mister and Prophet guide Flip away.

“We should.” I nodded in agreement, turning to the caravan and truck pieces strewn all over the wet ground.

Needing relief from the pain, I picked up a jagged piece of metal that was once the exterior of Charm’s caravan, purposefully slicing my palm in the process. 

“Fuck.” I yelped, hissing and shaking my bleeding hand. 

“Shit, did you cut yourself?” Soar and Smoke were immediately at my side, examining the wound. 

“It’s ok.” I gripped my hand, giving them a warm, reassuring smile. 

It was ok. That bite of pain coursing through my body, easing the agony. 

“You need to get this taken care of.” Smoke frowned, reaching to take my hand in his so he could assess the cut better. A spread of jagged skin and flesh that was welling with blood. 

“I will be back.” I patted his shoulder as I pulled away, turning to return to my caravan where I used my little box of tricks to clean and wrap the cut. 

It was fairly deep. Really deep actual, cutting right down to the bone in some places. It should viable be stitched but I honestly didn’t care. 

Returning to the cleanup effort, I greeted Poise, Power, and Flame, who had all arrived while I was gone. I dove in, helping to gather the pieces up and carry them over to a waiting truck. It would all be hauled away to a wrecker’s where it would be broken down and recycled. 

The rain definitely added to the work, making everything soggy and slippery.

I wasn’t sure how much time passed before Mister returned, he took a moment to talk to Soar who immediately disappeared. I was guessing that she was going to talk to Flip. Or at least I hoped she was. 

I knew that the distance between Flip and Soar was really getting to her. The way he was shoving her away was triggering her, reminding her of how he used to do that when they were children. 

She had shared with us how the siblings had grown up with an abusive uncle. Soar never knew the extent of that abuse, not until they were older and free, all because Flip never told her. According to her, the abuse was centered around him. 

While Flip was being abused by their uncle, he was also pushing Soar away, doing everything he could to keep her blind to his pain. And not just in his effort to protect her. During that time, he actually grew to hate her and pretended that she didn’t even exist. Both him and her uncle neglected her to a traumatizing degree. 

It was only after they were finally free of their uncle’s influence that the truth started to come out. It took them time but eventually they were able to open up to each other, to a degree. They became closer, actually becoming true siblings who cared about one another. Or they were for a couple of years. 

Now Flip was once again being influenced by an outside force, manipulated into once again hating his poor sister. I honestly didn’t know if the siblings would recover from this even if Flip got his head out of his ass. That broke my heart even more, only this was on behalf of my best friend. 

Soar truly loved her brother, she always had. She had struggled so hard to develop even the slightest relationship with him. Only for some evil, manipulative woman to come in and completely demolish that. 

Prophet eventually arrived to help but neither Soar nor Flip came back.

As for me, I returned to my caravan to change for practice. Black yoga pants were joined with a tank top, my hair was left loose, hanging, just like it would be for my act. 

Making my way through the rain laden caravan village to the big top, I prayed that tonight would be quiet, easy. 

I really needed quiet. 
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