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“As if the love of some new nymph late seen,
had in him kindled youthful fresh desire,
And made him change his gray attire to green...”
(Spenser, The Faerie Queene, VII. 7. 11)
~~~
“Tanaquill.”
“Yes Gavin?”
He sat up in the dewy meadow. “A dream woke me this morning.”
She turned on her stomach, fairy wings buzzed idly. Chin cupped in hands, she listened, smiling to herself. “Really?”
Gavin pushed a hand into his dark hair. “It was very strange. You were telling me how your sisters left home, but it was their shadow that left. They also left themselves behind. Does that make sense to you?”
Tanaquill kicked her bare legs idly. “Mm—hmm,” she said, contented.
Gavin stared across to the distant trees, remembering. “These shadow sisters who left—they went out to form new colonies of fairies. In the dream, you told me this is how fairies replicate themselves and grow in number in the world—this is their generation.” He touched her long hair, smoothed his hand down. “As many times and as many ways humans try to get rid of fairy kingdoms, they never will, because the kingdoms are always replicating themselves and forming new colonies.”
“What if that’s true?” she said.
“Is it?” he asked, surprised.
“There are guards. Of every sort of fairy kingdom, even abandoned ones,” Tanaquill said. “Here, take my hand, close your eyes.”
Gavin did, and saw large dark dogs with dark, golden brown feathers on their sides and dark, bare backs as if they had the mange, or perhaps just strange markings. They looked intense, wild, and were sniffing the ground by a stone ruin. “Tanaquill, I think it was the end of the fairyland that we will soon build.” Tanaquill sat up as Gavin continued. “But you left a shadow of yourself behind, to form a new colony—like a mushroom spore—you grow it like a seed bed—the land, the fairies. You leave yourself behind, among the ruins of our kingdom; you stay and live there for as long as there is a kingdom. I remember!”
Now it seemed very important to Gavin. Not like a dream at all. “You doubled yourself, sitting on a chair like a throne.” He paused. “A special chair for the purpose? No. Your arms along the arm rests, closing your eyes and the shadow comes out of you, full size, comes out of your legs, chest, head. Fully formed. She becomes more solid as the time passes, there is about a human year of ritual to prepare her.
“She comes out with all the memories of the Tanaquill who stays behind, but she will be going on a new adventure and eventually leading a kingdom which she will create out of herself, out of her king and the land and the time and the gods. I don’t know what the ritual solidifying her is. Why do I think of Eleusis and Demeter?”
Tanaquill spoke up. “Perhaps it would depend on the particular kingdom and their tradition, but all the kingdoms would have some basic similarity as to how they did it.”
“You are wearing a long, gold gown with long sleeves and a high collar, cream and hints of gold; human looking clothes if anyone saw you, and she, the shadow of you, arrives very large.”
Tanaquill held her hands out, and in them a cool white orb settled, smelling of sweet moss and incense. “We’ll make our kingdom here.”
“I don’t…”
She turned upon him hungrily. “Yes, and we’ll do it this way.” She tilted down to kiss his lips ardently.
Gavin kissed back, his mouth moving under hers, her tongue darting out. He tugged her closer. “But this way…a child,” he said breathless.
“Mmm…but it might look like a bumblebee.”
He smiled under her mouth and kissed deeper.
She spoke in his mind. If I change with you, while we…what we create, it would be furry, like you, and have wings, like me; it would look like a bumblebee.
Gavin frowned. “We can’t have that…can we?”
Tanaquill shrugged, unbuttoning her dress. “I don’t see why not.”
Gavin smoothed his hand down her loose dress, dragging it down, the buttercup sleeves sliding down her shimmering arms. “After all, we can’t say for sure what the child will look like, can we?”
“It would only be a guess, on my part.” But she knew. She leaned back, her breasts sliding out of her dress, dragonfly wings flat against the cool grass. Gavin climbed on top of her, his pelvis meeting hers.
“Imagine something wonderful.”
“Someone wonderful, you mean…” he smiled into her neck, nuzzling and felt her arms go around him.
“What does it matter as long as it’s wonderful,” she said and wound her arms tighter, her legs around his waist. As long as it’s ours…
Kissing him, pleased to feel him surrounding her, lifting them off the grass, she beat her wings harder, insistent, her glow sliding like liquid light into his skin, matching the color of his eyes. They hovered above the grass, glowing, kissing, as she clung to him and flew him toward a tall tree. They spun in the air like a dragonfly mating dance then she shoved him up against the far tree at the edge of the meadow, nearly knocking the wind out of him, his deep laugh mingling with hers; she felt it when she kissed his throat, how his laughter rumbled inside him, it purred.
She ran her hands down along his powerful shoulders, down along the lean, taut muscles in his upper arms. She slid her leg down his, needing him. “Come, hurry now,” she whispered softly, and her wings beat hard and steady.
As his hands glided over her, he repositioned her higher as he entered deep and whispered quietly to her in his language and the recognition of it swelled her heart. It was beautiful, exotic, deep and throaty how he spoke to her, needing her, his eyes a sharp gold, a flash like a densely bright coin, his face lit warmly by the fairy glow of her skin, her eyes taking him in against the early morning sun.
She felt the change, transforming her. Her light fairy nature, ice and wind, green grass and flowers, blossoms and stems, blooming and mixing with the animal heaviness of him to become strangely colored fur and feathers, scales and striped horns.
They reached for one another, into the place where plants were patient for sun and bees, eager to spread their roots and fight slow underground battles, and above hoofbeats pounded the earth as beasts hurtled toward their desires.
Gavin smiled against her neck, and pulled his head up to study her face, golden eyes glowing.
