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Chapter 1 – Splashdown

	I stumbled as we stepped into Perchta's gardens from the world of man. Before we were fully out of the folds of the Goddess' magic which allowed all of us Avatars to travel the twisting paths between realities my Mandywolf said, “Wow, it's like Neverland.”

	I tried to cover her mouth before she could finish voicing the thought, and I lost focus on our destination for an instant.  That was long enough, and the ground beneath our feet bled away into the nothingness of the night sky.  We were falling!

	Mandy was growling out my name, desperately grasping the air between us to get to me somehow, “Robyn!”  Even now she tried to protect me when we were helpless to the pull of gravity.  I glanced down as I tried to stabilize my fall instead of spinning at the whim of the air rushing past us.  A chain of islands lay below us, cloaked in fog, and ocean waves glittered all around them in the pale moonlight.

	The moon... it was huge, taking up half the horizon.  I noted in a panic, it was a full moon.  But the full moon was days away. Amanda's expression turned from panic and need to somehow protect me into something more primal and savage as her body writhed and reformed, her clothing squeezed her and I could hear bones breaking from that constriction until the fabric failed and shredded.

	Where once was my mate, was now her inner wolf set free.  A midnight black killing machine that was all fang and claw.  It whimpered in a panic to find itself falling, then howled at me with an animalistic glint in its eyes.

	Though larger than any wolf found in nature, for a werewolf of one of the cursed, it was quite small like my Mandy in her human form.  But now my mate was buried in the mind of this animal, for her wolf owned the nights of the full moon.

	I looked down to see the ocean far below and getting steadily closer, Amanda's now freed weapons rig falling faster as it had less wind resistance than us.  She would survive, it took more than falling a mile into the ocean to kill a wolf.

	I... might, with my enhanced strength.  I sent a silent prayer to my Goddess, Perchta, that by the grace of the Queen of Nature I would live yet another day to stand against evil as her vassal.  I twisted in the air and made my body as streamlined as I could, turning my fall into a dive as the ocean rushed up to meet me.

	For a time, there was nothing but darkness.  Then my eyes opened, and there was pain.  I felt as if I were floating and being pulled along, I could barely keep conscious as I heard voices and giggling around me, and... was I wet?  That's right.  The fall.  The ocean.

	I felt hands holding me then pulling me onto a sandy bed as I regained my wits about me.  I looked to the side to see I was now laying on a white sand beach in some sort of small lagoon.  Beyond the beach, huge palms and other trees loomed up into the sky.

	Then my eyes widened as my hands reached back for my bow and quiver.  They weren't there. I exhaled shakily in relief when I found them laid neatly by my side, along with my Mandywolf's weapons rig.

	I sat up, wincing at the fading pain as the healing gift bestowed to those who stood in the shadow of the Queen of Nature, knitted my injured bone and tissue back together.  The full moon commanded almost the entire sea beyond the little cove which was formed by the lagoon.  How was it so big?  It was at least ten times its normal size in the sky and was now halfway over the horizon.  It would be daytime soon.

	I was panicking when I looked around frantically for my little wolf.  Then I hesitated when I saw a swirling in the rippling waters, highlighted by the bright moonlight.  A half dozen heads broke the surface.  Strikingly beautiful women, all smiling at me and whispering behind their hands and giggling.

	It was the same giggling I heard in my dazed state.  The world rushed forward as I used my Farsight to see that their hands were webbed, and I saw wide fluked tails as they dove back under just to pop back up near the shore, to giggle and watch me.

	Mermaids!

	I blinked, wondering if I were still unconscious as I slowly made my way to my feet, shouldering my bow and quiver as I stood.  Then I watched them watch me as I slung Amanda's rig over my other shoulder, noting the weight of it.

	I always forget how much stronger those taken by the lupus infection, the cursed, are than normal humans.  So even my mate, with her smaller stature, would probably not even notice the weight of it.  I did not, because I was... different, a child of Perchta.  What mankind has taken to calling elves.  Possibly the last of my kind.

	I looked along the white sands again but saw no signs of my mate's beast, and no tell-tale wolf tracks in the sand.

	Ok, one thing at a time, Robyn.  I looked back at the playful mermaids and called out, “Hello?”

	They brightened, and all of them swam closer, eyes wide with excitement.  A redheaded one with shells strung along her neck in a stunning necklace replied, “Hello.”  She blinked her larger than normal eyes.  Normal?  What is normal for a mermaid?  The others giggled again.

	I couldn't help but smile at them, then asked, “Did you bring me here?”

	She nodded in earnest. “Yes.  You fell into the sky from the air.  You lost your wings.  Are you Tinker's mother?  You are so big.”

	Wings?  Mother?  Fell onto the sky?  Oh, the surface of the sea must be their sky.

	Another asked brightly, “Will you tell her?  Tell her we saved her mother, so she may show us a favor?”

	I was confused.  “Tell who?”

	They all chimed out in an almost cute chorus of, “Tinker of course.”

	The redhead giggled. “We saw you had the fairy folk ears, and you are so big, you must be very old.  So you must be her mother.  Did something attack you in the air above the sky?  Will your wings grow back?”

	They... thought I was a fairy?

	I exhaled and walked waist deep into the water, and she swam right up to me and rose up to eye level.  I tried not to look, as she wore no clothing, and she was quite shapely.  I did glance though and found myself staring at her hips, where the skin blended with pearlescent scales, and I could see her wide tail fanning out and swishing just below the water, moving like a delicate sheet of gossamer to keep her torso above water.

	I did not wish to upset them, as they gathered around me with hopeful looks on their faces.  “If I see this... Tinker, I will let her know of your bravery and heroism in saving me.”  Then I looked around, trying to maintain eye contact with them and ignore the feminine grace I was now surrounded by.  “Was I alone when you found me?  I'm looking for someone, she would have hit the... sky, when I did.  She's... well she's a wolf right now, and quite dangerous, but the sun will push that nature back to reveal the woman within.”

	I nudged my chin at the moon which was almost fully obscured by the sea now and then the oranges of the sky in the other direction which indicated the impending rising of the sun.

	They all gave looks of distaste, as the smallest one, who looked to be barely sixteen or seventeen said in a pout, “The doggy?  We tried to play with it, but it kept trying to bite us.”

	I looked at them in alarm. “Did she bite any of you?  She carries a curse, not of her own making.”

	They all giggled at me, and one asked like I was being silly. “A land doggie, bite one of the water folk?  No.  And since it did not wish to play, nor to be saved, we left it to the waters to claim it so we could feast.”

	Then they all got a confused look on their faces.  I noted they had started taking turns diving under to resurface a couple moments later, and I realized they must be going under to breathe.  One shared, almost with a questioning tone, “So the waters claimed it, like all the air creatures who venture too far into our world without the wooden vessels.  But, the waters rejected it.  And so the drowning did not hold.  Thrice more did it succumb to the watery grave, but it kept waking up stronger each time.”

	I winced.  Mandywolf was drowning over and over, but her curse would not give her peace.  Unlike other animals, werewolves had virtually no body fat and their muscle density made it so they sunk like a stone in the water... wolves could not swim.  It was good she was regaining her strength, the fall probably broke most of the bones in her body, but her wolf healing sounds to be up to the task.  They were... they were going to eat her?

	I asked, “Do you know where she is now?  Can you take me to her?”

	They all turned and started talking in squees and chitters that would have been just above a human's ability to hear, I... am not human.  Then the redhead turned to me.  “The beast was attempting to swim and failing when last we saw it going under.  We can look for it again, and bring it to you if it changes into a lady as you say.  For...  for a favor from the fairy folk at a future time?”

	They all clasped their hands to their chests like it would be the shiniest bauble to be granted a favor.  I just nodded. “I am not of the fairy folk, so I cannot promise that, but I can promise you a favor from me, Lady Robyn of Locksley, upon my honor.”

	They giggled and one said like I had told the silliest of jokes, “Not of the fairy folk.”

	The redhead swam up to me again and rose up to lock eyes with me.  She cocked her head and said, “I, Camellia of the water folk, accept your terms, Robyn of the Locksley.” 

	 Then I was blinking and pulling back when she kissed me.

	I sputtered out as she lowered back into the waters of the lagoon, “What was that?  I'm a taken woman.”

	She scrunched up her lips in both confusion and amusement and said, “A deal is a deal.  Sealed with a kiss.”

	The others echoed her words in sincere tones, “Sealed with a kiss.”  They were all nodding, eager looks on their faces. “Yes, a kiss.”  

	I relaxed, they seemed so innocent to me.  I exhaled and couldn't help but smile at them as I said, “Agreed.  A deal has been struck.”

	They cheered in glee then all at once disappeared down into the water, and moments later exploded from the water in an acrobatic display a hundred yards out, flipping gracefully in the air before vanishing back under the gentle waves.

	Umm...  I said to the empty lagoon, “Am I just supposed to wait here?  How will you find me otherwise?”

	The stilling water paid me no mind as the light of the moon finally extinguished below the sea, and I felt the first rays of sunlight on my back.  A fist inside my gut relaxed, knowing that the wolf held no sway over my love in the light of day.  Amanda would be herself if the mermaids found her.

	I thought of the impossibility of that thought.  Mermaids.  They were real.

	I exhaled loudly and spoke to myself, “Ok, Robyn, first things first, get shelter to wait in above the high tide mark to await their return.”

	I turned to the treeline with a haze of fog at its base, and the large stream which fed the lagoon of the cove.  Ah, there.  I started trudging through the sand to the fresh water source and trees which would protect me from the heat of the rising sun.

	



	


Chapter 2 – Lost Boys

	I tracked the sun and the tide as the day progressed while I built a small lean-to at the base of the trees and covered it with palm fronds.  The tide came in almost to the treeline, and the sun was tracking wrong.

	According to Mandywolf's cell, which she kept in one of the waterproof compartments in her weapons rig, it had taken almost twelve hours since rising to make it's way halfway across the sky.  At that rate, the daylight would last almost a full twenty-four hours before the sun set.

	That told me a couple of things.  One was that we must not be in the mortal realm anymore.  This explained the mermaids and the moon being overly large in the sky, as was the sun.  The other was that there was one or possibly two more nights that my Amanda would be changing into a wolf, so we needed to find some way to contain her those nights, so she didn't spread the lupine curse in this new land.  That, and if the days were double the length here, then the nights might very well be as well, so we would need to contain her for longer.

	I took the time to scout the area, leaping from tree to tree to stay off the ground in case there were large predators here.  In very short order I found that this was quite a small island, no more than a half mile across, with a lot of small game and a variety of bird species.  A small mountain rose out of the center of the island, the remains of a long extinct volcano which had formed the isle.

	From the rim of the small caldera, I could see for miles around the C-shaped island to see it was part of a chain that stretched both ways to the horizons.  I could see much from my vantage point, dark spots that marked reefs, and a shipwreck outside the mouth of the cove I had made shelter in.  I didn't even need to use my Farsight to see the dozens of sailing vessels dotting the sea.  This archipelago of islands and reefs must be a trade route or fishing ground.

	There seemed to be a sandbar just below the surface here at high tide, arcing around just offshore around half of the island.  The only approach on that side was the mouth of the cove, which had jagged rocks to one side by the shipwreck, and a colorful reef on the other.

	I turned to look at the closest island, which looked maybe two miles across, not more than a quarter mile away to the north.  And to the south a pair of islands a mile off, which looked to be about the same size as this one, but with what appeared to be a rope between them until I used my farsight to see an impossibly long rope bridge stretched between the cliffs of the islands.  It had to span at least three or four hundred yards, and I could see a couple people walking across it.

	Both islands were completely covered with stone or wood plank buildings with rocks or palm trees jutting up between them.  There was motion everywhere.  Everything seemed to be colonial construction, and the tall ships just completed the image.

	I heard booms far off, and just at the horizon were two of those tall ships, the world rushed past me as I focused on them.  Seeing little puffs of smoke and flashes of flame between them, followed by delayed booms and cracks as the sound reached me, made me realize they were exchanging cannon fire.

	One of the vessels had men dressed like soldiers from the Revolutionary War that the United States had with England, where they broke away to successfully gain their Independence.  The other ship flew the flag of pirates, the Jolly Roger, its skull and crossbones rippling in the wind.

	I couldn't quite make out the faces of the people on the vessels as the distance was straining my enhanced vision and all the black and grey cannon-fire smoke was causing a haze.

	At first blush, one would think the pirate vessel outmatched by the larger, but I watched in fascination as it sailed directly into a massive broadside, exposing only its bow to the enemy.  Two cannonballs hit their mark, one glancing away at the steep angle against the heavy timbers of the ship, the other tore a hole in the bow, but the captain held the wheel steady, were they going to ram?

	I noted my heart was beating faster as I watched the battle.  My own fighting instincts rising as adrenaline pumped.  Moments before the vessels would have collided, a huge anchor dropped on the port side of the pirate vessel.  Then the ship shuddered when the huge and heavy rope tensioned, and the tall ship seemed to slide to the side as the captain spun the wheel.

	By the Holy Spirit of the Goddess!  When the ship had twisted enough to present its broadside at almost point blank, all of its cannons fired gouts of flame, and the masts of the other vessel exploded into slivers and the rudder looked to be hit as well.

	Another man took the ship's wheel when the Pirate captain flipped through the air and landed on the deck at a run and with one slash of his cutlass, the huge anchor rope was severed and the pirate vessel stopped side sliding and sailed away from the disabled ship at an obtuse angle presenting a smaller target for the guns the men on the crippled vessel were firing.  Were those single shot muskets?

	I could see the pirates massed on the deck cheering.

	I blinked.  They were, running?  They had the others dead to rights.  Not that I was rooting for the pirates, but it just didn't make sense.  Any pirates from my time would have finished off the authorities, so they had fewer men to worry about hunting them, and they would have taken all the supplies and ammunition from them as well.

	Then there was the fact that they fired only the one broadside, and had only targeted the masts and rudder, not the waterline or powder magazine to sink them.  It was like they were trying to limit casualties.

	That pirate captain showed skill and precision and battle awareness, so I knew it to be no accident.  And that blade of his.  How sharp was it that it could have sliced through a rope that had to have been at least six inches in diameter?  I sensed something unnatural at work.  My suspicions were confirmed as a fog seemed to roll in to conceal the pirate vessel as another ship of soldiers arrived at the scene.

	That was quite something to watch.

	I again contemplated that we had wound up in a realm not our own as tow lines were tossed to the men on the disabled ship until my attention was brought back to the shoreline of the island.  I had to readjust my eyes to the shorter distance, and my heart leapt.

	Amanda was being pulled through the water, looking indignant and seemed to be yelling at the mermaids swirling about her as they moved her toward the lagoon at incredible speed.  A smile spread on my lips as I started running along branches and springing from tree to tree as fast as my legs could carry me, back to my shelter on the beach.

	I could hear my mate growling like her wolf as she was spitting out, “Hey!  Stop touching me there!  Get away, I can swim myself!  God damn it, I'm not drowning!”

	Unable to restrain myself, I started laughing at the sight, as she tore off a necklace of seaweed one of the mermaids got around her neck as she dove over her from the water.

	Camellia was chastising her.  “Behave doggy girl.  The Robyn of the Locksley has struck a deal.  One saved doggy for one favor owed.  You need to be presentable.”

	Amanda stilled as she was being pulled along and she blurted out, “Robyn?  She's ok?  You know where she is?”

	Camellia giggled and said, “For a future favor, I can answer your queries doggy girl.”

	I called out with a laugh, “Now Camellia, don't try getting another favor when you're already here.   For shame.”

	Mandywolf's head snapped over to me on the sand in the receding tide as her feet hit the sandy floor of the sea.  Two mermaids dove over her, depositing two more seaweed necklaces as she started thrashing her way to me, exposing her tantalizing flesh as she surfaced and started to run to me.

	I admit to having prurient thoughts, seeing my mate running to me in her unclothed state.  I mean, yum.

	Camellia swam up to us as close as she could and raised up and asked with the expectancy of a child wishing for sweets, “Is this the doggy who you wished us to save?”

	I nodded and held a hand out to grasp hers.  “Yes, my mate and I thank you for bringing her to safety.”

	Amanda growled. “I'm not thanking anyone for...”

	I flicked her nose and said, “Bad dog.”

	She snapped at my finger with her teeth then sighed and relaxed a bit, then turned to the mermaids.  “Thank you for bringing me to Robyn.  Even though I could have made the swim myself in a day or so.”

	I squinted an eye at her, and she deflated and reiterated, “Thank you.”

	The mermaids all giggled at the display then Camellia reminded me, “Hold true to your oath when the time comes to honor our deal.”

	I nodded. “Of course.”  Then I smiled. “A deal is a deal.”

	They all tittered and brightened and started chiming out, “Sealed with a kiss,” as they all started diving back underwater when they turned to the sea.

	The redheaded mermaid said, “We must be off.  There was a battle.  Maybe the Hook left us something to eat, or to rescue for favors.”

	Without a goodbye she dove up into the air, her gossamer tail flashing in the sunlight and dove back into the waters and disappeared.  The ripples on the surface telling of the impossible speed in which they left us standing there, knee deep in the water.

	My smile faltered, knowing that by 'to eat, or to rescue' she meant any men who had fallen overboard during the short naval engagement.

	I turned to my bare girl, water glistening on her skin and pulled her to me, holding her tight.  “I thought the worst.”

	She smirked when I pulled back a little.  “I can take a little tumble into the water.”  Then she was kissing me, and all was right in this confusing world.  A little tumble?  Only my Mandywolf would call falling from a mile in the sky a little tumble.

