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Chapter Two:

Saying “Goodbye” is Always
Difficult

(Amy’s Exit).

 


I

 


 


But first, An Interlude with the
Vampire:

His malignant heart was rife with
a hatred of all things. Everything within his sight, he hated.
Every sound in the night, every nuance of life and un-life, the
incessantly chirping crickets, the silence of stones, were all
things which his ambiguous hatred consumed of him. He had once seen
his own face, in the glimmering steel of a knife he had intended to
steal from a butcher, and hated himself at first sight. He had not
known what it was that he had perceived in that brief second before
he had struck at it in rage, before he had cut himself so
grievously that he bled.  He had drank of his blood that first
time, instinctively suckling from it as a newborn child would of
another source --- only, his initial motive had not been merely an
act of gaining nourishment, but a reflexive action. Afterward, he
hated the butcher for possessing such an object to bring harm to
him. He hated pain even more than all things, even more than he'd
hated himself a moment ago.  He'd taken the knife, carried it
with him into the home of the butcher which had brought him such
pain, and had given it back to him in a way much more intimate than
the butcher would have ever wanted. He had given it back to him ---
right through the bastard's heart.

 


There had been a time when his
life had not been so simple, when he had agonized for many hours,
many days, every waking moment. And every one in which he wasn't
awake at all; his misfortune had plagued him in his dreams, as
well. He had so desired not to be in such chaos, had wanted to
settle for one and only emotion. Something he could count
on.

 


A friend which would never leave
him, no matter where he went. A friend he could never leave behind,
even if he thought that he no longer need it, because deep in his
heart, he would always need it. He so desperately wanted a friend.
A guiding light: a dream.

But, above all things (or, much
rather, "beneath" them, in his esteem) was his own mother. He hated
her for giving birth to him; a gift, which he often thought, was
not given profitably. That was too kind. She had freed him from a
claustrophobically small prison which had been all the more
uncomfortable since he had been forced to share it with his
brother, only to be put him in a much larger one.

 


Even as he reflects on these
things, the twin moons of Dava sweep the night sky; their
serpentine eyes gaze upon the world in a ceaseless search for
light. They are the embodiment of shadow, creatures so hideous that
they blend in perfectly with the night. They furnish no light of
their own, but are ruthless thieves of it. They exist only to taint
the beauty of God's Flower. To corrupt and covet her warmth and
luster selfishly, rather than shine upon the world in tribute to
her. His foolish brother happily walks in the light of day. 
Blacky prefers the night.

 


He and his brother were born to
the Goddess of Harvest during an equinox. They had both been
reminded of this fact throughout their young lives, yet Raven
Feather (for such is the name which he'd given himself) could
remember that day as vividly as any other moment of his life. They
hadn't been born separately, as all other, ordinary twins were. No,
they came into the world at the exact same instant, in each other's
arms.  The first sight of his life had been that idiot’s face.
That face, so like his own. It had seemed that he had been looking
into a mirror at his own reflection. So infuriated was he that his
infants hands had found themselves firmly clamp around his idiotic
brother's throat, so accustomed had he been to murder, even on the
hour of his birth. It was then that his brother had awakened, his
eyes betraying surprise, then mortal terror. He brought his own
face within an inch from the others and cursed him while he could
only gag breathlessly.  He watched as the life drained out of
the eyes of that pale face. His brother only cried and loosely
embraced him, wanting him to stop, yet unwilling to let go all the
same.  The act would have been so deliciously fulfilled if
their mother had not separated them at that moment. She then held
each child to either breast so that they would not need to share.
The idiot drank of her hungrily, yet Raven would have none of her.
He would not drink her milk; he only wished he were dead; anything
would have been better than accepting nourishment from her. When
she pressed him to try a taste of it, he had bitten at her with his
teeth, making her bleed. It was only after this first taste of
blood that he had deemed to suckle from her.

 


While her children fed from her,
she raised her face to the heavens and sang in praise of the Sky
Woman, praying for her to watch over her children. They both looked
up at the same instant, witnessing the same event for the first
time in their lives. It was a sight that would never fail to
enrapture his stupid brother, even a decade later. As they all
stared at the sky, their mother named them. She called him Ebon,
his brother Ivor. “It is through their union that Dusk and Dawn
might finally see each other, eye to eye.” He could sense the love
she and his mother felt for each other at this moment, their love
for him. He could only hate them both in return. She thwarted him
in his search for vengeance, so he could only take solace in the
knowledge that, thanks to his efforts, his brother would forever
have the complexion of a walking corpse.

 


Ever since then, each has pledged
their hearts to opposite forces. Even as the darkness usurped the
blasted light's rule, Blacky embraced it. Embraced it in the way
his mother had pretended to embrace him. Even as the serpents
crushed the life out of the Sky Woman, his own mother attempted to
crush him! Did she somehow sense, even at birth, the evil that
lurked in his heart? She crooned, kissed, and laughed, mocking his
hatred of her with her false love. Consequently, it is only during
the biannual equinox (the First and Last day of the Dwarven
Calendar) that they can walk the earth together.