The essence of beasts, strong, sure, pulsed over him, slid across his skin, seeping inside her, grabbing hold of her muscles, teaching them their strength. It felt miraculous. And each time they mated it appeared to deepen in her, grow more permanent.
His animal essence beat through her, a life force grounded in the human realm. Something about the animal in him felt so human, vulnerable, so destructive and violent.
Long, thick tail of the leopard curling around her leg. Short, curving horns of a springbuck, thin horns of a female addax. Her pointy ears twitched and he pulled her hips up, tilting them upward. With his deep thrusts he pushed his hands into her hair and rode her faster. She matched him, gripping, his skin smooth over hard muscles, her belly tightening.
He groaned. “In the meadow,” he said roughly.
Her eyes bright, wild, “Yes, yes.” Pushing off the tree with her legs, bark rough under her toes, they went spinning in the air to the center of the meadow.
And in that spinning, the gods spun the complicated lives and the future of their kingdom from the threads of their hearts, each weaving strands of their own likeness.
Tanaquill and Gavin looked at one another; they’d felt the change, how quickly it happened, how the whole universe can shift in an instant.
Pleasantly surprised, stretched over the meadow, Tanaquill stopped beating her wings abruptly. They fell, him on top of her, her wings pressed hard against the cool damp grass, the breath knocked out of them, and they breathed in together on a laugh. She kissed him and he laughed as he pulled her down.
She tasted salt on his neck, ran her hands down along his powerful shoulders, down along the lean, taut muscles in his upper arms. But that didn’t compare to feeling him slowly push into her, the force of his shaft opening her wider as he entered her, the low groan on his lips as he thrust deeper, lifted her buttock to drive harder, kissing her mouth over her muffled gasp that wished for him never to stop.
His breath quickened as he focused on his thrusts. His muscles rippling and changing, she felt the force of them struggling through his back, the strength of it coming down on her, into her, merging with her as the force of change ran over his skin, through him, building a pressure in her.
Through it there was a spirit streaking like a comet, a light like a torch, an animal spirit she knew and understood. Stranger to her than the plants. Like a magic both light as the sky and deep inside the ground. The two realms creatures walked between with the eyes of the gods as their companions.
Holding her tightly, his deep voice lulling her, soothing her as he rode her and she wound her legs tighter around him, feeling the shiver of his shaft sliding under her skin, merging with him. The fire of a climax spread across her loins to her belly. She came in long steady waves, spreading out to the tips of her fingers and toes as he came into her. She dug her hands into the grass, the earth and green blades cool under her fingers, the coarseness and solidity of the human realm.
The waves grew in fullness, bursting out of them, spiraling, spooling out and spreading into the air. It spread around them, out in the open, for as far as the eye could see, except in the small sphere that hovered by them like a bubble that would never pop. Groaning, he pushed hard and released his final thrusts, his essence spilling into her.
Gavin lay back, warm, relaxed, and felt Tanaquill breath deeply beside him.
“The air is shimmering,” he laughed and watched the sparkles fall like little stars into the grass, and the meadow glowed.
He smiled to himself. “It doesn’t matter if we made a child or not, Tanaquill…” he began lazily. She sat up. Stood.
“Come, see what we made,” she said, offering her hand.
Gavin took her hand and came and stood beside her, together they peered into the sphere.
Inside a smoky mist lay thick, but clearing, sparkles falling like rain, lightning in a cloud, falling to form a perfect, gleaming kingdom of shapes tumbling and roiling.
“Look closer,” Tanaquill said.
And Gavin could, he could fly in on his mind, because it was his kingdom, his and Tanaquill’s. Every detail opened to him. The joyous celebration of a newly born world, the voices of every subject, their hopes and fears—he’d already seen this kingdom born and die. He glanced at Tanaquill, knowing she had as well, having waited for his dream, perhaps wondering how it would come to him, him being a shapeshifter and not a fairy.
It took little effort to look deeper and see the bustling streets, hear the voices.
Fairies streamed in, meeting the fairies born there, some born young babes on wing, others grown old before a first breath, their long beards a gather of strange, otherworld wisdom from whence they’d come and chosen to be reborn, remembering. Such strange children they were, for their crocodile tails flashed in and out, horns grew and retracted; on the babes, fur sprang on their backs when they giggled. And the strange, dark feathered dogs Gavin had seen in his vision; there they sat, guarding the kingdom’s tiny gates. A meadow kingdom. The trumpeters trumpeted, awaiting their arrival.
“Incredible,” Gavin said.
Tanaquill squeezed his hand.
“And what of our little bumblebee,” he chided gently. He’d been looking forward to him—or her.
Tanaquill took his hand and put it over her belly. “In here.”
Gavin’s brows shot up and he grabbed her shoulders. “Are you sure? A child?”
She laughed, surprised. “Yes, Gavin. Made half of you, and half of me.”
Suddenly Gavin felt vibration under his hand, like the buzzing of wings! He hugged Tanaquill hard, then turned once more in his mind to their tiny kingdom. It was the same feeling, toward the child in her belly and the kingdom. The kingdom was their child too, as much as the one growing in Tanaquill’s belly and would have to be nurtured, protected. I’m a father now, he thought proudly. After all that time alone…
He studied the new world, tiny enough to hide in a meadow, like a jewel tucked beneath a tree’s gnarled root, vast enough to enclose a sea, brimming with new inhabitants. “Tanaquill, the dream I had…”
Tanaquill put her arm around him and laid her head on his shoulder. “Will happen, a very long time into the future. You will be my king, and I your queen, and we shall save our kingdom, moving it to higher ground.”
The End.