	Before I could say anything, she was releasing me and heading toward my little shelter, seeing her things hanging there.  “Hey, is that my rig?  I don't suppose you found any of my clothes?  I know I'm fabulous, but I'm sort of naked, I know you have a hangup about that.”  It was true, the cursed had little to no modesty about nudity, since three mornings a month they woke up with shredded clothing in their silver laced containment cages. 

	I had to chuckle at her questions.  Of course, those would be her first two thoughts after being rescued at sea.  I turned as I rolled my eyes and followed after her as she asked back over her shoulder, “Where are the others?  Is this Perchta's garden?  It looks... different than I pictured.”

	As we approached the little shelter, I shook my head and said, “No, this is not Perchta's garden, nor is it the mortal realm.  It seems it was just the two of us as I saw nobody else falling to the sea.  I do not know where we are, just that it is neither here nor there.  Are you alright, Amanda?”

	She turned to look back at me with a crooked smirk on her face as she reached for her weapon's rig.  “Of course, I told you it takes a little more than a little fall to...”  She trailed off then softened at the look on my face.  “Yes, love, I'm fine.  I was more worried about you, you weren't there when I woke up underwater with a damn fish girl preparing to bite into my leg.  They thought a little thing like drowning could kill one of the cursed.  But they assured me that they had saved 'my companion' and were trying to make a deal with me the whole time they dragged me to you.”

	I handed her my now dry hunting cloak to cover up in, she gave me a crooked smile and roll of her eyes as she donned it then sat on a log and started pulling her weapons apart to check them out and clean them.  I often forget her military training and just how adept she is with the various weapons in her gear.  She's such a physical being and prefers hand to hand where she can work out her anger and frustrations in a primal way, with her wolf so close to the surface.

	She glanced at me expectantly, in that look I could almost hear her Alpha, Rachel, barking out, “Sitrep?”

	I reached out and tapped a finger on her forehead.  She snapped at my finger with her teeth again, a smile on her face.  I sighed and then said, “We're on a small island in a chain, fresh water, lots of fruits and vegetables, virtually no wildlife except avians.  Many populated islands within swimming distance, we appear to be in a shipping lane or fishing ground.  Technology level seems to be equivalent to the sixteen or seventeen hundreds.”

	She nodded after making a sour face when I said fruits and vegetables, as she deftly reassembled her two guns, slid the magazines home, then stood as she donned her rig over my cloak, then tested drawing.  “Ok, then let's get...”

	I placed a hand on her arm.  “We can't.  Not until we know if last night was the last of this full moon cycle.  We have to find a way to contain you, we have no silver.”

	She hesitated then snarled, more wolflike than normal.  “You're right.  The full moon was days off, what's going on here?”

	I knew she was always terrified of her wolf going on a rampage and hurting innocent people... worse yet, passing on the lycan contagion and starting the curse all over again after the mortal world had finally done away with it except a tiny handful who have sworn to contain themselves upon penalty of death, like my Mandywolf.

	She looked at me. “I don't know what it is, but I can feel it trying to get out even now, pushing me for control.  It's like the moon has more sway over me than normal.  I felt it with the damn fish girls, my instincts had me wanting to tear them to shreds with my fangs and claws, but I had none.  I just wrote it off to drowning a few times and being in no mood to deal with all the damn giggling.”

	She drew her guns twice more, at speeds a normal human would have problems following, but I could.  She was almost as fast as I was and that was one of the first things that attracted me to the impulsive woman.  She holstered the weapons and then drew out and extended her metal batons with a snick.  Spun them around and collapsed them on her hips and slid them back into their slots in a blur of motion and ease that displayed countless hours of training with her lycan speed and reflexes.  It was so graceful that it all appeared to be one fluid motion.

	Last was her huge tactical knife which she drew, spun around in a whirlwind of steel death, switching hands and test thrusting and slashing before sheathing it.  She nodded her satisfaction.  She smirked at me and nodded again, indicating she was ready.

	I had to roll my eyes at her display of skill and was feeling playful as I said, “The moon was many times larger than normal, and the nights last twenty-four hours here,” as I drew my bow and one of the three arrows made from wood from Perchta's garden and fired toward the sea, seeing movement in my peripheral but not turning that way.

	She mouthed, “Showoff,” then bounded to the shallow waters of the lagoon to grab the large orangish fish I had impaled with my arrow.  She asked as she tore into the fish raw, with her pointed canines as she returned.  “Want some?”

	I had to chuckle at my mate.  A carnivore to the end.  I shook my head as she walked past, as she absently slipped the arrow into the quiver which still held three arrows, and still having just three after she added the fourth.  A divine gift from the Goddess to her creation.  One for her Holy Spirit, one for the nature around us, and one for the gift of life.

	She asked as she finished off the fish, bones and all, “So, just where do the arrows go?  And where do they...  oh come on, don't go all divine providence and bird girl on me.  Snow is good, but this good?”

	Even now, it still felt surreal to me that the essence of the Goddess was housed in our friend, Gretta Snow.  But I have seen the miracle of Perchta emerging from her whenever we need her most.  I had never thought to see she who had birthed all that there is.  She who embodies nature.

	It is a wonder that comes with pain.  Knowing that if the Goddess were to live again, she would consume our friend.  So for our friend to live, Perchta has to be imprisoned in her, as it was a sacrifice Perchta had made for Gretta, to save her life.  To love someone so much, you would give all that you are to ensure their safety.  I often wondered if it were possible.

	I looked at my Mandywolf as she cleaned her hands in the stream, using white sand from the beach to scrub them.  I smiled knowing that yes, it is possible.

	Then in an instant, she did a graceful roll to stand back to back, weapons drawn and tracking the trees, and I automatically drew my bow as I scanned the area.  There was laughing.

	There.  We adjusted our aim.  There it was again.

	Her nose was flaring, her mouth slightly open as she drew air across the scent sack at the back of her tongue as I followed a few blurs that were flying through the trees with my farsight.  We erratically tracked them, then had to readjust as more seemed to join in from different directions.

	Then the laughing reached a crescendo, and a voice called out as two of the blurs seemed to collide, “Tag!  You're it.”

	A form came tumbling out of the air through the fronds on the trees to land on the sand and tumble to our feet.  I blinked.  A young teen boy, in tattered clothing, and a mop of curly blonde hair giggled as he rolled to a three-point stance, his eyes tracking the other blurs, “I'll get...”

	He stiffened, then tilted his head back upside down, almost falling as he looked up to see us.  His eyes went wide, and he was flying in an instant, a tiny little dagger in his hand as he hovered in the air in front of us.

	He brought his free hand to his lips and gave a shrill whistle, yelling out, “Pirates!”

	In moments, six or seven more boys were surrounding us as a couple hovered over the trees, all had little daggers pointing our way.  Before I could say anything, I could feel a subsonic growl building up, and Amanda gruffed out as she holstered her weapons, “Give me that before you hurt yourself.”

	As unbelievably fast as these children were, my little wolf was faster.  And in the blink of an eye, she had the boy's dagger in her hand.  He recoiled in fear, and the others closed in.  I said, “Please, we mean you no harm.  We...”

	I spun back and grabbed a dagger from a boy who had silently flown up behind me and was lifting my hair with his blade.  He fell to the ground, eyes wide in shock as he blurted out in shock, “The Tink.”

	The other boys backed up a bit, their weapons drooping in their hands as whispers of, “Tink,” and “Grown up,” and “Tinkerbell?”  circulated through them.

	The boy got up and hovered at eye level with me and reached a hand out, I tried not to flinch back as he lifted my hair to show one of my pointed ears.  Then his confusion and alarm bled away into sheer excitement as he almost crooned, “Tink, you're back!  It this the Wendy?  You both got so...”

	All the boys chimed in, “...old!  They're oldies!”

	Mandy stiffened, but not at them saying we were old like we were ancient artifacts to them.  “Hold the phone.  Tinkerbell?  Wendy?  Flying children.  Who are you, and where are we?”  She moved a hand to indicate everywhere.

	A young boy, possibly only six or seven zipped over to us and then looked at the others. “They've forgotten, like all the oldies.”  Then he said slowly like we couldn't understand, “We're the Lost Boys, and this is Neverland.  You've been gone for so long.”

	Mandy whispered as her face paled, “Neverland?”  Ok, now I was confused.  Was I supposed to know this Tinkerbell or Neverland?

	I whispered to my Mandywolf, “What's a Neverland?”  To the giggles and hooting of the boys who were closing in, I wasn't sure what was going on as another little one latched onto my waist in a hug, saying with glee, “Welcome home, Tink.  What happened to your wings, did the Hook cut them off?”

	



	


Chapter 3 – Pan

	After all our weapons were secured, we sat down with these flying children and Amanda explained to me a fairy tale book about a faraway land where children never aged, and they could fly with happy thoughts and fairies were real.

	Well, of course, fairies were real, but... well in Mandy's time, a time of werewolves and demons, the fairy folk had learned to hide so well they were thought to be just stories.  But their dust didn't help people fly.  That was just nonsense.  And most of them were quite vicious and territorial.

	The Lost Boys were quite excited and excitable and were insisting we go to meet their leader, the Pan.  Amanda seemed quite interested.  “Peter Pan is real too?”

	Then she paled as they nodded, smiles plastered on their faces.  “Wait, the mermaids said something about Hook, and so did you kids.  Captain Hook?”  She curled her hand into a hook shape as the children cowered and nodded.

	Mandywolf just shook her head in apparent amazement as the youngest said to me, “The Pan said that Hook had killed you when he kidnapped the Wendy.”  Then he looked at Mandy.  “You're a Wendy, did you see ours before you escaped?”

	My girl cocked her head in a wolf-like manner.  “Escaped?   A Wendy?  You mean a girl?  Yes I'm a girl, a woman, do you not have any here?  And we didn't escape, we umm...”

	I offered, “We come from a faraway land.”

	They all nodded like they understood more than we did as they murmured between themselves, “The Faraway.”

	One chimed out, “The only Wendys we've known are with the oldies, with the pirates.  Then one day, the Pan brought us a young Wendy.  And she could play and fight, and fly like us!”

	Interrupting, the eldest crossed his arms across his chest and said with authority, “The Pan will be ever so happy that you survived Tink.  We should go to him now, he'll know what to do next.  Maybe with you back, we can rescue the Wendy from Hook.”

	The others chimed in as they started rising into the air, “Yes, to Pan.  Come on.”

	They circled around us, and the youngest called out, “Did you forget how to fly.”

	Another said with sadness, “They are grown-ups, of course, they forgot like they forget everything.”

	A third said, “Once you think you can't fly, you lose it forever.”

	Yet another drooped to the ground and said somberly, “They always forget.”

	Mandy said, “We could never fly, people cannot where we come from.”  

	I saw her narrow one eye, no doubt thinking of Snow and some of the demons who could fly.

	Murmurs of, “The Faraway,” rippled through the kids again.

	The eldest said, “We can fly you home.”

	I had to protest, “We... we can't unless last night was the last night of the full moon.  If not, Amanda here is, well she is cursed, and we need to isolate her, so she doesn't hurt anyone during the full moon or spread her curse.  Is the full moon over?”

	The children looked confused, and one poked Mandy with a small wooden sword as he looked at her curiously.  She growled at him, showing her elongated canines that looked like little, underdeveloped wolf fangs.

	I clarified, “When the moon is fully round in the sky.”

	The eldest again looked confused.  “The moon is the moon, it is always round in the sky.”

	Amanda stiffened and my gut clenched as I had him clarify as I grabbed a stick to draw in the sand.  “Always round and full like this every night?”  I drew a circle, then added, “Never just partially round like this?”  I drew a half circle.

	He looked at me then the drawings, then looked back to the other boys with a smile.  They all laughed and giggled.  He asked, “What marvelous new game is this?  Of course, the moon is always round, it is the moon.  How do we play this new game?”

	I turned to my Mandywolf who was pale as a ghost now.  She asked me like she forgot the children were there, “Every night is a full moon here?  My... my wolf.”

	The youngest boy landed in front of her and took her hand, she almost yanked back but softened at the concerned look on his little angelic face as he said, “A wolf hunts you?  We can protect you, Wendy, we have steel and spears.  He patted the tiny dagger on his hip.

	Then he narrowed an eye at her and asked slyly, “Or is this a new game?”  He zipped into the air as they others started chanting, “Wolf, wolf, wolf...”

	The little one flew past another boy and touched him, “You're it!”

	The others all screamed in fun and flew toward the trees yelling, “Wolf!  Run!”

	The last boy smiled and howled like a wolf to the sky, “Aroooo!”  Then he darted off to chase the others.

	I cocked my head.  Most of them were young teens, but they acted less mature than that.  I called out, “No, this is not a game, children.  Amanda becomes a wolf at night.  The moon calls her curse to the surface, and she is dangerous to everyone.”

	They all stopped playing and came back to land near us.  More of them pulled little wood swords, and all started looking more closely at my girl.  A couple prodded her like it would coax her curse out, she snapped at each of them.

	The eldest again took charge and assured us, “The Pan will know what to do.  Come with us, we'll fly you to home.  He'll know how to hold a wolf.”

	Before we could protest, they swarmed us, and two boys each grabbed us under our arms, and we were speeding up into the sky at unimaginable speeds.  One laughed and let go of me, but the other boy had no problem holding me aloft.  “Tink may look growed up, but she still weighs less than Timmy.   It's a Make-Believe!”  I was extremely light in mortal terms, around fifty pounds, most of that weight my extremely dense bone structure.  Most mortals my hight and build were almost three times that.  It is how the Goddess made me.

	The others repeated excitedly, “A Make-Believe.”

	I called out indignantly, “My name is Robyn, not Tinkerbell.”

	The one flying me sagely said, “It's ok, Tink.  They all forget when they become oldies.  The Pan can help.  Especially if it's just a Make-Believe on you.”

	I looked down at the sea far below, dotted with sailing vessels, and a better view of the chain of islands.  They were all in a crescent shape, and I had to blink, there were light and dark patches of water, and they formed the rose of a map, complete with an 'N' to the north.  And light lines seemed to divide all I could see into a grid that extended into a dense mist at the corners.  It was a map.  This odd fairytale land, this Neverland, existed on what I could only describe as a living pirate's map.

	I glanced at Mandy, who was looking down as well, her jaw agape in shock as she saw the same thing.

	If we hadn't already known we were in a different realm before, this just solidified the fact.  And my farsight couldn't penetrate the misty fog at the perimeter.  I heard myself absently asking as I tried to get over the shock of the amazing sight below us, “What lies beyond the mist?”

	The boy looked down at me and his brow furrowed.  “The Nothing.  Even oldies know that, what an odd pirate they made you Tink.”

	I asked to clarify, “So there is nothing beyond it?  Has anyone ever explored beyond it?”

	He said, “You stop... being... if you try.  Those who venture into the mists, slowly fade from memory and just aren't anymore.  Only the Pan could get through to the Faraway, until the Hook stole the Sea Devil.”

	Amanda asked from where she dangled indignantly between two straining boys, “How many friends have you lost to the mists?”

	The boy laughed and said, “I don't know.  Only the Voodoo Queen remembers.  If I lost any friends, how would I know?  The Pan says there used to be thousands of more people.  And all the empty buildings had to come from somewhere, right?”

	Then Another boy asked with suspicion in his tone, “Wait.  Is this another game?”  All the boys flew closer in excitement, one calling out, “Can we all play?  What are the rules?”

	The eldest called out, “No time for games, we're home.  The Pan is going to be so happy to see Tink again.”

	I caught the scent of sulfur for just an instant just as we landed on another island that seemed to be uninhabited like the one we left, but it was swallowed up by magics swirling around the area so thick it was almost oppressive.  The only structures were the series of grand tree houses that surrounded us in a primitive looking camp.

	Mandy's nostrils were flaring for a moment, but then she seemed to relax.  We spun around when a young man's voice boomed out, “What are pirates doing here?”

	I relaxed when I saw a boy who looked to be only sixteen or seventeen, dressed head to toe in green, with a little green triangular hunter's cap.  I don't know what we had been so apprehensive about a moment ago, there was no threat here.

	I glanced at Mandywolf, who looked similarly relaxed.  The boy glided up through the air to us as the Lost Boys started shouting thing out like, “We found Tinkerbell, she got growed up.”  “The Wendy is a wolf.”  “Is it a Make-Believe or is Tink an oldie?”

	I was feeling a bit passive, and it confused me a little before it was washed away when this Pan narrowed his eyes as he drew a small sword, “Sit.”

	All the Lost Boys sat on logs around us as he approached, I found myself wanting to sit.  I had been on my feet most of the day, and it sounded pretty good to me.  So I sat next to the youngest, and he laid his head on my arm.

	Mandy was looking between this Pan person and me, looking confused, but she exhaled and sat beside me.  This got the approaching boy to hesitate, his blade drooping a bit as his brow furrowed.  He said as his eyes narrowed, “You can stand pirates.”

	I guess we had rested enough.  We had things we needed to discuss anyway.  I stood with Mandywolf.  He cocked his head and said, “Turn around so I can get a look at you.”

	Well, of course, it only made sense, how else could he get a good look at us?  We were after all in his home, it was the polite thing to do.  We turned slowly then he smiled widely and sheathed his little sword and stride right up to us, walking around to examine us.

	He was a little too close for my taste, but it would have been rude to ask him to step back.  He said, “You're not from this realm, are you.”  

	Mandy and I chimed out, “No.”

	He whispered to himself. “Interesting.  You seem to have quite a bit of imagination in you even though you're grown.  What realm are you from?”

	Mandy just looked confused at the question, but I knew what he wanted so offered, “The mortal realm.”

	He smiled widely then cocked his head as he reached up to move my hair aside to look at my ears.  A part of me knew I should slap his hand away, that was awfully familiar, but I didn't wish to upset him, so I just stood there as he looked.  One of the Lost Boys called out, “See?  We found Tink, she survived the Hook!”

