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      For countless ages, fairies have existed in human lore as protectors of children, sprinklers of magic dust, and bloomers of flowers. Yeah well, fairies have other jobs, too.

      Enter Fecanya, Ordure Engineer at Fey World Maintenance Services. She hates her job. Not that anyone who processes … “leavings,” would, but hey, you wanna trade?

      When news of an impending meltdown at a wastewater treatment facility, and a messy war between two gorilla factions (ever seen a gorilla projectile?) arrives at the office, Fecanya must use her many talents to prevent both disasters. But is there a mischievous hidden presence behind this?

      With the threat of a city covered in filth of epic proportions, and a jungle at the brink of great ape warfare, it will take more than a visit with her stuffy satyr therapist for Fecanya to prevent a disaster and unmask the hidden enemy, before the “leavings” hit the fan.
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      Fecanya ran a hand through her short, auburn hair, then took a long draw from her Sweetbark cigarette. She closed her eyes. After several moments of pure smoky ecstasy, she blew a purple cloud out of the corner of her mouth.

      The therapist made a sound that was between patient and mildly annoyed. “Must you smoke that in here, Miss Fecanya?” He adjusted his half-moon spectacles halfway down the bridge of his wide nose, and eyed the dissipating cloud with disapproval.

      Fecanya smoothed dress. She narrowed her eyes just enough to convey her sentiment, which at this moment was not being able to care any less than she did about the therapist’s discomfort. “It helps.” She inhaled another puff.

      The therapist sighed, something Fecanya had long grown accustomed to. With those ram horns, and bright blue eyes and close-cut curly hair, she’d nearly laughed the first time he’d made the sound. Now, if she didn’t hear him sigh at least twice during their sessions, she wasn’t holding up her end of the bargain.

      “If you must,” came the response. He adjusted his spectacles again, then adjusted his already perfectly straight tie. “Now, if we might get down to business?”

      Fecanya blew out another cloud. “Whenever you’re ready, Leo.” She didn’t bother to hide her smirk when he frowned.

      “How many sessions have we had thus far, yet you still fail to use my proper name? Leowitriss is not difficult to enunciate.” He grabbed one of his custom made pen from the jar and dabbed it on his tongue.

      Fecanya bent her hand at the wrist over her heart and widened her eyes. “Oh pah-don me for not enunciating your name, good therapist, Leowitless.”

      “Wi … TRISS!” He strangled his pen harder with each syllable. “And can we please get this over with?”

      For a therapist, this guy is just too easy. Where the hell did they find him? Fecanya leaned back in her chair and crossed her legs, ankle-to-knee, like any good and proper fairy wouldn’t. “Whenever you’re ready, Witriss.”

      Leowitriss ground his teeth as he opened her file. The protruding canines from his upper lip might have been menacing if not for the fact he was about as intimidating as an angry pug.

      He found the page and adjusted his spectacles again. After several moments, he cleared his throat.

      Fecanya cleared her throat.

      Leowitriss glared at her over his glasses, then began to read. “So. Impolite behavior. Refuses to work in a team environment. Less than exuberant attitude on the job. Frequent insults to team members …”

      Fecanya tilted her head from left to right, her mouth downturned as she silently mouthed every word the therapist spoke while he spoke them.

      Leowitriss sighed. Again. “Why must you be so difficult, Miss Fecanya. You’re a fairy.”

      “Yeah, sure. And what the hell does being a damn fairy have to do with anything?”

      “Please, Miss Fecanya! Language!”

      Fecanya regarded him with an open-mouthed frown, blinked a couple times, then waved a flamboyant hand at him. “What’s with you, anyway? Aren’t you people supposed to be more … I dunno … outgoing? Sensual? Masculine?”

      Leowitriss was thunderstruck. “You people? Miss Fecanya!”

      “Do you like my name that much, Leo?”

      “That is unacceptable!”

      “I mean, you’re all stuffy and prim. You really need to loosen that tie and at least slouch in your chair a little bit.”

      “That’s enough!”

      “I mean, you’re a satyr, after all. How in Lilith’s Underworld are you ever going to attract a female …” she looked him over, “or male, whatever your fancy, when you’re so damn uptight?”

      Leowitriss’s mouth bobbed open and closed as he failed to find a response.

      Fecanya watched in silent amusement as the stuffy satyr adjusted his spectacles, his tie, ran a hand over his horned head, cleared his throat, and fidgeted in his seat. She decided to add one more piece of charcoal to the fire. “By the way. While we’re on that subject, how the hell do two satyrs get-it-on, anyway? I mean, you’re not the most flexible bunch, what with those fat furry legs that don’t completely straighten …”

      “THAT’S ENOUGH!” Leowitriss slammed a thick hand on his desk, effectively toppling his container of custom made pens.

      Fecanya leaned back in her chair and snickered as the therapist snatched the pens up and replaced then in the container.