 


While he broods in his dark
thoughts, the twin moons of Dava traverse the darkness. Other
people can only see the eyes of the Serpents, but he can see more.
The Serpents glide and sliver along the sky, crisscrossing and
running parallel of each other, enthralled in their search for the
light. He respects their determination, but questions their goal.
Why seek the blinding light of day, when they could simply rescind
it and hunt in the night like him?

Hunt. This leads him to another
memory. He smiles. Watching as a cloud passes in front of the
moons, Blacky recalls Amy. Beautiful, lively, succulent Amy: the
virgin princess. He despises her beauty, her maturity, and her
being female. Bawdy, precocious Amy. She is a lewd mockery of the
Sky Woman; chasing after the males, always ready to surrender
herself to any man, never succeeding. She would willingly be
ravaged by any man stupid enough to have her. And corrupting their
flesh with hers, spawning bastard children like a blighted plot of
farm land.

 


She had approached him once, just
after a hunt. she had ruined a perfectly good meal with her
intrusion. Yet, she had unwillingly quenched his thirst. He
suspected that she would have given herself to a eunuch, if only
because he once HAD been a man.

 


She had done her best even to
seduce, even going so far to kiss him. Even if he wasn't able to
see in the dark, there was no way he could miss the way her nipples
lanced at his muscular chest. He had surprised her by clamping his
teeth into the tender flesh of her tongue, drinking heavily of its
sweet, spittle- ridden blood. He had meant it as a warning to
dissuade her from further intrusions, yet he had drunken from her.
He also wanted some more.

 


II

 


The Would-be Heroine:

"Today is special." That's what
she had said. She hadn't bothered to explain, but one could hardly
miss her meaning. To her, it was a special day. Amy doubted it. She
had always had arguments with her mother. And, more often than not,
they were never resolved. They would continue shouting at each
other until they could only agree on not wishing to see each
other's face again, then they would go off into opposite rooms and
close their doors. Amy would always slam her door as hard as she
could, practically rattling it off of its hinges. One time, it had
actually fallen off: thereby causing yet another argument. As for
her darling mother, she never slams her door. The woman is as quiet
as a titmouse. One could hardly believe that the minuscule-little
heart of her hasn’t simply stopped by now. Surely, such a
puritanical soul would not be much longer for this world. And now,
she was piping about how simply SPECIAL today was. Imagine
that!

 


Of course they both knew what was
so special about today, yet you didn't see Amy getting excited
about it, did you? Nope. In fact, she was afraid that this day
would ever happen. It wasn't always this way. She had always
dreamed of this day since her seventh birthday, the day she had
truly met her beloved. In truth she had held him often enough when
he'd been a baby. She had loved him, in a way, since he was favored
child of their “Goddess of Harvest” and it had been her
responsibility to care for him while him while his mother was away.
She had been a woman whom Amy admired. That made him not much more
than a surrogate younger brother. Yet, when his mother had passed
on, she had fallen in love with him because he had been the one to
comfort her with her grief; rather than her comforting him with his
own. She envied his bravery. Even at that ridiculously young age,
she had known they were destined for each other. But theirs was a
love that was never meant to be: simply because of the two-year gap
in their ages. She also suspected that he might not be allowed to
procreate, because he was so different.

 


And now, the day that she feared
most of all has finally come. It was at this year’s ceremony that
Amy and her peers would sacrifice their virginity to the general
public in attendance. The belief was that the more prolific their
young women were in reproduction, and then the yield at the annual
harvest would consequently become improved. But Amy knew what the
real festivities were. It was nothing more than one of the many
“Degradations” which lowlier people rumored to take part in: an
orgy. Amy also was offended by the fact that boys weren’t similarly
required to “prove” themselves. But, what could she do? All of her
eldest friends had already performed at the ceremony in years
before, and today was finally her turn. She had no choice but to
attend. Even though her mother openly rejoiced this "pivotal point"
in her daughter's life, Amy could only dread it. The night before,
there had been none of the usual bickering. Amy had quietly locked
herself in her room and wept into her pillow. She remembered the
events of the day and this made her cry even harder. No one had
come to console her. She had merely cried herself into exhaustion
and had a fitful sleep.

 


She had reached a decision before
the morning and had decided to make a concentrated effort to not
allow herself to remember anything at all that would happen to her
today.