	Amanda was watching, and I saw her eyes dilate, and she started growling, it started in the subsonic and built to an audible growl as she started to move toward him.

	He looked over at her and said, “Behave.”  

	And something in me flashed in alarm as my girl just stopped then relaxed.  This Pan turned his attention back to me and asked, “The mortal realm?  But you are no mortal, what are you?”

	I said like it were obvious, “I am one of Perchta's children.”

	He smiled and said, “Are you really?  Or are you as the boys say, Tinkerbell, or her sister?  Could you be confused and simply forgot because you grew up?”

	I said, “No, I don't think so.  Did I?”  I didn't forget did I?  Why was my head so foggy?  Did grown-ups forget things?  This Tinkerbell, of course, was my sister, but why did I remember something else?  And the children say she's a fairy, I'm not a fairy, am I?

	Pan chuckled at my confusion, making me happy I had made him laugh.  He said, “Oh this is priceless.”  Then he whispered into my ear, “Can you imagine if it were true?”

	Imagine?  Of course, I could imagine it.  Anyone could imagine anything.  Oh, Goddess preserve me, how could I have forgotten who I was... and that would mean... where are my wings?  I asked in a small voice, “Why can't I remember?”

	Amanda was lunging, growling again, why was she so upset?  She was my mate, but how was that possible if I was... Pan said one word, “Stop,”  and Amanda stopped, looking confused as to why she did.

	Pan was grinning. “Oh this gets better and better.  I can smell the demon taint in you.  So much power.  And a strong imagination, I could feast for years on it.”

	The youngest walked up and grabbed Amanda's hand and said like he was trying to gain favor, “I saw the Wendy first, and brought her to you.”

	He looked at the boy and told him, “And you will be rewarded.” Then he walked around Amanda.  “You seem pretty impulsive for a little girl.”

	She looked confused and panicked for a moment before she crossed her arms across her chest and pouted out, “I'm not impul... impu... not what you said!”  Fear flashed through her eyes, but then it was gone.

	The boy in green smirked, and I swear I saw red flash in his eyes before he turned to the others and said, “It's a Make-Believe.  The Hook must have done this to them to fool us.  This is Tink's sister Bella, and Wendy's little sister Mia.  Let's play and eat and celebrate their rescue, and help them remember who they are.  Use your imaginations to break the Make-Believe and everything will be a big happy game again.”

	The sun was low on the horizon then, there was something important about that, oh yes, I blurted out, “But...”

	He stopped me and asked, “You want to make me happy don't you, Bella?  You can't imagine it could you?”

	What a stupid question.  Of course, I wanted to make the Pan happy, it would kill me if he were sad.  But my name wasn't Bella, it's Bella.

	He said, “Imagine all the fun we'll all have.”

	Imagine?  I could imagine it.  We'd have such fun, and we needed to celebrate my rescue.  Why didn't my Mia look happy?  Was it because she grew up?”

	The Pan stalked past her and said, “I'd be ever so happy if you didn't pout.  Have fun, celebrate.  Use your imagination as much as you can, I'm hungry, and you and Bella are a feast.”

	Miawolf smiled and then looked at me and grabbed my hand, and pulled me to the boys, who were imagining a great meal of sweets and puddings.  We giggled and joined in.  A part of me was wondering where all this food was coming from, but I shrugged, the Pan wanted us to use our imaginations, so I imagined a bowl of strawberries.  What was a rescue celebration without strawberries, right?

	As we played and ate the strawberries I found next to me, I lamented the loss of the wings I couldn't remember having.  But that was ok because Miawolf looked so cute in her little pink frilly dress.  I was glad the Lost Boys were stripping away the Make-Believe as she played tag with them, most of them taller than her as she giggled.

	She looked over to me. “Bella, come on, let's play!”

	I nodded at her, playing sounded fun.  I flitted over to her and landed on her shoulder.  She kissed my forehead, and we went screaming away from the boy who was 'it.'  My fairy dust sifting down to Mia's shoulder ad she ran.

	That's when it all went wrong.

	Something in me panicked when I noticed the sun had set and the full moon dominated the bay below, and Mia screamed in pain as the Lost Boys all flew off in every direction in panic.  The Pan flew out of his treehouse eyes blazing red as he looked down at us.  I flew up and away from Miawolf as her wolf pup emerged.  Her fuzzy wolf cub fur a beautiful midnight black, and she had dangerous looking recurved claws and razor-sharp fangs.

	She howled to the moon in last of the pain from the transformation.  Then she started slashing her claws in the air toward us.  She was small but dangerous as hell, especially if she bit someone and transferred the curse.

	Pan landed twenty yards from her and smirked, she spun toward him, her eyes glowing with hellfire and she started stalking toward him.  He said, “Stop, and calm down.” 

	She dove at him, and I saw fear and shock in his eyes when she lunged, like he couldn't believe she hadn't obeyed.

	He crossed his arms in front of himself in a defensive gesture.  But just as she reached him, a muzzle appeared on her.   She collided with him, her claws slashing, leaving deep cuts on his flesh as she roared and tore the muzzle off.

	The Pan was hurt.  It was like my life was over.  As I flew down in a panic, I yelled, “It has to be silver!” I was equally concerned for her.  Of course, she was my mate.  But how could a little girl who looked only to be seven or eight be my mate?  I'd have to worry about that later.

	I flew between them to save the Pan.  Miawolf snapped her freed fangs at me but stopped just shy, and I saw her nostrils flaring.  Then she tried to get around me, but I buzzed in front of her.  Then another muzzle was on her, burning and sizzling, indicating it was silver.  If only we had some sort of containment cage.  God, she looked so damn cute and fuzzy.

	I looked down to see what looked like a pink pet carrier laced with silver at Pan's feet.  I called out in my tiny voice, “Peter.”

	The Pan looked down and then grabbed the struggling wolfing, and stuffed her in the carrier.  After a few growling lunges followed by yipping as the silver burned her, Miawolf settled down in the carrier and just growled.

	He spun on me and grabbed me from the air, I squeaked in pain as I felt one of my lower wings crackling.  “Why didn't you tell me she was one of Styche the Trickster's cursed?”

	I said as I trembled in fear at his outrage, “I tried, but you told us to play and celebrate.”

	He growled and said, “I'm disappointed in you, Bella.  We'll speak of this tomorrow.”

	I looked at him, my eyes watering as he released me then flew up to his treehouse, leaving me standing there with the little pink pet carrier.  I sat with my back to the carrier and cried.  Why was I so sad and disappointed in myself?  I had upset the Pan.

	The growling in the carrier ceased and turned to whimper.  I looked around to the door to see Miawolf's nose sniffing at me as she whimpered.

	She was my mate, and I was hers.  She wouldn't hurt me no matter how primal, and animalistic her mind was in this form.  I crawled into the cage, and she first snarled and snapped at me, then sniffed and curled around me as she growled at the world.  I yawned realizing how tired and confused I was as I cried over Pan's disappointment with me.  Then I relaxed into the downy soft black fur, yawned, and went to sleep, with my Miawolf protecting me.

	



	


Chapter 4 – Pirate's Landing

	I woke to the sun streaming into the carrier as I was thrown bodily out of it.  I buzzed into the air and checked my leaf skirt and armor, just as a little girl started cussing like a sailor.  “What the actual fuck?  Ow, fucking ow!”

	The pet carrier burst apart as Mia changed from her fluffy puppy butt to human.  I giggled at the sight.  Then she froze as she stood up, silver burns sizzling on her flesh healing quickly, but not as swiftly as normal wounds.

	Her eyes were wide as she looked down at herself as the Lost Boys started flying down from treehouses.  She started screaming as she covered her modesty, which got the Lost Boys screaming.  So I started screaming to join in the game.

	Mia was looking at herself muttering, “What the fuck happened to me, why am I so small?  How did this...”

	Pan flew down, the young boy yelling, “What's going on here?”

	Then Miawolf was diving through the air, her little pudgy hands curled like claws as she landed on the Pan, grasping his throat as she screamed, “You did this to me!”

	I was torn between my need to protect her and the panic that she might hurt the Pan as I hovered there.  Even one of the cursed who was as young as my Mia was insanely strong and fast, she could snap his neck without a thought.

	The fact that he couldn't pry her hands off his throat as they hit the ground, her riding him to the ground without losing her grip, was a testament to that.  The Lost Boys swarmed them, trying to pry her fingers open.  This snapped me out of my indecision.  They might hurt her.

	I buzzed in front of her face and squeaked out, “Miawolf, stop!  They'll hurt you!”

	Her eyes bulged in shocked recognition and her grip loosened as she asked in her cute little girl voice, “Robyn?”

	That was all the distraction they needed, the youngest boy, who we learned was named Timmy, slammed into her from the side and knocked her off of the Pan, Nate and Jamie threw a net of twisted vines over her they had imagined out of thin air, and the others dove onto the corners to keep her pinned down.

	I zipped over to her, yelling at them, “Be careful!  Don't hurt her!”  The warning was unnecessary, as they were all having a problem containing her as she growled and shrieked and dragged the whole bunch toward Pan, who was sitting up now, rubbing his throat.

	Then Mia and the Lost Boys all froze with me as the Pan rasped out, “Stop!”

	Then he strode up to us as Mia growled at him, “Hush.”  

	She hushed.  

	Then he said, “Release her, and for god's sake, imagine up some clothes for her.”

	I closed my eyes as the boys did and I did my best to imagine clothes for her too as they did.  That's what the Pan wanted of us, and I wouldn't let him down again.  When I heard a little indignant harrumph.  I opened my eyes and saw Miawolf standing there in a cute little yellow dress and her hair in a ponytail tied with a yellow ribbon, and cute little shiny black shoes.

	She was looking at her dress with disgust, and that look on her face was adorable. It was like seeing a kitten hissing.  Amanda would be mortified to be seen like... Amanda?  Who... wait... she wasn't Mia, she was... I mumbled in confusion, “Mandywolf?”  A fog cleared from my mind.  What had... I looked at my hands, I was so tiny and... “By the Goddess!”  I screamed.

	The Pan growled out, “Bella, Mia, calm down.  You had that dream again that you were someone else.”

	At the sound of my name, I remembered who I was.  He was right, it had seemed so real a moment ago when I thought I had been the Wendy called Robyn.  Of course, he was right, the Pan is always right.  Then I was immediately afraid that maybe I had disappointed him again.

	I looked at my Miawolf, and she looked confused and afraid as she lowered her eyes.  Like a beta wolf, the way she did with Snow.  Hmm... who was Snow?

	The boy in green walked slowly around us, talking to himself, “Interesting.  The Trickster's curse seems to awaken her when she changes.”  He glanced at the destroyed pet carrier and mumbled, “We'll need something larger next time.”

	Then he turned his attention to me. “And she seems to recover faster from the Make-Believe than a mortal.  Probably the excitement of the moment and adrenaline.”

	His feet came into view and stopped in front of us, I realized my head was down like Mia's.  I wasn't a beta, but I didn't want to look up to upset him.

	He addressed us, “Mia, who are you, little wolf girl?”

	She said in a shaky little voice like a little girl caught pilfering sweets from the kitchen who knew she was in trouble, “I'm Mia, Wendy's sister.”

	He said, “Good.  Remember that.”  

	She nodded.

	“And you?”

	I blurted, “Bella, Tinkerbell's sister.”

	He said in a too pleased voice, “Good.  Now run off and play with the Lost Boys, all of you have fun and use a lot of imagination, I need to replenish after this.  The mornings are going to be difficult from now on it seems.”

	We all giggled.  Yes!  It was time to play, and I would be really creative with my imagination to make him proud of me.

	I chased after Mia when she ran past Nate, squealing out, “You're it!” as she touched him.  The Lost Boys all took to the air to chase the impossibly fast little girl, who was blurring through the trees with her wolf speed.  I buzzed up and landed on her shoulder and kissed her cheek.  She giggled and poured on the speed as she leapt over a fallen tree like a gazelle.

	I looked back to see the Lost Boys all avoiding Nate, and a couple who were following us slowed and whispered to each other and laughed as they joined hands then closed their eyes.  A moment later they were following again.

	I smiled at the little yellow bow at the tip of Mia's bushy wolf tail.  It has always been so cute.  Wait, that seemed wrong.  Oh.  I giggled.  The little stinkers did a Make-Believe.  I squinted an eye, two could play at that game.  I knew it was hard for just one person to do a Make-Believe, but I imagined really really hard.

	Then they squeaked and stopped mid-air when they hit the big spider web that was now between us.  Mia squealed in delight, her tail swishing in excitement as the boys took out their tiny daggers to cut themselves free as they laughed.

	The whole morning was like that as everyone started to tire.  We all did our best to play and imagine for the Pan.  It was what he wanted.  But we had to eat.  So we all returned to the treehouses and settled down to eat.

	I grabbed my little bow and shouldered it.  It just felt wrong not to have it on me.  Mia saw this and looked at her weapon's rig hanging on a branch and asked, “How did it get so big?”  Her tail twitched in aggravation.

	I said helpfully, “We can help.”

	The boys who were busy thinking of imaginative meals nodded, and then the rig was much smaller, even her guns were sized for her little hands.  She beamed at us and put the rig on, and it looked silly on the yellow dress for a moment, until it turned pink with little flowers.  She nodded and put on the little pirate coat over her ensemble and put on the frilly pirate hat.  She looked like Hello Kitty pirate, and it was adorable.  I cocked my head wondering what a Hello Kitty was.

	I shrugged then started eating with the group.  I asked as I looked up to the Pan's treehouse, “Why doesn't Peter join us for lunch?”

	Timmy said as he was scooping chocolate pudding into his mouth, “He stays up there during lunch now.  Ever since Tink disappeared and the Hook stole the Wendy.  You know that.”

	Her eyes were a little glassy for a moment before she nodded, “Of course, silly.”

	I nodded, knowing he's mourned like that since it happened.  A part of me was a little confused about how I remembered that when I had just showed up yesterday.  Miawolf stood, her tail swishing, she looked so brave and strong as she said while drawing her little pink guns and twirling them with the ease of practice and the reflexes of a wolf.  “I know what to do!”  She glanced up at the treehouses.  “We can make the Pan happy again by rescuing the Wendy from the Hook!  He'd be so pleased with us.”

	I was nodding, sparkling dust sifting from me.  She was always so smart and strong and brave.  That's why I loved her.  We could do it, right?  Rescue the Wendy?  What great mischief that would be.

	The boys all were smiling an nodding.  I could see that same mischief twinkling in their eyes.  Murmuring, “A grand adventure.”  “A rescue.”  “Save the Wendy.”

	They all looked to my Miawolf like she were their commander.  She nodded at them with pride in her big brown eyes.  Then she squished up her lips to one side and then crinkled her nose and asked, “Umm... how do we find the Hook?”

	Timmy flew over to us, squinting an eye in thought and asked, “Pirate's Landing?”

	I nodded, why I don't know, as Mia said, “Brilliant!”  Then she paused.  “What's a Pirate's Landing?”

	Nate called out, “The pirate town on Crescent Island.  It's where the pirates go for supplies.  You know that.”

	Oh yeah, duh.  Why were we forgetting everything?

	Mia said without much conviction, “Of course... I was... umm... just testing you.  You're just silly boys after-all.”

	They nodded, I thought it was so cute that they were following her lead.  She'd make such a cute tiny puffball of an Alpha.  Then she pointed north.  Timmy shook his head.  She pointed south, he shook his head.  She squinted an eye and pointed west, and he grinned and nodded.

	She ran off squealing as she holstered her weapons, “To Pirate's Landing.”

	I could barely track her with my farsight as she blurred through the trees.  I buzzed over to catch up and land on her shoulder.

	The boys could barely keep up.  Silly boys.

	Then we reached a rocky beach and stopped.  Mia scrunching her lips to one side.  “Ok, how do we get there?”

	Nate offered, “Fly.  You didn't forget how did you when you were grown up?  Once you think you can't you lose it forever.”

	Mia looked insulted as she puffed up and said, “Of course I didn't forget.  I never growed up.  It was just a Make-Believe the Hook put on us.”  Then she strained as she looked up into the sky.  I giggled because it looked like she was constipated.  Then she asked sheepishly, “Umm, so how does it work again?”

	The boys all laughed at her like she was being silly.  She added, “I know how I'm just checking to see if you 'member is all.”  She crossed he little arms across her chest.

	Timmy said, “After Tink dusted us, all we have to do is think happy thoughts and then just fly.  The Pan says that only those with imagination can.  And since the oldies have no imagination, they can't.”

	She cocked her head and strained with her eyes closed.  She opened one eye and looked down, and looked disappointed that she was still on the ground.  Then she harrumphed and pouted.

	I offered, “Did Tink ever dust you?”

	Her eyes widened as she smiled. “No, never.”

	I felt proud of my deduction and flew a circle around her head, shaking my wings to sift sparkling dust through her hair.  I felt embarrassed that I wasn't sure how this worked.  Hadn't I done it before? I was a fairy, right?  She sneezed cutely then I prompted, “Think happy thoughts.”

	She softened, and she got the look of someone much older and wiser as she gazed at me and said in a tiny voice, “You are my happy thought.”

	I blushed then squealed in excitement when I pointed down.  Her feet were off the ground as she hovered there.  Her smile lit up the world then she squeed in excitement, her tail swishing as she rocketed up into the air.  She commanded, “Lead the way boys, adventure awaits!”

	In a raucous bout of cheers and giggles, we were all off, flying toward a heavily populated island.  Oh, the mischief to be had in a place like that.  Part of me was a little confused.  Why couldn't I remember any of these places if I was Tinkerbell's sister?  Had Hook done something to me when he had killed Tink?