      “How …” Leowitriss stuttered. “How dare you speak to me such? What is your issue, Miss Fecanya?”

      “My issue?” She rolled her eyes.

      “You are a fairy of Fey World Maintenance Services. Such unprofessionalism simply will not be tolerated!”

      “Will you please … lighten … up, Leo.” Fecanya took another draw from her cigarette. “I get my job done every day. All the other girls get their work done, everything is in order. What’s your deal?”

      Leowitriss closed her file and leaned over his desk.

      Fecanya grinned and slid her finger up the bridge of her nose.

      Hand halfway to his glasses, Leowitriss wrinkled his lips and lowered his hand to the table. “Your attitude and unprofessional behavior is intolerable. You make fun of your coworkers, have no respect for anyone, and no one enjoys being around you. Your attitude makes them uncomfortable.”

      Fecanya snorted. “My attitude … makes them uncomfortable. Well maybe you can find someone else to take over my job and kick me out on my ass …”

      “Language!”

      “Yes, Leo. I’m speaking a language. Thanks! Like I was saying, maybe one of them would like to do my job, or you can find someone who’s more overjoyed to do it.”

      The therapist looked at her with sympathy. She wanted to punch him in the face, but everyone knew it took a tough skull to grow horns like that. Punch a satyr, even Mr. Pants-in-my-ass Leowitriss, here, and you’re guaranteed a broken hand.

      “Miss Fecanya. Your job may not be as glamorous as the others, but it is quite necessary. It helps to make the world beautiful. The world needs Ordure Engineers.”

      Fecanya held Leo’s gaze as she took another pull from her cigarette. After several moments, she blew out a long stream.

      “Spare me the fluffy talk, Leo. You know it. I know it. All the girls know it. Polish it up and put a bow on it all you want.” She flicked the cigarette into the air and snapped her fingers. The cigarette butt burst into tiny purple sparks. “Spare me the Ordure Engineer BS. I’m a Shit Fairy.”
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      Every morning before his predawn jog, Richard got up, brushed his teeth, then used the lavatory before admiring his rippling abs in the mirror. They just weren’t as visible after that first meal.

      Richard had a reputation to uphold as the fastest jogger in his neighborhood. His struggling neighbors needed a figure of fitness perfection to aspire to, even if they could never be like him.

      Out on the dirt trial, he came to the same bend he always did at this time in the morning, and angled himself into it as though he were a motorcycle.

      He was a motorcycle. A motorcycle on two legs, on two feet, fitted in the best pair of Zikes money could buy. He loved Zikes. Their whole slogan was what his life was all about; “Just Execute.” That’s what he was. A person who got out and executed life. Took it by the horns and got the job done, one perfect stride at a time.

      Richard glanced at his iBerry watch. Perfect heart-rate, already up to eight thousand steps, and at the rate he was at, he’d finish his run with an extra five minutes to spare. Maybe he could knock out an ab workout before showering and heading to the office.

      He rounded another corner and had to veer to the left to avoid a woman jogging—or more like “snailing”—her way along the trail with her shaggy golden retriever.

      “I hope you clean up after that turd machine!” he yelled over his shoulder as he passed. “Lots of people like to enjoy this place, you know!”

      He looked back as he started uphill. The lady was smiling and waving a hand at him, though one finger seemed more prominent than the others. He snorted and looked forward again just as he crested the hill. And slipped in a huge pile of mud that sent his left foot flying out and up.

      Time seemed to slow as Richard’s foot continued upward. In a tiny compartment in the back of his brain, he had just enough time to marvel at the flexibility of his body as he continued his ascent. His right foot left the ground as his left foot generated the momentum necessary to align his back with the ground.

      He looked on in helplessness as a tiny droplet of mud detached from the toe of his shoe and set a direct trajectory for his forehead.

      Time sped back to normal, and Richard hit the ground like a sack of brittle firewood. His bones finally stopped rattling. His breath came back just enough for him to blow it back out again in wheeze. Richard lay there staring up at the sky. He didn’t bother to move when he heard the sound of footsteps coming up the hill.

      “I thought jackasses were more surefooted,” a woman’s voice said.

      Richard lifted his head just enough to see a fluffy brown tail swishing back and forth before the dog and its human disappeared over down the hill.

      He groaned, then shoed a fly away from his face. Another buzzed in his ear, and he slapped the side of his head. “Ow!” More flies came. Many targeting his forehead. “Get away from me you little …”

      Richard sat up and groaned at his aching back, then gripped his thigh. “Dammit! I think I pulled a muscle.” He carefully straightened his legs and leaned forward to stretch. When he touched the underside of his shoe, his fingers came away with some of that damnable mud.

      “Ugh!” Richard went to rub his hand on his shorts when he caught a whiff of something awful. He sniffed a few times, then wrinkled his nose.

