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Chapter 1 - An Embarrassing Problem
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THEY WERE RUNNING LATE, not a new phenomenon, but one that always caused Kian stress. He did not like having to rush.

"Lori," he said as his friend dashed past him towards the front door.

"What?" the singer asked, turning and looking at him questioningly.

"Ears," he said and nodded his head towards the mirror in the hallway.

Lori looked at himself.

"Oh shit," was the annoyed realisation as Lori tucked his hair behind one ear and examined his reflection.

Admittedly Lori looked even more adorable than usual with the little points on his ears, but if anyone outside the house saw them, they would raise all sorts of questions. Being in a band that was very much about statements of individuality, they could always spin it, but then they'd have to explain how they were done and who did them and that would be far too complicated.

Kian stood there with his hands on his hips and waited as Lori stared at himself in the mirror, narrowed his eyes and concentrated. It only took a few moments for the little pointed tips to shrink into neatly rounded ears. With that sorted, Kian set his mind to his next task.

Getting the whole band out of the door at the same time was like trying to get sense out of a water nymph; nigh on impossible. It was moments like these he wondered why he had ever thought the human world would be fun. It was noisy, dirty, frenetic and full of pushy humans. With a sigh he turned to find out where the hell Durn and Palar were. Sol he knew was in the living room watching cartoons on their TV. Why he was the only one that managed to remember about time he would never know.

They were all just coming into their seventies, a time of life where young elves were supposed to go off and do exciting and crazy things, but sometimes it seemed a little too crazy to Kian. At least he was slowly adjusting to the speed of everything here. He wasn't so completely tired all the time, but it was still exhausting. It wasn't that he didn't enjoy making music, he did, and the attention was fun, but he missed the tranquillity of the trees of his home.

"Sol, we're almost ready to go," he called into the living room as he walked past the door on his way to find Durn and Palar.

He knew Sol missed the quiet of home sometimes as well. It was why Sol was the only one of them who had chosen to live alone. Kian had been known to escape to Sol’s when the frenetic nature of the shared house became too much. Of course, Sol was often around their place as well, because elves were very much social creatures. Solitude was only good sometimes. 

Kian frowned when he found Palar standing outside the bathroom door glaring at it.

"You're supposed to be ready to go," Kian said, taking in his friend's half-dressed state.

"If I can ever get in the bathroom, I will be ready," Palar said, clearly annoyed. "Durn's been in there for half an hour and I can't get him out."

That didn't sound like Durn. Having a father who was a deep forest elf, Durn had sudden moments of shyness, but that usually meant hiding behind his hair, not locking himself in the bathroom. Durn took after his mother much more than his father anyway, and she was a tree elf like Kian, Lori and Sol. The only time his father's traits really came out were with Durn's need to clean and the fact that he was intolerant to a lot of human foods. Deep forest elves were fastidious about their environment and what they ate.

Kian knocked on the bathroom door. When there was no immediate reply, he put his ear to the door.

"Durn, are you okay in there?" he asked.

There was a muffled reply, but nothing that made much sense.

"Durn, we're getting worried out here," he tried again. "If you don't say something sensible, I'm opening the door."

Normal locks were not an issue when a person had magic.

"I tried opening the door," Palar said as Kian listened for a reply, "but he stopped me."

They all had the power of glamour and the ability to do certain enchantments, but with Palar being a plains elf, his strengths were different to the rest of them. If you wanted to help something grow you asked a plains elf, if you wanted complicated abstract magic, you asked a tree elf.

"Durn," Kian said, not hearing a sensible reply, "you have ten seconds before I open this door."

He was beginning to get a little worried.

"Go without me," came the finally, coherent response.

"Not likely," was Kian's immediate reply. "What's wrong?"

Durn was not prone to erratic behaviour; that was usually Lori's area of expertise. It made Kian nervous when his friends acted out of character.

"Just go away," Durn said, sounding a little desperate.

"No," he replied, "we're worried about you."

It wasn't likely that one of them would flip out, not after so much time, but it always paid to be careful. After the trouble their friend Nilo had had, they never took anything for granted. Nilo had been one of the ring leaders for their assault on the human music industry, but he just hadn't been able to take the human world. It had drained him of energy. Left him unable to function.

When they had first arrived, they had all thought that Kian would be the one going back if anyone did, what with his inability to stay awake half the time, but in the end, it had been Nilo who had suffered. Nilo kept coming back to visit, but he just couldn't stay away from home for long enough to be part of the game they were playing.

"Durn," Kian deepened his voice to show he was serious.

The lock on the bathroom door clicked open. A few seconds later, the handle turned. Kian pushed it gently and it swung back to reveal a very embarrassed looking Durn. It took Kian a second or so to realise what he was seeing. It became all too clear why Durn had locked himself in the bathroom. All down Durn's left side were markings, small green, organic-looking markings. Kian did his very best not to smile.

"Oh," he said, manfully attempting to keep a straight face, "what's her name?"

"Don't laugh at me," Durn said and tried to close the door again, but Kian had his foot against it.

What Durn was displaying so beautifully were mating colours, only none of them were old enough to be thinking about children, and it wasn't mating season. It was kind of the equivalent of a teenage boy having an inappropriate erection. It could have happened to any of them, but that still didn't stop it being funny. Unlike an unfortunate erection, however, mating colours could take anything from an hour to a whole day to disappear. Given that Durn's were still bright green it didn't look like the hour option was likely.

"What's the holdup?" came from down the corridor and Kian turned to see Lori heading their way.

Kian stepped aside a little so that Lori would have a clear view of Durn in the bathroom doorway. Lori stopped dead before smiling, just a little.

"Oh, Durn," Lori said, batting his eyelashes, "I didn't know you cared."

"Arseholes," was Durn's very loud verdict on that.

Kian found himself being pushed out of the way as Durn stomped back to his room. He couldn't help it, he laughed; the markings went all the way down Durn's left side from head to toe. Durn really had it bad. Palar managed to keep it down to a smile rather than a laugh, but Lori didn't even try.

"I'll just go and make sure he doesn't tidy our room into oblivion," Palar said, fighting down the grin on his face.

Kian gave him points for trying.

It was one of those things that just happened occasionally. Durn was probably dying of embarrassment, but Kian couldn't help finding it hilarious. It did, however, complicate things.

"I don't think that's going away any time soon," he said, sobering a little as Lori walked up beside him.

"Nope," Lori agreed with a nod, but still grinning.

"And we can't play a set without our lead guitarist," he added, since they had been on their way to record a performance for one of the daytime shows.

It wasn't supposed to go out until the next week, so it wasn't a major panic, but it wasn't great.

"And we really shouldn't leave him here like that alone," Lori said, backing up what Kian was thinking.

At home mating colours would not have been a problem, just a bit of a joke, but it was possible
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