	We flew a direct course to the island.  It was like something from a storybook, looking similar to the other heavily populated island I had seen when the Lost Boys rescued us... from... what had they rescued us from again?

	Buildings popped out between the trees across the entire island, even from cliff sides by one rocky shore, with suspended rope and plank walks between the wood and brick structures.  The most defining feature was the large inset harbor that gave the whole island a crescent moon shape.

	Crescent moon?  But wasn't it full all the time?  It was hard to think, why did my head feel so fuzzy?

	I shook it off, we had an adventure to implement.  Rescuing the Wendy from Hook would surely make the Pan happy, and that was the most important thing.

	Sticking out into the harbor was a huge pier that had many mooring docks extending from either side of it, with all manner of ships loading and unloading crates, barrels, and supplies.  Men were everywhere.  It was bustling with activity.

	As the Lost Boys dropped to skim the surface of the water, my Miawolf did too.  It was exhilarating!  Then just as we reached the end of the pier, they swooped up and landed on the huge, ancient and worn planks which looked to have weathered hundreds of years of storms and activity.

	Mia whooped and corkscrewed into the air, then plummeted to the pier where the Lost Boys had alighted feather light, my girl was not as subtle.  She hit the pier like a cannonball, I even heard the wood splintering under her feet.  Then she tiptoed behind the crates the boys were hiding behind.

	Anyone else would have likely broken their legs in a landing like that, but they weren't as tough as my Mia.  I buzzed up and kissed the tip of her nose, causing her to smile and sneeze cutely at the dust sifting down from my wings.

	She peeked around the crates, and her lips curled back, her tail twitching in annoyance.  She bared her slightly elongated canines and growled at the activity that had stopped.  Apparently, her flamboyant landing had not gone unnoticed.

	Someone shouted, “Lost Boys!”

	Said Lost Boys all pulled their daggers and stepped out from behind the crates.  Miawolf followed, drawing her twin pink guns.  Even though they were smaller than before, they still looked ridiculously large in her little hands.

	Than before?  Hadn't they always been this size?

	I flitted above it all as I drew my bow.  The arrow I had nocked emanated a warmth, and my confusion grew in that warmth.

	Mia's tail swished wildly side to side in anticipation of a fight as the men all started drawing long, dangerous looking cutlasses.  Then she seemed to get distracted when the motion in her peripheral got to her, and she looked back to see her tail.

	She let out a little “Eeep!” surprised to see the tail connected to her.  Then she growled cutely like her little wolf, and said, “I'll get you for this, boys!”

	One man with a peg leg and an eyepatch said, “You'll not steal supplies today, boys.”  And he lunged and swung his blade.

	Before I could react, Timmy caught the strike on his little dagger blade and deflected the blow into the boards at our feet, and backslashed as he glided back a couple feet, tearing the man's sleeve and leaving a little trail of blood.

	Miawolf moved in front of him in a protective stance and growled out, “You'll never take us alive!”

	The man nodded and called back, “Have the mortician make up a bunch of smaller coffins, they say we have to kill them.”

	Huh?  We hadn't said that.

	Then all the men charged.  I let loose shot after shot, and as the arrows left the string, they became ten times larger and longer, striking blades out of the men's hands as fast as I could draw.

	Mia was whooping with the excitement of battle as she sprang up over a man diving at her, cartwheeling in the air and firing at a big wooden pike which had some sort of metal tip and hook at the end.

	She rapid fired almost too fast to follow, yelling out, “Bangbangbang!” and the pike was reduced to toothpicks in the air in a hail of bullets, the tip and hook falling harmlessly to the dock.  Then she landed gracefully at the end of the flip, ejecting the spent magazines and slamming the butts of the guns down on her rig under her pirate coat onto fresh magazines.  Then she crossed her arms, dragging the weapons across herself, drawing the slides back simultaneously, chambering rounds.

	Then a man lunged at her froze when he found the barrel of one of those pink guns under his chin. She stood on her tiptoes, the other gun firing a single shot at a hoist rope beside her, causing a crate to slam to the pier, making men dive off the pier into the harbor to avoid being crushed as cannon balls rolled out of the crate.

	She holstered one gun, her nostrils flaring, her eye on the man she had dead to rights, and snagged a cannonball rolling past with her free hand.  Then with blinding speed, she tossed it behind her without looking, and a man who was about to jump off a net on a ship behind us, with a dagger in his teeth, grunted and flew back with the impact.

	I grinned, no Wendy was as strong as my Miawolf.

	The fighting paused as everyone had their eyes on her, even the Lost Boys, who were staring at her, slack-jawed and wide-eyed.

	She growled up at the man who was five times her size, “We're not here to steal anything.  We're on a mission, to find the Hook.  Don't make me take you down.”

	The man looked confused and asked, “Take me down where?  To the water?”

	She rolled her eyes. “We'll take you all out if we have to complete our mission.  You, you, poopie-heads.”

	Another man asked as he checked his head for something with a hand and he called out, “Take us out of what?”  He sniffed his hand.

	I blinked.  They were taking everything that was said literally.  Like they couldn't envision what was being said.  I shivered for some reason, thinking they had no imaginations.

	Jamie called out, “They're pirates.  They won't listen.”

	All the men, who were apparently pirates, looked at him then shrugged and pressed the attack again.  Ok, I had to think about this.  Apparently, it seems they were fighting us because they thought they had to, being pirates and all.  And the Lost Boys were fighting the pirates because... well, pirates, hello.

	I heard the creaking of a ship approaching the pier as the battle went on.  Three pirates were injured and one of the boys, Kyle, had a bad gash on one arm, and he was sitting behind a crate crying.

	The sound of heavy ropes hitting the pier, followed by the thud of boots on the planks of the dock caught my attention as I let loose another volley into the seemingly endless stream of pirates flooding the docks.  I was happy that Mia had holstered her other gun and had snicked out her little pink metal batons instead.  Incapacitating men as she spun and dove and almost danced through them.

	Unfortunate for the pirates, her reach wasn't great now, so most of her blows were striking guts, knees, or... well... pirate parts.

	I looked back at the new arrival and saw the back of an imposing figure in a long pirate coat, heavy boots, and a triangular leather tricorne hat.  The pirate secured the lines on the deck, and I looked up to the imposing tall ship, pirates lining the rails and a Jolly Roger pirate's flag fluttering from the central mast crow's nest.

	I tightened my grip on my bow, but the men on the ship made no indication they were going to join in the battle.

	He turned and just slowly started walking down the middle of the pier.  I heard low murmurers that sounded like, “Magic,” and the Lost Boys scattered, like quail flying to various hiding places.  Pirates started parting the way as the newcomer stepped purposefully closer.  Clomp, clomp, clomp.

	Men were scurrying off, as I heard whispers of, “The Captain.”  Fear painted every face around us as Miawolf, and I stood alone against the pirates.

	My heart was filling with dread as I glanced to the shore to see people running and screaming into the buildings, and windows were shuttered.

	I heard a single word that was more a gruffly growled command than anything, “Move.”

	Men dove into the harbor trying to get out of the way as the man just kept moving forward.  Clomp, clomp, clomp.  One man said, “Captain, we were just dispatching thieves from...”

	Again, I couldn't quite make out the voice as it was gruff and spoken just above a whisper.  “I don't care, I'm here for supplies, so get out of my way.”

	The pirate backpedaled, and tripped over the cannonballs and fell unceremoniously in a heap as this captain started walking again.  Clomp, clomp, clomp.  We instinctively backed out of the way as his shadow loomed over us and he moved past us like we were beneath his notice.

	He gruffed out to the crowd, “Get back to work.”  

	All the men who were fighting with us ran off in a panic to return to what they had been doing before we had arrived.

	That was it?  The fight was over?  I called out, “Thank you, sir,” as Miawolf growled at him.

	He spun back toward us pulling his hat to his chest, then looked up at us with dark blue eyes that had an endless depth whicch spoke of stormy seas.  His voice was filled with hope and heartache as he asked, “Tink?”

	I had to blink twice as the person seemed to deflate, seeing I wasn't who they thought.  But what had me stunned was that this captain... was a striking woman.  She sighed then looked at Mia and me in confusion.  Her eyes were trained on the butts of the guns peeking out of Miawolf's coat.  “You're not from Neverland?  You're from home?”

	Huh?  That was just silly.  Wasn't it?  I had to put her straight, “I'm Bella, and this is Mia.”

	She lifted her other arm to show that instead of a hand, she had a dangerous looking hook that sang of magic and power to me so loudly it was almost deafening.  “They call me the Hook.  Come with me.”  She reversed her course back toward her ship while Mia growled cutely as she drew her sidearms.

	Then she chased after the woman when she didn't seem intimidated in the least.  “Hey, come back here, Hook. We're here to rescue the Wendy from you, you... meany butt pirate!”

	I giggled.  Butt pirate.  Heh.

	The woman didn't look back, she just chuckled dryly. “We have much to discuss, ladies.”  Then without any further ado, she leapt into the air and flew gracefully back onto her ship, her men making room for her on the deck.  I gaped at her... but... she was a grown up, and she could still fly.

	I squeaked out, “You can fly?”

	She called back down, “Of course, I never once thought I couldn't.”

	Mia and I flew up and held back twenty feet from her, and my little wolf said, “But you're an oldie, a growed up.”

	The woman shrugged, crossing her arms across her chest, and absently picked at her teeth with the hook.  “I never forgot to believe like the rest.  I can still imagine and play.”

	Then she turned and walked off toward the main cabin of the sailing vessel.  “I'll be in my cabin when you get brave enough to follow.”

	Miawolf growled and started forward, I buzzed in front of her.  “It might be a trap, Mia.”

	She squinted one eye like she was trying to think, and it looked hard.  I giggled.  She might not be the swiftest wolf in the pack, but she was mine.  Pack... did we have a pack?  Why did I have a feeling there was more than just Neverland and the boys back at Pan's treehouses?

	Nah, that's just silly.

	I squished my lips to one side as Mia floated up to me and made a silly face, crossing her eyes then offering a well thought out response, “But the adventure...”

	Oh.  Yes, the adventure.  If we could trick the Hook, making her think we were talking with her, we could find and rescue the Wendy.  Pan would be pleased!

	I nodded at her.  “You're so smart.  Ok, let's...”

	That's when the fraidy cat Lost Boys decided to fly back to us, surrounding us and pleading, “Don't go onto the Sea Devil, the Hook will kill you!”

	I said as we hesitated, “Did you know the Hook was a woman?”

	Timmy laughed at me like I was being silly.  “Hook is the king of the pirates.”

	I was confused. “Have you ever seen him?  You ran when he arrived just now.”

	Nate whispered, “We saw him a long time ago... the yearsy years.  But the Pan has forbidden us to confront the Hook after we lost Tink and the Wendy.”

	Mia huffed and said, “But you were going with us to fight the Hook and find the Wendy.”

	Stevie zipped up to us. “It was a game.  We thought you were playing, nobody goes up against the Hook.  We thought we would taunt him with you and run away.  It was just a Make-Believe.”

	I shook my head and squeaked out to the boys, “This was to be a grand adventure.  Mia and I are going to talk with the Hook, and when her guard is down, we're going to rescue the Wendy.  Then the Pan will reward us and not you if you run.”

	They all shook their heads.  “Come on, let's play, this isn't a fun game anymore.”

	Mia growled at them, sounding like a grumpy Conrad.  I mean squirrel.  What's a Conrad?  Why had I thought that?

	She said, “You run away, scaredy cats!  My Bella and I are going to face the Hook.”

	The boys bristled, but then just watched us as we floated forward toward the ship.  Then with sad faces, they all turned and flew back toward home, leaving us to face the Pirate Queen alone.  Timmy hovered for a few lingering seconds, then whispered, “I'm sorry, the Pan says we can't fight the Hook.”  then he was gone.

	That's ok when I was with my Miawolf, we could do anything.  We drew our weapons and gave the pirates on the ship the stink eye.  They seemed amused with us and parted to leave a clear way to the captain's cabin.  Then we flew forward, onto the Sea Devil.

	



	


Chapter 5 – The Hook

	As soon as we drifted over the railing of the impressive ship, the fog lifted from our minds and Amanda went off like an explosion.  “Fuck!  I'm going to kill that son of a bitch!  He did it again!  Oh my god, I have a tail?”

	I was busy screaming, again realizing I was six inches tall and had wings.  How did I know how to use them?  At that thought I was screaming again as I fell to the deck of the ship, my wings fluttering and spasming as I tried to figure out how to control them.  First one flapped, flopping me over onto my face, then the other, making me spin on my belly.

	“Robyn!”  A cute voice blurted in concern, and then I was being lifted what felt like fifty feet into the air by large, pudgy hands, that seemed both as strong as iron and gentle as the kiss of a sunbeam on your skin.

	I was lifted level with my Mandywolf's beautiful brown eyes.  I said in what sounded like a pout, “I can't figure out how these wings work.”  I buzzed them absently and froze realizing I had just instinctively done that, maybe that was the trick, not thinking about it and just doing it, like walking?

	“I'm so tiny.  I think the Lost Boys did this to us with their imaginations.” I winced at my tone, it sounded like whining, I did not whine.  “I... I think imagination in Neverland is like magic.”  

	She growled a little too cutely and snapped out, “Well just point me in the right direction to kick someone's ass.”

	I smirked and said, “Such language, young lady.”

	Her growl started subsonically.  I asked as I shrugged, sitting there on her hand, “Too soon?”

	At that, her growl changed to chuffing then a laugh.  “We need to find those kids and make them change us back to normal.  But... that Peter Pan guy, he was controlling our minds and memories somehow.  I really thought I was this Mia girl.”

	Then she asked as she indicated the pink pirate coat, “And what am I wearing?  It looks like Hello Kitty threw up on me!”

	I tittered. “That's what I thought too.”  Then I paused and looked down at my skirt and armor constructed of leaves and felt so tiny and exposed.  “I didn't fare much better.  The world is so huge around me.”

	I stopped and squinted an eye at her, she looked almost... amused?  “What?” I snapped.

	“Nothing, you just look so sexy and cute that small.”  

	I growled at my Mandywolf, and then we both froze at someone clearing their throat.

	We looked over, just now realizing we were in the middle of a ship full of pirates, and this Captain Hook was peering out her cabin door in our direction, looking at us expectantly. “I see the Pan's influence is gone.  Now, would you care to join me?  It appears there is a great deal we need to discuss.  And I have a lot of questions.”

	We exchanged looks, then in silent agreement, Amanda placed me on her shoulder, pulled out her weapons again and backed slowly toward Hook.  The wings on my back twitching, almost throwing me off her shoulder and I grabbed onto the rim of her silly pirate hat to stabilize myself as she turned slowly, aiming her weapons at first one pirate then the next as we moved through them.

	The men were chuckling, seeming amused at what they must have seen as a little girl playing at pirate, with a fairy on her shoulder.  She growled under her breath, “This is probably some sort of trap.”

	I nodded and grabbed her ear and whispered, “Maybe.  But we need information... we need to know how to get back to normal.  This is so strange.”  My wings buzzed to punctuate my point.  It seemed that when I wasn't thinking of them, I had some sort of instinctive control over the gossamer appendages on my back.

	I added, “And I need some clothes... I'm wearing leaves.”

	She snorted and huffed under her breath.  “At least you aren't wearing this ridiculous outfit...”  Then she hesitated and looked down at herself then turned her huge head toward me.  “If I didn't know better...”

	I found the view from so far above the deck to be fascinating as I blushed.  I may or may not have influenced whatever magic the Pan was using when he instructed us to imagine up some clothing for my girl.  I may have been thinking about that Hello Kitty that Rapunzel liked almost as much as that silly game of Platypus Battles she plays on her cell phone.

	I furrowed my brow, then looked behind us at Mandy's cute little tail twitching in annoyance behind us.  The Pan wasn't anywhere near us when that thing grew, the Lost Boys had been playing with us.

	As I had already starting to believe, the magic affecting us wasn't part of Pan's control over us when he spoke.  Just what was he?

	I glanced toward the sky, to where the Lost Boys flew off and wondered if it was this Make Believe... that was the true power.  Imagination was somehow twisting the fabric of reality here.

	I closed my eyes to test this as we approached the now closed cabin door.  I imagined with all my creativity that I could use the wings on my back, that were randomly fluttering and twitching.  I had to picture myself understanding and flying.

	I could feel it when it happened.  Understanding filled me.  It was so simple.  I just shook my head, knowing now that flying was as easy as walking and I had been quite silly not being able to control my wings earlier.  I buzzed up into the air to cover our backs.

	Ok... so if I could do that... I closed my eyes and concentrated, using every iota of my imagination to try to make myself big again.  I pictured it clearly, me being taller than my Mandywolf, these Goddess be damned wings gone.

	My head started aching, and I felt something wet on my upper lip.  I gasped and opened my eyes as I wiped my face with the back of my hand.  I looked at the blood smeared on my hand and realized that trying to do something as monumental as physically changing myself to such a drastic degree was beyond my capability.

	I remembered two of the Lost Boys working together to give my girl that adorable little tail.  Was that what we needed to do?  Get the Lost Boys to work together to undo what had befallen us?

	There would be time enough to ponder that.  First, we needed to address the current task at hand.  Confronting this Hook about Wendy.  We needed to get the girl to safety.  Was there such thing here in Neverland?  What with the Pan being able to impose his will on anyone with just a suggestion, and this Hook terrorizing everyone else?

	Wait... there had been those men in uniform who had engaged Hook in battle on the horizon.  We could turn the girl over to the authorities.  Surely they could protect her.  Mandy arrived at the cabin door, her back to it as she kept shifting her guns toward anyone who moved.

	I buzzed up to the door, the latch was as big as I was so I knocked.  It was a pitiful little tap, and I had struck it quite firmly.  By the mother of us all, I really needed to get back to normal, this was so... embarrassing.

