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The lovely loons are
well-known symbols of old hope and wishes.

Their voices echo across
the waters, wild and free,

inspiring human spirits to
new consciousness.

 


-- Native American
Mythology

 


 


DEEP FLAPPING SOUNDS sailed
in with the crisp mountain air. Jackson didn’t hear them at first.
Then the beats penetrated into his forehead like a piercing call.
They might have struck all thoughts from his mind—they were that
intense. He resisted the force, kept his head down and searched for
a kiss. Lovemaking on the cabin floor was not his style but Kai was
a woman who created her own little dramas to seduce, and at the
moment she was playing wanton, begging for more. Like dogs they
were, rolling over each other on a faded green carpet with the
lines of a poem woven in When Women Were
Birds. Images of sirens and sea-nymphs,
harpies and firebirds dotted the border. Jackson struggled to sweep
those images out of his mind.

The first time Kai had invited him to her
vacation cabin, she trimmed her naked body with soft willow
branches and greeted him on the grass outside the cabin; the wind
fluttered the leaves apart like little peep shows. Kai had insisted
on making love near the lake that day among the wild wood violets
with the dragonflies throwing shadows across their bodies. Jackson
had no problem indulging in the forbidden fruit of her pretend
Paradise—playing Adam to her Eve fantasies only enhanced his
attraction. The fact that she was married made it all the more
naughty. Kai claimed to love being married but clearly monogamy
begat monotony. Why else would she be here with him?

This day Kai dressed up as his Loon Woman
with a string of black and white shells coiled about her neck,
silvery veils twisted skin-tight on her arms and legs. She pinned
back her hair into a long twisted tail, all blue-black and
lustrous. Feathers framed her face with eyes elaborately painted
smoky red. Absolutely ravishing. What man could resist her spells
and tricks? What man wouldn’t thrill under her bewitching
attention?

“Like my costume?” Kai said
with a whip of her feathers. “I designed it just for
you.”

“Love it.” But the half
dozen loon skulls surrounding her bed hardly made for a titillating
scene. Dark faces with pointed boney beaks, their hollow eye
sockets like cold gray stones sent shivers through him.
Are they watching?

Only a bioarchaeologist would keep such
wacky objects. Kai once showed him her trunk full of animal skulls.
Rattlesnake jaws for strength, broken arrows for peace, daggers and
warheads for courage, flutes, pipes—Kai’s museum work overlapped
into everything, even sex.

And he didn’t much care for her ornately
carved mahogany bed either: wolf heads with fixed stares and hawks
with splayed claws like crooked hands. Even when he closed his
eyes, he could see them.

Jackson had known within minutes of first
meeting Kai, he had to sleep with her. They were guests at a
destination wedding where Jackson knew no one except the father of
the bride, a business associate. She walked into the reception with
her husband Blix who wore her on his arm like a trophy—Blix with
his cocky smile, and Kai in a slinky red dress that exposed the
sexiest bare shoulder Jackson had ever seen.

Jackson chose a seat next to her at the
table and drew his own fantasy. Kai sensed it immediately by
responding with her knee rubbing his thigh and cocking her head as
if she might dive on him any second. Kai was clearly one of those
wives who couldn’t resist the playground, but still liked to have a
loyal pal waiting in the sandbox for her. Blix didn’t appear to
notice her flirtations; the guy was a gray suit from the world of
dulled investment bankers. In fact, he paid her little attention
all night, preferring to hang at the bar scene.

Weddings can make for seductive conversation
and Kai clearly enjoyed cracking jokes about wedding nights. She
insisted that most couples didn’t play-act enough in bed, revealing
that her husband had no interest in her fantasies. Blix had grown
up poverty-stricken near the old tobacco fields of Tennessee,
doomed to dead-end jobs on poultry farms. The allure of Midwestern
hospitality and big city lights drew him to Chicago where he
gleaned college boxing championships, numerous scholarships, a
bright future in finance—and Kai.

Kai confessed that Blix was
a dash clumsy with women and failed to achieve the art of
lovepanky. This wasn’t a complaint about him—oddly, she praised
their marriage: they were comfortable companions, matched in goals
and style, had separate but equal IRA accounts, blah, blah, blah.
Jackson had seen those marital signposts before.
Marriage is currency. An
exchange he never desired.

The cabin grew cooler with the hard autumn
breezes blowing in. With that drowsy mouth, Kai murmured between
his kisses. “I love that you fly jet planes every day.” She pulled
on his lower lip. “There you are,” she nibbled, “up there on steel
wings,” she teased with a bite, “speeding through the sky.”

Jackson dove in and smothered her with deep
kisses to halt her annoying habit of chatting during sex.

Flap. Flap. Flap.
He lifted his head. A long cry trembled nearby.
“What was that?”

“The loons over the lake.
Oldest bird family on the planet. Very territorial.” She rocked,
enhancing the friction. “I love my loons. Their voices are so
hypnotic.”

“Noisy little
buggers.”

“That’s the female that
wails so loud. The male calls her. He whistles, ‘are you there?’
And she opens her throat and responds, ‘I’m heeeeere.’ You can hear
the rhythmic lilt in her pitch that she desires to join him.” Kai
whispered dramatically into his ear, “They’re love songs, Jackson,
love songs.”

He almost laughed.
“You should’ve been an actress, Kai. You belong in
a theatre not a museum.”