      He looked at his hands.

      Then his eyes slowly turned upward as if he could see his forehead.

      Richard’s mouth slowly fell agape as the realization set in. “Shit. This is … shit. I’ve got shit on me!”

      Richard scrambled around on all fours and slipped again. There was a magnificent “squish,” that he tried to ignore, but his brain was already too heavily immersed in horror to be slowed down.

      Argh! I need water and a towel! Wild-eyed, he looked around. My God. This is shit! He tried to get up again, and his hand slipped in another pile. The hand connected to the wrist on which his sparkling iBerry watch was located. Ah! My watch!

      The sound of giggling from what must have been the tiniest girl in the world, echoed from the bushes off the side of the trail.

      “That’s not funny,” Richard wailed. “Get me some tissue. Get me a towel. Get me something to clean this off. It’s shit!”

      The giggling grew more frantic as it retreated farther into the woods. Richard looked down at himself, at his watch, smelling his forehead, and he let out a bellow to shame a horse with menstrual cramps.
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      “Oh come on.” Fecanya waggled her fingers in the air, and rotated her hands in an arc, spreading the manure into the soil. “How can all of you be so uptight?”

      Bloomara made an irritated sound and ran a hand through her shimmering blue hair. “You made a human trip in a collection of bear leavings, Fecanya.” She waved her pale green wand at a clump of petunias, and smiled as the funnel-shaped flowers emerged.

      “Bear leavings …” Fecanya sighed. “It was bear shit, Bloom. How could you not laugh at that sound he made? It was like someone kicked a mastodon in the nads!” She made a cupping hand in the air, then rotated it in a swirling motion, then spread her hands. The deer pellets blanketed across the ground, then absorbed into the soil. “And he had it coming. You saw how rude he was to that lady and her dog.”

      “You’d cer-tainly be an ex-pert at rude,” Garbita muttered under her breath, waving her gray wand over a collection of plastic cups and candy wrappers. “I’ll nehvah understand how humans can love the outdoors, yet sully it so.”

      “If they didn’t, you’d be out of a job,” Bloomara replied.

      “Says the girl with the laborious job of making flowers bloom,” Fecanya said.

      “We each have our place,” Bloomara said.

      “Like I said.”

      “You’re not changing the subject, Fecanya.” Garbita’s green hair floated about her head as she rotated her twig-like wand and the trash spiraled in the air. With one last twitch of her wrist, the wand made a whisking sound, and the trash burst into an explosion of twinkling glitter. She let go of her wand and it floated in the air, waiting for her to take it up again after she smoothed her green dress made of tightly woven leaves. “I must say that humans are exceptional at creating rubbish. It’s just laziness, I tell you. How fah is it from here to the nearest waste paper bausket?”

      “How faah is it to thee next waste paypah bausket?”

      Garbita growled.

      Fecanya snickered.

      “Stop it,” Bloomara said.

      Fecanya rolled her eyes. “Looks like we’re about done, here.” She waved a hand in the direction they’d come, where the posh jogger was likely sniveling his way home. “I’d say he spread all those bear leavings,” she glanced at Bloomara with half lidded eyes, “on the ground enough that I don’t need to do it.”

      “It’s still on the trail.”

      Fecanya sniffed. “Fine.” She started toward the road and stopped when she heard Bloomara clear her throat. After a moment of tense silence, she started forward again.

      “A-hem.”

      Garbita chuckled.

      Fecanya closed her eyes. “What?” When no answer came, she turned around.

      Arms crossed over her chest, Bloomara pointed one of her needle like fingers to the side.

      Fecanya ground her teeth. She didn’t need to look. She knew what was over there. She started toward the giant oak the bloom fairy was pointing at.

      “I … hate, big dogs.”
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      If ever there was someone who loved their job, Fecanya was the opposite of that. But then, maybe she was being unreasonable. How many fairies had the delight of cleaning up feces day-in and day-out for as long as it existed?

      She side-eyed their supervisor, Bloomara, waving her stupid Daddy Longleg fingers at tulips and roses. Must be nice to walk around waving at flowers. She gets bees for helpers. I get dung beetles.

      “Problem, Fecanya?”

      “No.”

      With a gesture from her wand, Garbita lifted a collection of trash into the air and dropped it into a nearby dumpster. “Do you e-vah wonder that maybe your attitude is why you have the job you do, Fecanya?”

      “Do you ever wonder if anyone finds your voice annoying, Garbage Girl?”

      Garbita balled her hands into little fists. “How many times must I tell you to stop calling me that?”

      “I dunno. Give it another try.”

      “I … I should …”

      “You should what, Garbage Girl?” Fecanya pretended to lunge back and forth at her, sticking her chin out. “You gonna smack me one?” She tapped her chin. “Gonna put er right here? Wanna box, Garbage Girl?”
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