	From inside, Hook called out, “No need to knock, you've been invited.”

	I hovered over the latch and tried landing on it, stomping down, but it just rattled.  Mandy was growling to me.  “Any time, Robbie.”

	I squeaked out in what sounded more like a pout to my chagrin as I crossed my arms over my chest and tapped my foot in annoyance on the latch, “I... can't open it.”

	She glanced back over her shoulder and then I saw her try to suppress her grin when she saw me there.  “Right.  Sorry.”  

	I buzzed up when she reached back and opened the door.

	We swung around as we entered, my girl kicking the door behind us shut as we raised our weapons to Captain Hook.  My tiny bow feeling comfortable in my hands.  The door shook in its frame at the force of its closing.

	Hook was at a table on a wooden chair she was leaned back in as it balanced on two legs, her own legs crossed lazily, boots resting on the table.  A tankard of what smelled like ale in her one hand as she took a deep swallow.  She didn't look intimidated, as if our weapons were of no consequence to her.  And from the power I could feel radiating off of her hook, I believed it.

	She cocked an eyebrow as she looked at the door behind us then to Amanda, her eyes filled with sad understanding and... compassion?  “You're of the cursed?  You're extremely strong for a little girl to be wolf.  It is sad when someone so young is locked in time by the contagion.”

	Mandy thrust her guns forward menacingly, I could see by the angles that one was aimed at Hook's left pupil, the other at her heart.  “I'm not a little girl!”

	May the Goddess forgive me, but it was adorable.  Then my eyes widened a little. “Wait.  You know of the lycan curse?  And earlier you said we were from home.  Are you from the mortal realm like us?”

	This seemed to surprise her, as she took her feet off the table and sat up in the chair. “Us?  I had been speaking to your companion here when I said that.  You mean you're not a Neverland fairy?”

	I shook my head, and she looked shocked and almost appalled as she whispered, “What did the Pan do to you?”

	Then she said offhandedly, “You won't need those.  I am not the enemy here.”

	She reached for her belt and Mandy, and I thrust our weapons her way again.  She smirked and then with two fingers, pulled the single shot flintlock pistol from her belt and placed it on the table, next to a wicked looking, well-used cutlass.

	She looked up toward the ceiling, trying to remember something. “How did it go in that old movie my mother liked?  It would have been way before your time.  Let's parlay.  You are safe here under the pirate's code.”

	My Mandywolf, hesitated, her aim dropping a bit as she squinted at the pirate and she said almost carefully, “Isn't the code more like guidelines instead of rules?”

	Hook smiled and rolled a hand graciously then tipped her hat to us, “Welcome to the Black Pearl, Miss Turner.”

	Mandy chuffed and holstered one of her guns in a graceful motion without looking, keeping the other one out but against her with her other hand lazily resting on it.

	I moaned and rolled my eyes, my Mandywolf had insisted I watch that silly movie, even though I told her that real pirates were nothing like what they portrayed.

	The captain was still smiling as she said while I looked between them and lowered my bow.  “I'm surprised you knew the reference, that movie has to be what, over a century old by now?”

	Mandy looked confused with her cute little face scrunching up as I landed on her shoulder to hold her hair for stability.  “It's old, but nowhere near that old.  Maybe a decade at the most.”

	It was the captain's turn to furrow her brow in confusion.  Then she seemed to shake it off and said, “I didn't catch your names earlier.  You know who I am so you have me at a disadvantage.  Please have a seat, we have much to discuss.”

	My girl sat on the opposite side of the table, her gun still held loosely in her hand.  I said, “I'm Robyn of Locksley, and this is my mate, Amanda.”

	Hook made a sour face. “Mate?  She's a child.”

	Mandy growled and smashed a fist onto the table, the heavy oak planks splintered a little under the blow as she spat out, “I'm not a child!  That... that Pan guy, whatever he is.  He did this to me!  Made me a little kid.  He stinks of demon.”

	Demon?  That was that smell I had caught just before my mind fogged over under his control.  I squeaked out as I squinted an eye, “To be fair, I think it was the Lost Boys who did this to us.  It seems imagination is a powerful magic here.  They thought we were Wendy and Tinkerbell, remember?”

	Hook looked almost ready to jump out of her chair, and Amanda's aim snapped back to her as the captain blurted out, “What do you know of my Tinkerbell?”

	Mandy's upper lip twitched up into a snarl as she shared our original mission, “We came after you to rescue Wendy and get vengeance on you for killing Tinkerbell.”

	The woman looked stunned for a moment, then the shocked expression turned to mirth as a little chuckle escaped her controlled facade, then she tilted her head back and laughed heartily.  She found kidnap and murder funny?  She gasped out, trying to get herself back under control, “Rescue... Wendy?  I killed Tink?”  She tittered a little more then wiped the tears from her cheeks as she smiled at us.

	I asked patiently through gritted teeth, “You find this funny?”

	She shook her head. “Funny?  No.  Hysterical?  Yes.  So this is what the Pan is telling the Lost Boys is it?  I wondered all these years why they haven't sought me out.  He's told them not to, hasn't he?  Forbade it?”

	Mandy and I looked at each other, not understanding what this woman was talking about.

	The Hook chuckled one last time and then said in a tone that was filled with haunted memory, “I'm Wendy, and that bastard captured my love.  He took Tink away in a glass jar, and there was nothing I could do about it.  I've been gathering power here on the Sea Devil for years, stoking the imaginations of my crew so that I could face him again and rescue the woman I love.”

	The world fell out from under me.  The Hook... queen of the pirates was Wendy?  The girl the Pan had said was kidnapped?  And Pan had Tinkerbell?  By all that was sacred in Perchta's garden, of course, the demon would have lied to the Lost Boys and us.

	Mandy asked as she set her gun on the table, “Wait, you're Wendy?  God, could this get any more fucked up than it already is?”

	She took off her cute pink pirate's hat and set it on the table too and ran her little hands through her hair in frustration.  It was so odd seeing a little girl with my Mandywolf's mannerisms.  Then she grumbled, “We need to kick this guy's fucking ass and get him to change us back and release Tinkerbell if she's still alive.  Then I want to figure out how to get back home.  This is frustrating me to hell.”

	I was watching the Hook, as she looked to be trying to restrain herself, as one eye started twitching from the effort, then her chest shook once, then the damn broke, and she started laughing.  Tears rolling down her cheeks again.

	We both looked at her like she had lost it.  She held a hand up toward us, trying to catch her breath.  “Sorry.”  She panted.  “I know it's cruel and you're not really what you seem, but seeing a cute little girl with a tail cursing like a sailor?  It's too adorable.”

	Mandy growled and slammed her fists into the table, splintering and snapping a plank this time.  Then she pouted cutely. “I'm not a little girl!”

	Ok, my soul might be condemned to burn for all eternity because of it, but I first smiled, then chuckled, and broke out into laughter, causing the Hook to as well.  Mandy pouted twice as fiercely before she smiled a little, then she broke and laughed at her predicament too.

	We must have needed it after the last twenty-four hours we have had.  It was such a cathartic release.  Then we regained a modicum of control as our laughter stopped.  We all exchanged looks, and nothing seemed that funny anymore.

	I buzzed to land on the handle of the cutlass and looked between the two women and then Wendy offered, “I suppose an explanation is in order here.”

	We nodded at her, and she sighed, twisting her hook and then pulling it off, setting it on the table between us.  It hummed, a pinging tone of magic as she looked at the stump where her hand once had been.

	She flicked a finger at the hook, the impact of her nail on steel made it sing like a bell, the note hanging in the air like it was pulled forth from a tuning fork as the world changed around us.  We seemed to be back in the mortal world.  I recognized Seattle.  As people bustled around us and through us as if we weren't there.  I could see the cabin around us, in a ghostly afterimage and understood the magic was some sort of projection as Hook stood up and walked over to a little girl who was holding her mother's hand as they looked through a store window at one of those moving picture televisions.

	Mandy stood, and we moved over to join the pirate as she crouched and looked at the little girl in wonder.  She didn't seem to be any older than Mandy's current apparent age.  I could see the resemblance between the little girl and Hook.

	The girl looked impatient and was shaking her mother's hand, trying to get her to keep walking.  The woman looked down and said, “Just a second, Wendy, this looks important.”

	Everything froze as the captain stood and looked at us.  “Let me share the story about Captain Hook, terror of the seas.”

	We looked at her, and she seemed so lost and full of sorrow.  I buzzed over to her and placed a little hand on her cheek, she closed her eyes, took a deep breath then nodded.  When I landed on my girl's shoulder again, the Hook started with a sly smirk.  “Once upon a time.”

	



	


Chapter 6 – Wendy

	I shared, “One weekend, my mom had promised me that if I was a good girl and cleaned my room, she'd take me to the zoo.”

	I looked at the two ladies from my world and absently wondered if the things I remembered were still even there.  A lot can change in a century.  I explained, “Seattle used to have a spectacular zoo, I don't know if they still do after all this time.”

	The dangerous, but cute little dark-haired girl, Amanda, nodded and said, “It's still there.”

	I smiled at that.  Maybe one day I'd find the waterways through the Nothing, to sail there.  I really missed home, even though everyone I ever knew would be dead and buried by now.

	I continued, “I loved the animals, so of course I agreed with my mom's sly tactic to get me to do my chores.  We were going to meet dad there, he was working downtown that weekend but said he'd take a couple hours to have lunch with us at the zoo.  He was such a strong man and was always working hard.  And my mom was a doctor.  Even though I was so young, I was so very proud of them both.”

	I looked at my younger self, and my mom in the suspended memory.  Any time I found myself struggling to remember, I was thankful for my new abilities, even though they cost me my hand.  I don't know how many times over the years I replayed my memories like this, locked away in my cabin here on the Sea Devil.

	I looked at the television in the window. “It was just over a hundred years ago, back after the Avatars had defeated the demon responsible for the lycan contagion, that I was taken.”  I pointed at the headline scrolling on the screen which I hadn't really understood when I was younger. 'The Avatars vanish from the Black Crypt, leaving mankind defenseless against the black arts.  Military on high alert.'

	Little Amanda said, holding a finger up, “Ummm... that was like two days ago, not a hundred years.  We had to leave the mortal world or the Scales, who are our friends, would have been forced to allow more evil into the world to balance things out.”

	I blinked in shock.  Two days?  I've been stuck here for decades.  I thought everything I knew back home had been lost to time.  But... the Voodoo Queen had told me that time is a quagmire in Neverland, all mixed up.  Some Lost Boys had been here a day in Neverland but had been missing for hundreds of years in the mortal realm, whereas Nate, the Lost Boy who has been here the longest, has only been here the blink of an eye in the mortal realm in the future.

	If... if I could sail the Nothing and successfully find the mortal world... my parents.  They were still alive?  I could find them?

	I blinked away my shock when the Robyn fairy added, “We fell off the path to Perchta's garden and found ourselves here in Neverland, where the Lost Boys found us.”

	I nodded in understanding. “There are so many waterways in the Nothing and the Faraway, and they are all perilous, and one can easily lose their way.  I have been sailing into the Nothing for decades, trying to find home again, but there are so many realms, I feel I could sail forever and never find it.  Some realms aren't much different, but some are living hells.  My ship's compass has nothing to lock onto.”

	Robyn buzzed up in front of my face, and my heart lurched at how familiar that was.  I can still clearly picture my Tink doing the same.  She asked dubiously, “The Lost Boys said that anyone who ventured into the nothing ceased to be, and the memories of them are erased from everyone's minds.”

	I nodded.  “That is true, but the Sea Devil is a safe haven, isolated from everything, especially if her captain has the artifact of power.  That is why Pan's magic and persuasion are not working on you here.  The Devil can withstand the Nothing, and sail all the hidden waterways between realms, and all on board are protected.”

	They looked suitably impressed with my ship, and I swelled with pride.  I turned from them, back to the memory around us.  Things went back into motion, and I watched as my mother was engrossed in the news report as we stood on the street.  “I kept looking down the street to where our car was parked in a parking garage, trying to pull my mother along.  She shushed me, telling me that this was important.”

	I sighed, seeing me let go of her hand and cross my arms to pout.  I asked nobody in particular, “Had I really been that impetuous back then?”

	To my surprise, the old wolf in the child's guise chuckled. “Pretty much all children are.  It's all part of testing the limits and all.”  

	I cocked my head at her, wondering if it were true, or if that is how children of the cursed were.  I had to remind myself that she was not the little girl she appeared, and she sounded much older despite her looks.

	I nodded and pointed at the younger me looked between her mother and the car garage.  “That's when he... I saw him.  A boy maybe three or four years older than me, dressed in green, a mischievous grin on his face.”

	We watched as my younger self spotted him behind a pole, peeking around and making overt sneaking motions as he slid behind a mailbox, wiggling his eyebrows at me.  I had been entranced with the boy's silly antics.  He put out one hand and made a running motion with the fingers of his other hand.

	Then he spelled out in the air, Z-O-O, then nodded as he made a beckoning motion with his hand.  And to my horror, no matter how many times I see this memory, I looked up at my mother then back to him, and I ran off to him.  He offered a hand, and I took it, then we were flying.  I remember the exhilarating feeling, filled with excitement, and wonder as air rushed past.  I felt... free.

	I pointed out, “That's when I started to panic as I lost track of my mother.”  Little me started struggling and telling the boy to bring me back to my mom in the memory.

	We watched as he told me to be quiet and stop struggling.  And I struggled even more.  He hissed out, “Why doesn't it work here?”  Then... then he punched me, and everything went black.

	The image around us blurred and then resolved in the Lost Boy's camp, with all of them gathered around me, poking at my dress and long hair with sticks.  Timmy was asking, “What kind of boy is this?”

	I stirred and looked around, and the screaming started.  First my high pitched scream, then the boys joined in as they scrambled back from me.  I shared, “That's when the Pan flew down from his treehouse and snapped, 'Stop screaming.'  Then everyone including me snapped our mouths shut.  No matter how much I tried to scream, I couldn't bring myself to do it because it might displease the boy. And that scared me even more.”

	I growled, “And that's when I lost myself.”  

	We watched at the Pan circled me.  Tinkerbell flew up in a shower of pixie dust and sparks from her anger.  She held her arms wide and pleaded, “Leave her alone.  You already have enough power.”

	He slapped her aside in an explosion of fairy dust as he told me, “Don't be afraid Wendy.  This is your home remember?  The Lost Boys are your family, and we have such grand fun.  This is where I taught you to fight and to fly, what more can there be?  We play and use our imaginations as much as we can together.”

	We saw my eyes glaze over and then a silly grin grew on my face as I shook my head of all I had known.  I whispered to the girls, “It had felt as if my old life had been nothing but a Make-Believe.  And Neverland was my home.  Because it must be, right, the Pan had said so?”

	Tinkerbell flew up to my younger self, sorrow in her eyes as she placed a hand on my cheek, her fairy dust coating me.  Then she sat on my shoulder when I smiled and dove at the Lost Boys, tagging one.  “Tag, you're it!”  Then I flew off, like I had done it a thousand times, the Lost Boys chasing me giggling and calling out, “Catch the Wendy!”

	I exhaled long and hard as I watched as time sped up.  “Over the years, I saw so many Lost Boys grow up.  Though Tinkerbell kept sharing with me that they had never aged before the Pan came, that he was draining them of their imaginations until their youth was used up and they couldn't imagine anything anymore so couldn't fly anymore.”

	I gritted my teeth. “Then from there he would just let them go join the other grown-ups... the pirates, or if he were feeling especially cruel, would fly them to the Nothing to erase them from our memories.  But Tink always remembered, something about fairy magic.”

	“Time and time again she would tell me, but time after time Peter would tell me Tink was just playing a Make-Believe on me.  Him saying it made it so, and I never wanted to upset him.  But over the years, Tink's magic had been coating me as she had tried to wake me up and save me from the same fate as the Lost Boys.”

	I took a deep breath. “Under the Pan's influence, I hadn't even realized that none of the Lost Boys who had been here when I first arrived were still with us, they had either been sent away, being of no use to Pan or were fed to the hungry Nothing.”

	I rubbed my stump, my sacrifice, and then shared, “I was aging too, just more slowly.  Tink said there was something about girls, that we had more potential for imagination, and that the Pan had feasted upon it, him wanting to go back to the mortal realm to get more girls once I was used up.”

	“I had been on the cusp of becoming a grown up when Tinkerbell's accumulated magics had become strong enough inside me to clear the fog and lessen the influence that the Pan had over me for me to see the truth of it all.”

	I fought back the tears as I watched the scene play before our eyes.  “The months of planning my escape, and us saving the Lost Boys, of Tink and I falling for each other.  She was my hero, and I loved her beyond words.  It wasn't long after that when we finally spoke the words, professing our love.”

	The women of my world were watching events unfold as the memories swirled around us.  They looked almost mesmerized.

	We watched as I pretended that the Pan still held sway over me as we schemed.  I said, “When it was time to put our plan to task, we gathered the Lost Boys around us.  I was so saddened that I had seen so many come and go.  Nate was the oldest of the new batch, and was getting older by the day.”

	I stepped around the projection of the campfire at the base of the trees, to look at my Tinkerbell as she sat on my teenaged shoulder, god she was beautiful.  I continued as I closed my eyes from the pain the hole in my heart was where my girl lived, “I convinced him and the others that Tink and I had come up with a new game.  A grand game of hide and seek from the Pan.  As we all flew off in the middle of the night, he had known somehow.”

	I ground out, “He had been waiting, there in the sky.  And he told the Lost Boys to capture Tink and me.  We ran.  We flew faster and ran harder than we ever had.  We lost them all.  And just when we thought we had lost them all in the jungle behind the volcano on Smoky Island...”