She made a throaty laugh,
skimming her tongue over his. Her breath was so sweet and she
tasted salty; he wanted to devour her. “Loons mate for life, you
know. Odd, isn’t
it? So unnatural in the animal kingdom. Even lovebirds
cheat.”

Throbbing, shuddering with pleasure, he
didn’t much care who mated for life. He soared through life
fiercely independent, without compromise, preferring one toothbrush
in the sink holder.

“Penguins mate only for one
year and then move on. Now that’s admirable.” Kai suddenly seized
command, rolled on top, and he surged into a quivering wreck. “Mmm,
my birdman, that’s what you are. My very own birdman.”

My
birdman? He’d been called all sorts of
names by lots of women, but never anything as benign as birdman.
Didn’t like the my part though.

“Do you know the legend of
Achilles Lake?”

“I don’t care. You want it
faster?”

“Yes! The original loons
here had no wings. Can you imagine?”

The rocking sprung him up, panting,
shuddering.

“Once they mated,” she lost
her breath for a moment, “they grew fantastic gleaming wings. Loon
magic.”

He accelerated when she swung into slow
pauses to suspend him.

“Their magic can seize you,
in a blink. ”

“Yeah?” He pumped
harder.

“Loons draw their magic
from earth spirits. Big Water and White Squall Wind.”

“I don’t believe in magic,”
he murmured. “I believe in you, Kai, right now, just you. Don’t
stop.”

She gave him a little swoon
and threw her arms up. “Believe in me. Yes! Ohh sacred powers … wind … water … sky and land … wise ones,
unleash your might upon my birdman.”

What a lunatic, she has to chant now?

“My great-great grandfather
was a shaman. Swift
Bird.”

His back arched, the pleasures
deepening.

“Tell me about your family,
Jackson.”

He filled her mouth with his and she shut
up.

Maybe Kai could trace her
ancestry back, but Jackson didn’t have a clue about his
grandparents or even his mother. She was only eighteen when she
gave birth to him, and she had no interest in raising a child. She
never called, never sent him a birthday card—just gone. Jackson had wanted to name
her Angela because his dad refused to tell her real name. The two
of them struggled alone like two prairie cowboys in Cody, Nebraska,
until the old guy’s heart suddenly gave out one Sunday afternoon
… just gone. After
that, Jackson’s career choice of joining the Air Force was easy;
then he turned sky gypsy for the private corporate rich.

“No family,” he
murmured.

“Oh, you’re the lost lamb.
What a sweetheart.” Her hair came loose and fell across his face.
Everything went dark. Flap!
He squeezed shut his eyes to press the pain away.
Nearly dazed, his heart raced making his body throb so wickedly
that even his eyes pulsed.

Flap! Flap!
Flap! He went
rigid.

“What?” she said, halting
their momentum.

He slid her hair off his face. “Listen.”

A ghostly high-pitched wail stretched the
air. Jackson looked up, half expecting wings of dead loons to
materialize on the ceiling. “Christ, are they in this cabin?”

“Oh calm down. The flocks
gather over the lake. Eerie calls, I know. My loons fly all day,
just like you do, Jackson.” She ran her fingers through his black
wavy hair. “Your hair is just like my loons’ black feathers and
just as soft. And your eyes are as blue as their sky. My
birdman.”

My loons. My
birdman. Why do
women have to possess everything? The air
rippled. Something hovered. Right above his head. A shadow? A tail?
Then a soft rattle. Like tires grinding on gravel.

Kai blinked. She jumped and dashed to the
window. “Shit, it’s Blix!”

“Blix! You said he was
away.”

“He was.
Cleveland.”

Jackson barely had time to pull on his
jeans. His stomach clenched, his fingers reduced to jelly, he
couldn’t even zip up.

“Get out. The window.
Go!”

“The window?”

“I’m not hiding you in the
closet. Get out of here.”

“How are you going to
explain this room and your—”

“Get out, Jackson. I’ll
handle Blix.”

“Suppose he—“

“Go! Right now.”

The front door of the cabin squeaked
open.

In a blur, Jackson tumbled
out the window, his shirt and jacket zooming past him. Running
barefoot with a harvest of
nuts rolling underfoot like a cripple, he took the
longer path through the cover of trees. Once he was beyond sight of
the cabin, he stopped to put on his shoes. Good thing he had the
sense to park his car down the road in a dense pine
cove.

Achilles Lake shimmered
while a flock of black and white loons soared above the gold and
orange leaves. Their frantic whistles alarmed him.
What’s Blix doing at the cabin in the middle of
the afternoon? Does he suspect? Breathless
and shaking, at last Jackson spotted his car. He dug into his
pocket for the keys. Gone. “God damn it!”

Had he dropped them on the
ground? He glanced back to his trail with a quick search. Had he
left them on the bedroom dresser? Shit. How would Kai explain if Blix
found them? She was a clever girl; she’d think of
something.

He took a minute to figure
out what to do once he was safe inside the car. Should he retrace
his steps in search of the car keys? Maybe jump-start the
ignition? Yeah, jump it and
bolt.

He searched for a
jumping-wire or a screwdriver in the messy glove compartment. As he
threw objects to the floor, shadows dashed by the front
window. Crazy loons. Get out of here.
The sun vanished behind a cloud. When the side
window rattled, he lifted his head.

Keys jangled in mid air.

“Looking for these?” Blix
yanked open the door, held a baseball bat ready to
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