 


She had eaten a breakfast she
couldn't remember and put on the ceremonial skirt and sash and had
walked blindly into a short line of other, similarly- dressed
girls. (This was closest thing to a uniform necessitated by law.
Since there was no official dress code for this or any occasion,
most girls would wear their elder sisters’ outfits. The most common
color was green. Amy herself hadn’t even noticed in what color she
had adorned herself. It hardly mattered; anyhow, since the sooner
she took it off, the sooner she and everyone else would be
happy.)  She saw amongst their faces a variety of expressions,
from joy, to bewilderment, and even fear. Most of the girls had
held their arms shyly across their breasts. She had not. She was
determined to get this over as quickly as possible and didn't care
who was looking at her.

 


Then she did something...
something she had chosen to forget. During which, her mother
actually fainted while watching but Amy hardly cared.

 


Her attention had already had been
diverted the person whom she most wanted to see. She quickly
spotted her beloved sitting nakedly in a pew. Of course, everyone
else here was unclothed, but he seemed far more vulnerable than
others. He looks at her, and then looks away. She can tell that he
is uncomfortable seeing her this way, but maintains eye contact any
way.

 


Even more than ever in his entire
life, he feels exquisitely naked. Even though he fortunately isn't
old enough to take part, he was required to attend without
clothing. He looks away from her, not wanting to see. He can sense
that she is staring at him, but doesn't want to look back. He sees
that he isn't the only one who seems to be disinterested by the
whole spectacle. The dwarven women, who, of course are the only
ones clothed, sit by themselves and chat. The elder children are
cavorting. Amy in a pink sash across one shoulder and her breasts
maintain eye contact with him. Even in the throes of her actions,
she has only eyes for him. He strays back toward the dames. "I
think she likes you," cajoles his grand father.

She imagines that he blushes. In
the secret places of her girlish heart, she feels pity for him not
being the same being of age; like her. By the time he is ready, she
may have conceived a child.

 


She would not know whose child it
would be, yet could only regret that it would not be his. No! Can't
think about that!

 


She hears a familiar voice speak
to her. It asks her if she loves him. She looks down at her current
mate and is a little surprised that she had paired herself with
Jaste without recognizing him at first.

 


She sees him looking in the same
direction as she and realizes he was asking her if she loved Ivor.
She confides with him that she does.

 


"That's alright. At least, now I
can have the comfort that you were with me before him," he said.
"Even though, in your heart, he would be your first."

 


This strikes her as an odd thing
for someone so young to say, although they are the same age. She
thanks him.


 


III

That Awful Night.

 


She feels dirty. She itched below
the waist and endeavored to scratch with both hands. She scratched
so hard that her hands had become covered in blood. She held them
before her face, transfixed with an emotion which she could not
readily identify. It chilled her already cold flesh and her hair
seemed frozen onto her back so that she couldn’t move her head. Not
ten minutes before, she had dipped her toe into the water to check
its temperature and found it scolding hot. Never the less, she had
thrown her nightgown into the fire before she extinguished it. This
last was meant as a final rebellion against her parents. The
garment had been new and was “the prettiest thing a young lady
could ask for at her age,” as her mother so proudly said. In
addition, it had cost her father “a pretty penny.” It had been
purchased the very afternoon before her “disgraceful behavior.” She
had meant to bathe this one last time before leaving
forever.

 


Now, she could only stand here,
shivering as if she were freezing. It occurred to her presently
that the water could not have gotten so cold in such a short time.
Even so, goose bumps became aroused on her soft slick
skin.

“Wherefore came this arousal,” she
unknowingly asked herself. Her reply had been a sound which
emanated behind her, a sort of chuckle. Yet she was here alone in
the dark.

 


Alone in the dark. She couldn’t
have possibly heard that, yet she was certain that she did. And
this caused her to finally drop her gaze from her scarlet hands.
She whispered a curse. The water within a foot circumference around
where stood was now stained with her blood. She now launched into a
frenzy of activity to finish up with her cleansing. No matter how
hard she scrubbed, the blood wouldn’t come off. The phantom voice
now laughed heartily at her expense.

 


* * *

 


He had risen from his slumber
during the moonless nights between the Guardians' shifts, inching
ever closer to that vile place. The house of "purity."

 


He had risked his life without the
protection of the Serpents, braving the wrath of the Galfaste in
the pursuit of his meal.

 


He had waited in the shadows,
watching with perverse pleasure while the Bitch Goddess bathed. She
had no idea that she was being watched. He doubted if she would
have cared is she had known.

 


* * *

 


She leapt from the shallow end of
the pool to the side of the pool with the grace of a cat, causing
her body to animate itself in beatific ways. She then dives back in
with the fluidity of a swan: her arms spread-eagled and ample chest
heaved outward.

 


It occurred to her that Ivor were
seeing her now he would be shocked about the unconscious grace with
which she carried herself when she was in private. Let him believe
he had taught her to swim if he wished. She closed her eyes,
anticipating a splash, yet was disappointed. She was not surprised
to see that she had been caught in the arms of her first love. She
had a moment to ponder the unexpected moments of bliss evident in
her life, and that was her last.
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