	We watched as the Pan flew out of nowhere, capturing my Tinkerbell in a glass jar.  I fought him, but he was so strong.  I said with a tinge of fear in my tone, “I saw him for what he was just then when he grabbed my arm with an iron grip and started flying us, kicking and screaming back to the treehouses.”

	I shivered as I saw it happening all over again, the Pan transformed into some half man, half crocodile creature with glowing red eyes... stinking of sulfur as he said in a voice that sounded like a thousand tortured voices, and the sound of pipes playing, “You will forget this happened, you will never try this again.”

	I was starting to nod as his power tried to attach itself to me.  It was ten times stronger than it had been before, but just as it was starting to take hold, his magic slid off of the coating of fairy magic that had taken Tink years to cover me with.

	A tear rolled down my cheek as I watched the fog lift from my eyes as I dangled in the Pan monster's grip.  My younger self looked at Tinkerbell in desperation, sorrow, and love.  I said the words with myself, the memory of it feeling like just yesterday, “I'm sorry, Tink.  I'll come for you.”

	Then I grabbed the blade from the Pan's belt and in one violent motion, and all the imagination I could muster... I cut my own arm off, just below his hand, and I fell to the sea below.

	The projection faded away as the pinging tone faded away.  I rubbed my stump.  The price of my freedom then grabbed my hook and shoved it over the stump, feeling the power infused in it coursing through my body, causing the hole in my soul to burn.

	I inhaled then looked at the two women, they were just staring at the place in the air where the projection had been, tears rimming their eyes.  Amanda looking almost lost, and I knew she wasn't the child she seemed, but I just wanted to hold her and tell her it was ok.

	They turned to me, and I saw the sorrow and empathy there turn into something harder, and I realized I was feeling before I heard the growl coming from the girl.  Robyn laying her tiny hand on Amanda's face to console her as the little wolf girl said, “We need to kick that mother fucker's ass.”

	I couldn't help chuckling at how cute her determined face was, and hearing a little one using such profanity.

	I held a hand up to placate her when she growled at me next.  Then I said, “So the past ninety years or so, I've sailed the seas aboard the Sea Devil.  Saving Lost Boys who have grown up and were discarded by the Pan.  Teaching them how to imagine and to play again, amassing that power in the artifact, my Hook.  So that one day, I'll have the power to confront Pan and rescue Tink, then send that bastard to the hell he deserves.”

	The fairy who reminded me so much of Tink, flew up, pain, compassion, and understanding in her eyes, and she just placed a hand on my cheek as the little one stepped up and took my hand to give it a reassuring squeeze.  I looked at them, then nodded.  I had found some kindred spirits, and now, more than ever, I believed that it just might be possible to take on the Pan.

	



	


Chapter 7 – Voodoo Queen

	I blinked back tears after witnessing Wendy's memories, as they played out before us.  She had lost her family, then herself to this creature pretending to be a boy.  She had sacrificed everything, sacrificed love, to try to save the Lost Boys.  She could have just run with Tinkerbell at any time.  It was her compassion that cost her her hand and her love.

	I buzzed over to her and placed a hand on her wet cheek to let her know she was not alone in this.  Then I smiled down to see my Mandywolf come over to hold her hand to let her know that after what we saw, we stood with her.

	I shook my head.  Yet another enemy not being what she seems.  I fell in love with the last one, and she is my mate now.  And we would help Wendy to save hers too... if Tink was still alive.

	I asked as I pulled back my hand and flew back a bit so she could see me better, “You've sailed the Sea Devil for all these decades.  Where did it come from, and... your hook?”

	She chuckled at that and stepped over to a couch that was anchored along one wall and sat, And I snorted when she picked Amanda up and sat her on her lap.  When my girl growled as Wendy played with her hair as she looked to be thinking about how to explain, she looked down and then blushed in embarrassment, “I'm sorry, it's just hard to remember you're not a little girl.”

	Mandywolf growled again and looked at the couch beside her, then she smirked and shrugged.  “It's ok, it looks like you could use a little human contact just now, after reliving that.”

	This is why I love my mate.  She acts the rough and tumble brigand all the time, but underneath all that bravado, which she can back up, by the way, lies a heart of gold which is capable of such compassion and empathy.  It is what drives her to always do the right thing, even if it is the hard thing.

	So my girl made a silly face, rocked her head, and just sat there.  I have to say that it made me grin, as they looked almost like a mother with her daughter on her lap.  I could see it clearly in my head.  Wendy smiled at her then looked up to me as I landed on Mandy's knee.  “That starts with the mermaids.”

	My wings buzzed, sparkling dust sifting down from them as I said in earnest, “I've met them.  I owe them a boon.”

	She chuckled at that and nodded her head, “Don't we all?”

	Then she sighed and shared, “I don't remember anything after the bright pain from severing my hand had been too much for me and I passed out.  I woke up on the waves.  The mermaids were swimming me somewhere I had never been.  The Sea Hag's island, the Grotto, was off limits, just like the Magistrate's with his troops on Hangman's Island.  We never broke the Pan's rules, as it never crossed our minds.”

	She gave us an ironic look as she absently started braiding Mandy's hair into a ponytail deftly with her hand and hook.  “I almost panicked because it was against the rules, which made me realize how much of his will he had dominated us with.  When I asked, the mermaids said that they were hungry and wanted to eat me, but they had a deal with the Voodoo Queen, the Sea Hag.  That if a Wendy ever fell and hit the sky, they were to bring them to her.”

	With a sly grin, she said, “I made the mistake of thanking them when they deposited me on the beach at the Grotto.  That to them was an acknowledgement of a debt.  So that was the first of many boons I have owed them over the years.  They say I pay my debts by leaving the dead to the sea.”  She shuddered knowing just as well as I did, what they did with the dead.  Good, she wasn't naive.

	She looked at her hook.  “I was still in a bit of shock, and couldn't conjure up a happy thought to fly yet.  So I stumbled into the jungle on a path.  I was terrified of the stories I had heard of the Sea Hag.  But most of those we heard from Pan or Pirates who lacked the imagination to tell the truth from reality.”

	She paused and shared, “That's what happens, once their imaginations are consumed by the Pan, everything is quite literal for them as they can't imagine anything else.  It's an abomination.”

	I nodded and found my girl nodding too.  We had witnessed this first hand.

	Then Wendy realized what she was doing and shot Mandy an apologetic look as she finished the braid that made her look even younger and more adorable.  My cute wolf just shrugged and prompted her to go on with her eyes.

	The captain smiled, kissed the top of my girl's head, and said in a faraway memory, “I figured everything the Pan had said so far was a lie... so I went in search of the Sea Hag.  Besides the soldiers from Hangman's Island, who are the last of the original inhabitant's of Neverland, the Voodoo Queen is the only one not swayed by the Pan's domineering magics.  If she could resist, then maybe she could tell me how so that I could save the Lost Boys from their fate of being used up and discarded.”

	She took off her hook, placing it in Mandywolf's lap, then rubbed her stump as she shared, her eyes focused somewhere beyond the room, “I guess the clean cut from Pan's blade had not cauterized the wound as well as I had imagined.  Or maybe I passed out before my Make-Believe could take full hold because I passed out on the dark path from loss of blood.  The next thing I knew, I was waking up in an old stone cottage.”

	Her next words were filled with irony. “The Sea Hag was sitting on the bed I was in, mopping sweat from my brow when I woke.  And let me tell you, the Voodoo Queen... she's no Hag.  She is possibly the most stunning woman I have ever laid eyes on, and she was smiling sweetly at me.  Her stark white teeth a striking contrast to her ebony skin that glowed with healthy vibrancy.”

	She shrugged. “When she saw my eyes were open, her first words were almost melodic. “Ah there she is.  Hello.”

	I laid on Mandy's leg and propped my head up on my arms to listen to what this Pirate Queen was telling us.  

	“She nursed me back to health over the next few months, never asking any questions of me.  I'm not sure I'd be able to answer anyway.  And she taught me to read and write and the maths, I had some basic reading skills but not much before I had been whisked away to Neverland.”

	The woman shrugged and cocked her head to look down at Mandywolf who was listening in rapt fascination as her tail twitched and swished.  “She had great power, you could feel it in the air around her, but oddly, she never used it around me.  Where the Pan had taught me to fly and to fight, she taught me to learn and to appreciate the world around me.”

	A smile touched the pirate's lips.  “She had me call her Masika.  I didn't know why everyone in Neverland feared her.  I know she has been here since the first people of Neverland came to be.  But that doesn't mean much here.  That could be anywhere from a week ago to thousands of years since time works differently in this realm.”

	Masika?  Didn't that mean 'a girl born during the rain'?  I had spent some time in Egypt when I was the Lady of Locksley.

	Wendy lifted Mandy, and I buzzed up above them as she sat her down where she had been sitting as she stood.  “You two look famished, let me get you something.”

	She moved to some cupboards on one side of the cabin which was set up as a larder as she continued, “Then one day she sat me down and said, 'it is time, tell me your story, darling child.' and I told her all that had transpired since Peter Pan came into my life and turned it upside down.  She just nodded as if she already knew but just needed confirmation.”

	Wendy brought some cured meats and cheeses over and what looked like sliced kiwi fruit on a tray.  She prompted my mate, “Umm... do you drink?  All I have is water, whisky, and ale.”

	My girl narrowed her eyes, he lower lip sticking out in a pout that made me grin as she growled out, “I'm thirty-two years old, and a special forces sergeant, not a child, thank you very much.”

	It was so very hard to remember her true age even when she wasn't a teeny tiny little girl.  She had been bitten by one of the cursed when she was in her thirties and was locked in that form for eternity or until something does enough damage to her that she can't heal and she passes on to eternal rest in the golden fields of the Goddess.

	This made me narrow my eyes in thought.  She should have been locked in her form by the curse of the Trickster, no magic could undo that curse, not even the power of Perchta herself.  Yet the Lost Boys together were able to use this magic of imagination, creating what they called a Make-Believe to warp reality itself to what they could see in their mind's eye.  They had changed her to this little girl form she is currently locked in.  And I am...  I looked at my tiny self.  We needed to get to the Lost Boys, we couldn't be stuck like this forever.  A chill ran down my spine.

	I found myself wondering if they could lift the curse completely from my Mandywolf.

	Wendy grimaced then offered an apologetic smile and came back over with a gourd and two carved wood cups and poured a strong smelling liquid into the cups.  To my surprise, she also had a tiny thimble on the tray, and she poured a drop in for me.

	My smile was dampened, realizing she was used to serving a fairy.  Her fairy... her lost love, Tinkerbell.  My wings stopped buzzing as I gritted my teeth in determination.  We would rescue her girl if it was the last thing we did.

	Mandy stopped in the act of stabbing some of the meat with a cute little pink throwing dagger she pulled from her rig when I asked the girls, “Shall we pray and give thanks?”

	Mandywolf gruffed out in exasperation as she crossed her arms. “Oh for fuck's sake.”

	Wendy had stopped with her cup halfway to her mouth.  She looked embarrassed, and she sat the cup down and looked like she didn't know what to do with her hand as she said, “Oh... but of course.”

	I smiled, glad even with my new diminutive stature that I could teach basic manners to the women.  Though my Mandy knows better.  I lowered my head and watched as they did too before I closed my eyes and recited, “Thy bounty shared.  Thy life and love thou hast breathed into the world that we may live, revered.  We accept these gifts and are humbled as we bask in thy compassion.”

	I opened my eyes, and they were both peeking at me, taking my cue to raise their heads.  The imposing woman who wore the Hook that had everyone in Neverland so intimidated, asked like an unsure young waif, “Are we supposed to say, amen?”

	Mandy said as she shook her head, stabbing some meat and devouring it like she hadn't eaten in a week, “She doesn't pray to any of the gods you might know.  She prays to the nature goddess, Perchta.  Who happens to live inside a friend of ours.”

	Wendy cocked her head and said in surprise, “Oh.”

	I don't know why everyone assumes people only pray to the Christian God.  He is but the youngest of the new gods.  Perchta was there long before many of the modern Gods who are worshiped by so many varied religions these days.  I shared, “She is of the Spirit which nurtures us, she is of the nature we shall all return to, she who doth smite the wicked with her righteous fury.  I am her instrument to enforce her will.”

	My girl chirped out cutely as she ate, “And Perchta is hot as hell.  She's Rachel's mate.”  

	I gave a reprimanding look, but It was true, the Goddess was a rare beauty.

	Wendy was smiling as she watched Amanda... umm, wolf down the food.  “Who is Rachel?”

	As Mandy said, “My packmate,” I was saying, “Mandy's alpha.”

	My girl flicked a cube of cheese at me that was half the size of my head, and I ducked out of the way as she whined, “I'm not beta!”

	To anyone else, my headstrong mate would be an alpha, but in our pack, Mari the Red Hood, Daria, and Rachel were above her.  She took that as a slight like it made her somehow less, but in truth it did not, as she was one of the most fearsome fighters possessing an iron will in our family of Avatars.

	We exchanged familiar cross looks before breaking into smiles.  Then she attacked the food again.  I landed on a slice of the kiwi and started nibbling on it, preferring fruits and vegetables to meats.  This slice would feed me for days in my current form.

	Hook was just staring at my girl, who was decimating the food on the tray single-handedly.  The pirate shook her head and said in a half amused, half sad tone, “I remember the stories, about how much one of the cursed could eat.  But I had never met one, my parents never brought me out of the walled city.”

	Mandy paused and looked up at her, head cocked.  I could tell she was doing the same thing I was, and seeing this imposing pirate as the child we saw in the memory Hook had projected.  Then I mourned for her innocence lost.

	Then we were snickering when Amanda shrugged a little shoulder then took a swig from the mug and started wheezing and coughing.  She narrowed an eye at us and then said in a hoarse voice, “Smooth.”  She grinned when we broke out in chuckles, then took a bigger swallow from the cup.

	The captain went back to the larder and returned with more offerings for my headstrong girl as she continued her interrupted tale.  “Masika told me that the Pan needed to be stopped, that his actions, of harvesting the imaginations of those he brought to Neverland were a threat to many realms.  He was using something that wasn't his, to travel through the Nothing.  The ship of the protector of Neverland who had fallen when he was at his weakest after contending with a larger threat.”

	She regarded us as Mandy emptied a second cup of alcohol.  “The Pan's influence does not work against the people who are native to this land, who populate Hangman's Island.  But they fear him nonetheless as he has strength beyond measure and he seems to be immortal as even a shot through the heart with a musket ball does not stop him.”

	I nodded and shared, “He is demon.  Only a catastrophic amount of damage, or a beheading can banish him back to his realm of hell.  Demon blood and bone can outright kill him.”

	Mandy slurred out, “We can deal wish hish kind.  Send hish ash packing.”  Then she swayed and grinned at me. “It seems thish body takes less to get drunk.”

	I sighed and smiled at my tipsy girl.  It usually took eight or nine drinks in rapid succession for her to get what she called a buzz, but it would last only a few minutes if she didn't keep drinking.  So even though this was amusing to see... I shared with a concerned looking Wendy. “She'll sober up in a minute or two.  Wolf metabolism.”  I fluttered over and sat on her cup to stop her from drinking more.

	The woman looked at the two of us like she was trying to piece a puzzle together, then shrugged to herself and went on, “It seems that the Pan learned the secret of the Sea Devil, of what it can do.  Navigating the Nothing without being consumed by it.  Though the artifact of power that gave absolute control over it was lost to a watery grave with the prior captain when he sacrificed all to ensure Neverland would be protected in the future.”

	She started gnashing her teeth.  “The Pan started sailing the Sea Devil into the Nothing, retrieving children from all the realms he visited, who could fall sway to his influence, and he brought them to Neverland, where he could feast off their imaginations.  He called them the Lost Boys and had them believing that their parents had cast them out, not loving them, and he loved them and just wanted them to have fun and play games, creating Make-Believes.”

	Her good hand curled into a fist, and I could hear the sinews and tendons creaking at the ferocity of it.  “He would use them up, draining them of imagination and most of their emotions... leaving them as grown-ups who were just shells of themselves, then he would cast them out, calling them pirates, then go out into the Nothing again to find replacements.”

	Wendy exhaled then looked at us. “That is why there are no women except a few native Neverlanders who come for work back in Pirate's Landing.”  She waved absently toward the door.

	Back in?  But we were in Pirate's Landing.  I buzzed to the window when I noticed the ship was rocking.  We were a couple miles offshore.  We must have left port when we came into her cabin.  How had we not noticed?

	I spun on her, and she held up a placating... hook.  “It is just a precaution, the Sea Devil can't stay in one place too long, or the Magistrate or the Pan will try attacking.  We aren't absconding with you.  You are free to leave at any time, just fly away.”

	Mandywolf got up, staggered to the porthole, stood on her tiptoes and looked out as she smirked and pointed, “We're out in the shee.  Been there, drown that.”

	Wendy looked at her with concern when she said that.  I offered, “When we arrived here, we fell into the sea from a mile in the sky.  My Mandywolf drowned a few times before the mermaids found her... but fear not, she got better.”

	The little Hello Kitty pirate stood tall and thumbed her chest in the most adorable manner and said with pride, “Wolf.”

	This no-nonsense pirate who loomed over us on the docks moved over and swept Amanda up in her arms to hug her as she smoothed down her hair. “Oh, you poor darling.”

	Mandy muffled, indignant voice, came from her restraint against the concerned woman's shoulder. “Not a little girl.”

	Wendy loosened her death hug as I buzzed over to sit on the woman's shoulder.  She blushed and said, “Right.  Sorry.  It's just easy to forget.  You really look so cute like that.”

	Mandy sighed and slumped and squeaked out, “It's ok, I understand.  I can't believe it myself, and I'm the one inside here.”  She already sounded sober again.

	Wendy's lip twitched then she asked, “Have you seen yourself yet?”

	Mandy stiffened and shook her head, looking down, at herself, still in the Pirate's arms.  “Not so much.”

	Wendy set her on the cabin deck and led her by her little hand to a full-length mirror which was secured on the back of the cabin door.  It was too cute a scene, looking like a mother leading her daughter.  And from the patient look on Mandy's face as she allowed it, she didn't want to upset our host.

	Then when she released my girl's hand, Amanda froze when she looked up.  For three long seconds, she didn't say anything.  Then she growled out in what was supposed to be indignation but was just too cute to successfully convey it, “Oh for fuck's sake.  How is anyone going to take me seriously looking like this?”

	Wendy covered her mouth to hide the smile we shared then moved over and grabbed the little hat and moved back to place it on my girl.  Amanda looked from side to side in the mirror with the hat to get the full picture.  And the new braid made her look even younger.

	She sighed heavily then in a blur, drew her weapons, made a show of twirling them, saying, “Bang bang,” and re-holstering them, then pulled and extended her batons in a snick in the same movement, then took a fighting stance.

	She groaned like the world was out to get her, “I look like a damn cartoon.”

	I said from my perch on Hook's shoulder, “I think you look adorable.”

	Wendy nodded. “Me too.”  She held a finger close to me, and I gave it a high five.  Then the woman froze, and a bottomless sorrow filled her eyes.  I had a feeling that that was something she and Tinkerbell had done countless times, judging by how naturally she had done it.

	Mandy, for all her gruff bravado, was one of the most empathic people I knew.  She read the situation and quietly stowed her batons and took Hook's hand again and pulled her to the couch and they sat again, and though I know she hated it, my Mandywolf sat on the pirate's lap again.

	We all sat in silence for a couple seconds, then the captain took a deep breath and continued, “The Pan had told me once that when he found himself in the mortal realm, the sheer waves of imagination were like a rush for him.  And he found that the young girls there had more sustenance for him than he has ever felt.  So when he... 'rescued' me, he intended on going back to get as many as he could to join the Lost Boys.”

	She gave us a fierce look as she played with the hem of Mandy's dress. “He spent years trying to find the mortal realm again, it seems the waterways are always shifting in the Nothing.  But then I escaped with Tink's help. And he'll never get a chance to discover the mortal realm again because of what happened next.”

	She laid back in the couch and exhaled, I was a little surprised that Mandy just snuggled in like a girl hearing a fairytale before bedtime.  I wondered how much influence the Lost Boy's Make-Believe had on her because some of the things she did reflected her apparent age like this.

	The Pirate looked to the ceiling, recalling what had transpired and said, “The mermaids, had claimed like everything lost to the sea... the artifact of power.  They had gifted it to the Sea Hag for a future boon.  She told me that whoever held the artifact, was the Sea Devil's master and could call it away from the Pan.  And she showed me a hook...”

	She held up her hook.  “And when she slid it onto my stump, I thought I might die when the fire of more power than I could imagine seared my soul.  I don't know how long I had laid on the ground screaming in the Grotto before I came back to myself.”

	She gave us a predatory grin.  “Masika told me to call the Sea Devil to me, I closed my eyes and tried, and I could feel her answer me.  In an hour's time, she came gliding into the waters of the Grotto.  I swear I could hear Pan screaming in outrage from there.”

	Then she spoke more quietly, “Now the Pan hunts me to get the ship back since he cannot harvest other realms for children with imagination to feed himself without it.  And the Magistrate and his men want to possess the artifact of power, so they hunt me as well.  They think that with it they can take on the Pan... they cannot for the same reason Pan's magics do not work on them.  And the original captain of the Sea Devil was not of their realm.”

	With a shrug, her tone changed to a more conversational one. “So now I save the Lost Boys as he discards them when he has used them all up.  I teach them to play and to laugh and to imagine again.  This just adds to the artifact's power.  And the Pan is almost out of Lost Boys now, their number is just a handful of their original.  The island used to be covered in them.”

	She gave a fierce look to us as she said, not entirely convinced herself, “I think I have enough power to fight him now and to save my Tinkerbell and free the last of the Lost Boys.”

	Amanda offered without hesitation, “We'll fight at your side.”  

	I nodded agreement.

	Wendy looked relieved and suddenly so very tired of the private war she has been waging for a century here.  She nodded at us then said, “Its settled then.  On the morrow, we shall sail to Masika to ask how to retake Neverland and rid it of the Pan demon.”

	We nodded and then my eyes widened.  On the morrow?  I blurted, “We need to find a containment cage for Mandy.  The full moon of Neverland is every night, and she will shift upon its rising.  We can't allow her to infect anyone here and start the nightmare of the lycan contagion in another realm.”

	She sat up straighter and looked at Amanda, eyes wide.  “I hadn't thought...”  Then she nodded, “We can come up with something, I'm sure my men can help in a Make-Believe of a box with silver bars.”

	She smirked and said, “And I'm sure we three could likely do it ourselves since, as the Pan said, girls from our realm have more imagination.”

	Mandywolf said as her tail twitched in humor, “Well you and I, elf-girl there isn't exactly mortal.”

	I scrunched my nose at the smug looking munchkin.

	Wendy looked surprised. “Not mortal?  Elf-girl?”

	Amanda waved it off.  “She's one of Perchta's children.  Elf.  Long story, but her pointed ears are what made the Lost Boys think she was a fairy.  Then, poof, they fairy-ed her ass.”

	The pirate covered her mouth, I could tell she was smiling as she said, “Oh my.”  

	Yes, very funny... not.

	Just then a furiously ringing bell sounded from outside, and a voice was calling out, “Sails on the horizon!”

	It was Wendy's turn to growl and echo some of Mandy's words, “For fuck's sake.”  Then she looked at Amanda as she gathered her weapons from the table and put her cap back on, “Stay in the cabin where it's safe.”

	The determined look on the woman's face, and the fierce anticipation of a fight had me swallowing at how menacing and imposing of a figure she stuck that was at odds with the pretty woman's innocence and vulnerability she had just shown us.  Just then, she wasn't Wendy, she was the Hook.

	Then that impression was swept away when she blushed as Mandywolf stomped to the door like a petulant child, tail swishing in annoyance while she growled out, “Not a little girl.”

	Wendy chuckled. “Right.  Sorry.”  Then we went out to face a new threat.

	



	


Chapter 8 – The Magistrate

	Men were scrambling on the deck, and I could hear the telltale sounds of wheels from cannons being pulled forward below decks as the men prepared for a battle.   The sails were being reconfigured for a chase as they caught the wind and snapped tight, the ship lurching forward with the force of it.

	I had been on many tall ships in my time, and I have to say that the Sea Devil put most of them to shame with her quickness.

	Wendy was shouting orders and men were rushing to comply, snapping out, “Aye aye Captain,” or “Yes Hook!”  They were a well-oiled machine.

	Mandy asked, “What can we do to help?”

	The captain looked down at her, regarded her a moment, pursed her lips then said, “Fly to the crow's nest and call out distance and numbers?”  Her eyes narrowed when she said that like she was looking for something in Mandy.

	My little wolf furrowed her brow then looked up and made a grunting sound, but nothing happened.  Then before anyone could say anything Wendy was saying, “Listen to me Amanda, don't think.  The moment you don't believe, you will lose it forever.  Look at me.”

	Mandy did, and the Pirate Queen told her with surety, “Of course you can fly, you were doing it when you arrived on the ship.  It is as easy as riding a bike.  Just think of when you were happiest in your life, and imagine just gliding to it, because it makes your heart soar.”

	Amanda's eyes flicked to me and a smile which conveyed all her love, grew on her lips, and then she was in front of me, hovering off the deck her head at Wendy's shoulder.

	The woman looked at my mate with pride, I knew she was forgetting Mandy was not a child again, it was easy to forget.  She praised her, “Well done, you.  Now, remember that of course, you can fly, always.  Never forget, or you will lose it.”

	Mandy smiled like a pleased chipmunk and nodded.  Then she stopped and narrowed an eye at her. “Hey, you did that on purpose to see if I could.”

	Wendy booped her nose with a finger and winked.  Then she said to the two of us, “Now you are ready to fight.  Stay by my side, things are about to get rough.”  

	We nodded, and I realized how quickly we were deferring to her, just like we did the Red Hood.  She had that kind of presence and confidence.

	We turned to the horizon where three ships were falling far behind, casualties of our speed, but one giant four master was gaining on us.  Wendy hissed, “The Magistrate.  Will he never learn?”

	Then she vaulted into the air to just below the Crow's nest, and Mandy followed, her tail swishing in anticipation of battle.  I buzzed off of Hook's shoulder to the space between them.  She said, “Now if you break the sphere of influence of the Sea Devil, you'll be susceptible to the Pan's magics again.  You'll be ok so long as he doesn't show up.  But it might be best if you stayed on the ship until we see Masika tomorrow.  If anyone can protect you from his influence, she can.”

	I swallowed, animalistic fear of losing my will chilling my blood and making my sparkling dust sift off of me in dark purples and blacks.  I saw my girl go pale too.  She, more than me, hated the feeling of being a trapped animal while someone controlled her.  She nodded.

	Then the Hook made a hand signal, it was inevitable that the other ship would overtake us.  And with that signal, everyone went into motion.  At the ship's wheel and the masts and sails, men went into a flurry of activity, and the ship started side sliding in the water we had turned about so quickly, using the kinetic energy and momentum already in the ship to turn us about.

	Sails pulled tight as they were reangled, and with a huge whupping sound of snapping canvas, we started tacking, sailing directly at the approaching ship.  Sea battles were something I wished to never experience again.  But here we were.

	My farsight could see the captain of the other ship, a vicious smile on his face as they came at us.  They were the eyes of a zealot.  I inhaled, steeled myself, and drew my bow.  This was not going to be fun.

	I did a double take at Wendy, who was looking at me oddly.  She caught me looking back, and she shrugged with an amused smile. “Sorry.  It's just that I've never seen a fairy armed with anything other than a twig carved into a knife, or fairy steel before.”

	I opened my mouth to point out I wasn't a fairy when my smug looking mate clapped her hands saying, “I believe in fairies, I do, I do.”  Two things happened at once as she smirked at me like the cat who had caught the mouse.  I felt a surge of energy in me, and the Pirates around us clapped too repeating her words.

	What in the name of the Goddess just happened?  And why did it seem they all knew something I didn't about my current form?  I'll have to read this child's tale of Peter Pan if we ever get out of Neverland.

	I did my best impression of my Mandywolf pouting as I muttered to the smug and smiling little girl, “Not a fairy.”

	This did nothing to alleviate her smugness as she shot me a, 'now you know how it feels' look.  We both looked over to some chuckling.  The captain was shaking her head and asked us, “Do you know how strange it is to hear a child and a fairy bantering like an old married couple?  You sound like my parents.”

	Her smile immediately dropped as soon as she mentioned her parents.  By she who had breathed life into us all, you could almost reach out and touch the heartache surrounding her.  Then she forced a smile and teased, “Just don't start flirting or anything, intellectually I know you're adults, but my eyes see something else.”

	I blinked at her, then looked at my mate and blinked again.  What if we were stuck like this?  What if we couldn't get whatever spell, whatever Make-Believe the Lost Boys put on us dispelled?  We couldn't possibly be mates like this.  My Mandy was stuck as a child, and I was tiny compared even to her.  I swallowed.  We'd have to adapt to our new reality if that was the case.  Would I... lose my Mandywolf then?

	Wendy chastising Mandy knocked me out of my depressing spiral of thoughts.  “Put those away, you're going to hurt yourself or someone else.”

	Amanda was just hovering there, her mouth hanging open, her guns drooping in her grips as Wendy mothered her some more. “There will be enough killing as it is, and you don't need to be...”  She trailed off as Mandy's tail stopped swishing and her head drooped as she holstered the guns.  “Oh god.  Sorry.  It's just hard to reconcile your reality.  I didn't mean to... I'm just feeling protective about you.”

	I smiled, she had strong maternal instincts.  She'd no doubt go into denial if someone pointed out she was likely acting like her mother had when she was growing up.  Then I froze.  By the sacred garden... I had an inkling why she was acting more and more the maternally toward my little wolf, who was starting to do as she was told by the Pirate Queen.

	This world was a dangerous one if imagination could warp reality.  Was it my seeing Wendy and Mandy as mother and daughter influencing them in some way?  And then it being bolstered by their own imaginations, snowballing it?

	Amanda punctuated my thought as she pouted, “But, I was just...”

	Wendy stopped her. “Don't but me.  I know what you were...”  She hesitated then exhaled, knowing she was doing it again as I tried to curb my imagination.

	She said more patiently, “It's fine.  I think we have a problem that is influencing us that we need to sort out later.  But right now, stay with me when we engage ladies.  We don't want any bloodshed, but there inevitably is when Captain Horton is involved.”

	She dropped to the deck of the ship, and we followed suit as she said, “The Sea Devil never fires first.  And we try to disable the enemy vessels and then run for the Nothing.  And same with our side arms, if we are boarded.”

	She patted her flintlock pistol on her hip and nudged her chin to Mandy's guns.  “We fire to defend and repel.”

	She looked at Amanda and had that protective look again as she looked to debate what more unpleasantness she should share.  Then she crouched and reached back behind my girl to tuck her ponytail into her jacket saying as she laid a hand on her cheek, “That could be grabbed and used in hand to hand combat.”  Then she stood and exhaled telling us the unsavory part, “Any dead receive a sea burial to feed the mermaids.  It is the boon I owe them.”

	Then with her face painted in worry, she asked, “Maybe you should hide in the cabin, would you be effective in combat if we are boarded?”

	Mandy growled in frustration and punched a bollard on the deck, splintering it, a look of indignation on her face.

	Wendy flicked a finger to point at her as she squinted one eye and grinned, “Right.  Wolf.  You make a persuasive point, I always heard how strong the cursed were.  But as I said, I had never met one before I was kidnapped by the Pan.”

	She turned to me. “A fairy would make a grand prize for the Magistrate.  Since you don't have any experience being one, you can't be much help except as a distraction, and you can drizzle some burning and itching fairy dust on them.  So keep out of reach of...”

	With a quick whistling sound, an arrow plunged through the cracked bollard, the projectile regaining it's full size as it left my bow, and I had a second arrow nocked and ready.

	She blinked twice as other pirates gasped or made grunts of alarm.  “Alrighty then.  Never mind.”

	Her toothy grin had us all chuckling.

	Then with a sweeping motion with her good arm, she pulled Mandy behind her as we completed a tack and were pointed directly toward the bow of the oncoming vessel.  She said as Amanda peeked around her long pirate's coat, “Get ready.”

	I could see two cannon barrels slide out of ports on the front of the enemy ship as the two vessels lumbered toward each other like a slow-motion game of chicken.  We were close enough now to hear Captain Horton yelling out, “Fire!”

	Then in puffs of black and grey smoke, the cannons fired on us.  One shot hitting the water to port the other one hitting our bow, but a ripple of amber energy attuned like the ringing of a huge bell, deflected the shot.

	I glanced at Wendy, who was looking at the bow of the Sea Devil through the loop of her hook.  Had she done that?  I didn't get the chance to ask as she was pointing her cutlass at the enemy ship, yelling “Fire!”

	Not two, but four cannons boomed.  Through the puffs of hazy smoke produced by the expended black powder, I saw two holes torn in the sails of the oncoming ship, and one cannonball struck the crow's nest of the center mast.  I noted with approval that the Sea Devil gunners were trying to disable the oncoming enemy, not sink her.

	The captain leapt to the ship's wheel, moving her first mate from it.  We followed as she shouted, “Loose the sheets!  Hard to port!  Ready cannons!”  Then she was spinning the huge wheel like it were nothing in her hand and hook.  The move ate up all the kinetic energy in the ship as we side slid at the same time the approaching ship did.

	It was fast, but it felt like time slowed as I watched the ships present their broadsides to each other.  I could see the ovals of the cannon barrels become rounder as the ships swung into position to fire, as the ships almost came to rest.

	I could hear the simultaneous commands to, “Fire!”

	It was deafening, and the ship shook and rolled up slightly from the force of so many cannons being fired at once.  Through the thick choking smoke I saw two of the enemy ship's masts reduced to splinters as amber energy thrummed in a long drawn out tone as Wendy looked through her Hook.

	She gasped as a couple shots made it through, one taking out a railing, the other hitting the heavy timbers the ship was made of.  And its reduced velocity had it just bouncing off the hull.  I could tell by the look on her face, she couldn't do that particular trick again.

	She cursed under her breath, something about being too close this time.  And she yelled out, “Hoist the sails!”

	What was she... my thought was cut short by dozens upon dozens of ropes with hooks on them being tossed from the decks of the enemy ship.  The deck was lined with men!  Hook was calling out, “Philipe!”  And a grizzled man with long stringy black hair ran along slicing ropes with a cutlass as they tightened, while other pirates tried to dislodge the hooks that had gained purchase.

	The men on the other ship tied the ropes off as the sails of the Sea Devil caught the wind.  The lines tightened, some snapped, but we were caught, instead of breaking free, our increased momentum swung us into a collision with the other tall ship.

	Men cheered on the other ship as they fired flintlocks then pulled cutlasses, ready to board.  A thunderous wave of return fire came from our deck, then our men started diving over the railings to engage the enemy with their daggers, cutlasses, and clubs.

	Hook looked to her first mate who took the wheel.  I saw men running along trying to disengage the two ships while others on the other side were slapping more substantial grapples onto the pirate ship.

	Swords clashing and clanking and men yelling filled the air.  I remember this sort of fight.  Bloody in comparison to modern engagements.  Wendy called to us through the din of battle, “Stay behind me, Amanda.”  And she flew toward the enemy vessel.

	I shook my head at the futility of her words as my Mandywolf, in her adorable pirate's outfit, flipped through the air over Wendy, landing with one little pink gun drawn and one baton, growling and snarling her intent.

	Wendy hesitated, just an instant, and blinked in surprise as Mandy caught a cutlass on her baton and shoved her pistol up in the soldier's gut. It lifted him off the ground and running forward, Mandy bowled over three or four other men as she emptied a magazine through the man's gut in a non vital area, striking the others as she went, yelled out, “Bangbangbang!”

	She spun in place as she reloaded, striking kneecaps with her baton, causing more men to fall.  Then she winked at us in her cocky manner and then just started walking forward, ignoring the battle around her as she screamed out a challenge, firing her gun the whole time, shooting out the kneecaps of man after man as she headed toward the captain.

	I smirked at Wendy, and she smiled, a look of pride on her face, then we nodded and chased after our tiny pink whirling dervish.  I fired arrows over and over, pinning men to railings or knocking their swords from their grips.

	I tried sifting dust on some, to do that burning itching thing, but I had no clue how it worked.  The most I got was one soldier sneezing violently.  I tried kicking him in the face, but even with my enhanced strength, he out massed me by order of magnitude, and it only sent me flying back in the air.

	So... I went back to my bow as it seemed to be the only way I could affect anyone in this world of giants I now lived in.  I thanked the Goddess for her gifts as I drew back on the bowstring and fired into the raging battle.

	I followed the trail of men groaning on the deck, some in danger of bleeding out, toward the captain's cabin.  I had lost track of Wendy.  I flew higher into the air avoiding shrouds and ratlines of the rigging.

	I glanced down and saw a man swing his flintlock toward me, and I loosed an arrow just as he pulled the trigger.  The tip of the arrow glowed with a brilliant white light as the power of the goddess imbued in the arrow cleaved the musket ball in two, before the arrow embedded itself in the barrel of his weapon.

	In the din of battle, I could hear the clanging of one cutlass over them all as it hit with unmatched force and ferocity.  I looked down to see Wendy, shrouded in her long coat and cap, her heavy boots trudging forward one step at a time without slowing.  She parried blows, slashed with incredible force, disabling all the men who tried to stand against her.  I admired the immense skill she exhibited as she alternated between slashing with the cutlass and parrying with her hook, that none of her strikes were killing blows.

	With single-minded purpose, she followed the trail of men on the deck, with wounds from their waists on down.  A lot holding legs that were bent at unnatural angles, as if their kneecaps had been smashed backward.  That would be my Mandywolf, and Hook's destination.

	I buzzed down quickly to land on Wendy's shoulder.  As soon as I landed, she instinctively hung her sword on her hook to reach up and snap out the leather collar of her jacket, causing it to shelter me before re-engaging the enemy.

	I looked at her determined face above me, lips pressed into a line, worry in her eyes, and was saddened by the knowledge she must have done that countless times for her Tinkerbell.  I fired to our right when a man swung down on a rope from the rigging toward us, a dagger in his teeth.  With a distressed sound, the man fell to the deck, onto one of his comrades.

	I caught the slight twitch at the corner of Wendy's mouth.  She appreciated my skill with my bow.

	My own smirk faltered at the smell of tainted wolf blood.  Mandy was injured.  I know I shouldn't worry, as she would heal almost as fast as she got injured, and I have seen her barely slowed down with wounds that would have killed a normal human.

	I heard her guns going off with a little girl shouting, “Bangbangbang!”  And the anguished cries from men just up ahead.  Then over the din of battle, I heard a little girl humming the Pirates of the Caribbean theme song.  I shook my head at how playful she was.

	She would have to start rationing her bullets soon.  This was but one engagement, and she has used half the magazines in her quick-load rig.  We didn't have anymore, and I'm sure that Neverland didn't have the advanced ammunition she required.

	I dove off Wendy's shoulder and buzzed through the mayhem toward Amanda.  I swooped around a grasping hand then between another man's legs and zipped up to just above head level to look around and smiled as I saw Mandywolf pulling a dagger from her side and returning it to the man who had thrown it... with deadly accuracy.

	She saw me and started to smile then froze.  I was too slow to react and found myself being scooped up into a thick glass jar.  I spun in my translucent prison to see Captain Horton... the Magistrate, with a look of victory on his face.

	It was the vibrations in my bones that gave me advanced warning.  I braced myself in the jar as the subsonic growl raised up into the audible range.  As Mandy darted forward in a blur that had even me gasping.  She was faster in this form than when she was an adult.  I had been just a bit faster than her when we first met, and she was a joy to spar with.  But if she had been this fast, even I wouldn't have been able to keep up with her.

	It wasn't until an instant before she collided with the Magistrate that I realized why she was so quick, her feet weren't moving, she was flying just a hair's breadth above the deck.  With the splintering of wood and a crunch that told me some ribs broke in the impact with the wall beside the stairs up to the poop deck, the Magistrate's mouth opened in a silent scream of pain.

	I looked out, and even though the distortion of the base of the jar as it and I fell to the deck to bounce around and swirled to a stop, I could see the man's feet were off the deck, being held against the wall by my Mandywolf, who had the man by... well by his man bits.  It was an absurd sight, this cute little pirate girl holding a man who out-massed her by at least a hundred fifty pounds, up against a wall that way.

	Wendy slid between them and ten or more men who surrounded them, about to lunge at Mandy with their blades.  She looked like some sort of specter, a ravager of doom, her eyes were the only thing to be seen in the shadow of her pirate's cap, and they were filled with the rage of a mother bear which would put demons to pause.

	She spread her arms, looking imposing and deadly as she bellowed in a commanding tone, “Enough!  Don't you dare lay a blade on my daughter!”  Then she slammed her arms together, crossing her blade with her hook.  Just before they hit together, I could feel the world warping around us, as if power were being pulled from every recess of creation.

	A bright golden light seemed to suck into the two pieces of metal and time was unmoving, then with the tolling of a bell that almost deafened my enhanced hearing, all the power was released in an inexorable wave.  It seemed to skip over me, Amanda, and her captive.  But all the men and loose gear around us went flying back as the wave hit them, flung like rag dolls in all directions.  One of the undamaged masts cracked and splintered as the power sliced through it, it slumped down two feet, suspended only by the rigging.

	She exhaled as she looked around as the fighting between the two crews stopped, everyone looking at her in either fear or awe.  She corrected herself, “I mean my friend.”  

	Oh, she had called her her daughter, and I had compared her to a mother bear.  Had I done it again, my imagination reinforcing my earlier thoughts?  I had to fix this.

	Then she turned slowly, ominously to look at Captain Horton, who Mandy held pinned against the wall, still in too much pain to cry out.  I pounded on the glass, causing the jar to roll a bit.  Her eyes snapped down like she were ready to attack a threat and she saw me.  I could see the moment of rage in her as she was reminded that this was the fate of her love.

	She looked through the open space in her hook and blew.  The glass of the jar tinged then cracked and then fell apart around me.  I buzzed up to her shoulder, and she again protectively flicked her collar over me.

	She stepped up to the man, and I realized just how tall Wendy was.  The Magistrate wasn't a tall man, maybe five foot nine, and she was looking him in the eye with his feet a couple inches off the ground.  It was so hard for me to judge height in my diminutive state.

	Without looking down, she said, “Mandy, release him.”

	My girl growled, and Wendy said with the tone of patience one reserved for a misbehaving loved one, “Amanda.”

	Then with a huff and pout, my girl dropped the man and crossed her arms across her chest as her tail twitched in indignation, “Fine.  You never let me do anything fun.”  

	The man fell to his knees, grasping his crotch as he sucked in a shuddering breath of air.

	I flitted down to her and placed a hand on her cheek as I landed on her shoulder and started looking her over for injuries.  I could see many holes in her jacket, tinged with traces of blood, but any injuries she may have incurred were long since healed. She leaned her cheek into the contact.

	Hook slowly swung her blade toward the Magistrate, the act somehow making the friction in the air causeing the tip of the cutlass hum.  Then she said, “Captain Horton...  Have your men stand down.  You may one day have your victory, but it is not this day.”  She tapped the tip of her hook on the blade, sending it singing again.  “Your lust for the power of the artifact will be your undoing.”

	I looked around to see our pirates disarming the rest of the soldiers.  The man grunted then spit on her boot, growling out a derisive, “Hook.”

	She raised his chin with the tip of her blade, and he nodded almost imperceptibly, and she just smiled, slid her blade absently into its scabbard and turned away from the man like he was of no further consequence.  To his credit, he didn't try to attack.

	She put her hand out, and Mandy put her little hand in it, and they took to the air, I followed in a buzzing trail of sparkling dust.  By the Goddess, this woman was as Mandy would say, badass.

	Men were already finishing up cutting all the grappling lines and dumping the boarding ladders... and bodies of the slain into the water.  I could see ripples in the waves heading our way.  The mermaids would get their due.

	As soon as the last pirate returned to our deck, then the order was given to sail into the Nothing for repairs.  I joined Wendy as she sat on the steps up to the poop deck, while she pulled Mandy onto her lap and I sat on my little wolf's knee.

	Wendy said as we watched the crippled ship get smaller as we left her to the horizon, “We need to talk.  I think I've accidentally made a Make-Believe, I feel more and more that you're my daughter, Amanda, even though it isn't true.”

	I was about to open my mouth to share that it was likely me too, as I couldn't control this magic of imagination that seemed to be part of Neverland, but Amanda spoke first, surprising me with a shrug as she said, “I actually don't mind.  My own mom wasn't anything to write home about.”

	I sighed, wishing I could take away that particular heartache of my girl's.

	Then she added with an embarrassed look, “And I keep finding myself acting like a kid.  The Lost Boys really put the whammy on me.”

	The infamous Captain Hook just nodded and kissed the top of her head as she looked at the sun, now low on the horizon.  She stood, placing Mandy on the deck, then swatted her butt lightly and said, “Come on now, we need to set up a silver cage with your name on it for tonight.”

	She offered her hand and Mandy took it as the captain looked to the horizon, just before it was swallowed up by the fog of the Nothing we sailed into, “Tomorrow, we see the Voodoo Queen.”

	



	


Chapter 9 – Unexpected

	That was the most surreal night of my life.  Amanda fell asleep on a bench while Wendy gathered the pirates around her.  She explained what they needed, and all of these men, concentrated hard, casting a Make-Believe, gasping and panting.  While I didn't feel anything close to the power of the Lost Boys when they were all spinning their imaginations through the fabric of reality, there was still a respectable amount of magic in the air.

	I could see the large crate that was in front of us shimmering and changing slowly into what amounted to a cell reinforced with steel bands and silver weaving all throughout.  It wavered, and Wendy smirked at me and sighed out, “Men.”  Then prompted me, “Shall we help?”

	Oh... ok, I had done this once.  I imagined a wolf containment cage with Full Moon Bars and could feel the power of Hook's imagination ripple past, feeling almost like an unstoppable force.  I slipped again, seeing how cute Mandy was, snoring on the bench as her little tail twitched, and when the containment cage solidified, it again looked like a pink puppy carrier, only this time, human-sized.

	By the grace of the Mother, my Mandywolf was going to kill me.  Wendy cocked an amused eyebrow at me, and I shrugged, having the common sense enough to blush in embarrassment over my slip.  This imagination magic was really finicky.  Just one stray thought can change the outcome.

	I buzzed over to the sleeping wolf girl and prompted, “We need to get her out of her clothes, or they will be shredded.”  I tugged on her jacket lapel to no avail.

	Wendy looked confused then alarmed.  She didn't know much about the cursed.  She had only been a child and hadn't ever seen someone who was infected go through the agony of the change before.

	She nodded and slipped over to the bench to sit down.  She stroked Mandy's hair, then coaxed her as she pulled her into her lap, taking her hat off and starting to remove her damaged pirate coat, “Come on sweetie.  Time to get ready for bed.  We gotta get your clothes off.”

	Mandywolf yawned and stretched and half opened her eyes, she looked exhausted.  She nodded, still half asleep and let us undress her.  Then Wendy wrapped her in a blanket as my girl resumed snoring.

	I could feel the transition from day to night as the light shifted in the fog of the Nothing.  I urged her, “Place her in the cage now, there's no more time.”  

	Wendy rushed to comply and carefully, lovingly set Amanda down and then closed the door.

	I buzzed up to stop her from opening the cage again when the screaming started.  I told her, not breaking eye contact with her, “It is normal.  It is the curse reshaping her into the beast that lives inside her.”

	I placed a tiny hand on her outreached one and squinted my eyes in my own mental anguish as the screams continued while they morphed into yowls, whimpers, and howls of pain.  Then it was over.

	I turned to the cage when there were no snarls and growls as the wolf inside my mate lunged at the bars.  My brow furrowed in confusion as I turned while Wendy looked on in anticipation, not knowing what to expect.

	In the middle of the cage was a fluffy little, black furred wolf pup, sitting up, with both confusion and horror in its eyes as she lifted a paw in front of her and turned it from side to side, examining it.  She whimpered and skittered back when she flexed and razor sharp, talon-like claws snicked out.  Those recurved claws were as sharp as any steel.

	Wendy said as she watched, “This isn't too bad.  I heard the horror stories as a little girl, of the crazed and bloodthirsty rages that took over when one of the cursed went wolf.”

	I flew to the bars to look in as I said in a small voice, “They do.  This... isn't normal.  Something's wrong.”

	The pup looked up at me, her eyes widening as she moved in a blink of an eye to the bars, making strange guttural sounds.  She looked confused and looked up at me again, making those noises again.  I realized she was trying to speak.  I swallowed and asked carefully, “Amanda?”

	She nodded and sat, the whole movement looking overly cute except the fear I saw in her eyes.  I spun in the air and buzzed up to a concerned looking Pirate Queen.  “This isn't right.  The beast should have taken over.  But she's still in there.”

	I buzzed between my pup and Wendy. Then asked the blinking wolf, “Mandywolf?  Do you understand me?”  

	She nodded and started looking at her paws again.  She made a multi-syllable gruffing sound that sounded too suspiciously like, “Well, fuck me.”  

	I chuckled and said, “Language, love.”  I knew my girl too well.

	The captain just watched us, then said to nobody in particular, “Maybe the Sea Devil is shielding her from part of the curse?  Like it can shield you from Pan's influence?”

	I nodded as I thought it through out loud. “They are both demon magics, and the Trickster was much more powerful than Pan.  So likely it is only blocking as much as it can?  Where it can't stop the transformation, it suppresses the beast?”

	I looked at the cage and then flew between the bars, Wendy lurched forward, “Robyn!”

	I shook my head and said, “Her wolf recognizes me as her mate, and won't hurt me.”  Amanda just sat there as I landed on her muzzle.  I looked deep into her eyes and could see her intelligence.  It was my girl looking back at me in fluffy puppy mode.

	I asked, “If we let you out, will you behave?”

	She nodded, making me take to the air to stop from falling off her wet nose.  I pointed an accusing finger.  “You know you have to be extra careful not to bite anyone?”  

	She nodded again and crossed her heart with a paw, giving me puppy dog eyes.  

	It was possibly the most adorable thing I have ever seen. 

	I fluttered back out to land on Hook's shoulder and said, “Go ahead.  Let her out.  This is... it is unexpected and close to a miracle.  I have another friend who keeps her humanity when she is wolf.”

	Wendy looked from the cage to me, then her eyes locked on the small but dangerous looking pup.  I still saw concern and compassion in her gaze.  “Are you sure?”

	I nodded.

	Wendy reached over carefully, waiting for our girl to lunge, and when she didn't, she unlocked the cage.  Amanda walked out clumsily, growling back like she was chastising her rear legs as she tried to figure out how everything worked.

	Then the pirate crouched and put her hand in front of Mandy's nose.  When Mandy sat on her fluffy butt and growled, looking affronted, I chuckled and said, “She's not a dog, Wendy.  My Mandy is still in there.”

	She nodded then scooped the pup up and cuddled her to her chest and kissed the top of her head.  “We'll fix this, baby, I promise.”  

	Amanda exhaled in a huff then laid her head on Wendy's shoulder.  It was too cute.  I landed in front of her nose, and Mandy sniffed then half sneezed at me, getting me wet.

	I looked at myself and then flicked her nose, “Eww... now I have to get cleaned up.”  She... didn't look repentant.  I muttered, “Bad dog,” and she chuffed in amusement.

	Wendy shook her head.  “Children, please.”

	Mandy yawned long and hard, her eyelids looking droopy.  With a smile, Wendy was in motion, heading back up to her cabin as she asked my girl in her arms, “What are we going to do with you?”  Adding as she passed the quartermaster, “Bring her clothes to my cabin.”

	The man went into motion saying, “Aye Captain.” 

	After we arrived in her cabin, Wendy laid an already sleeping pup on one of the pillows on the ornate bed in the corner, then she stroked the fuzzy looking downy fur on my girl before turning to another task.

	She moved over to sit at the table and looked over Amanda's gear and clothing.  She cleaned off the blood from the weapon's rig with a basin of water then an oiled rag as she asked me, “Can you do something about her clothes?  They're in tatters, and I would assume the boys hadn't thought of making her any additional clothes when they... umm... regressed her age?”

	I buzzed over and stood on the table as she muttered, “You'd think she'd be a little more careful than this.  She could have been seriously hurt.”

	I chuckled, causing her to look up from her task to see my smug look.  It prompted a grin from her.  “What, you imp?”

	I rolled my eyes. “Words like careful, subtle, and tactful aren't in my girl's vocabulary.  You may as well be telling the storm not to rage.”

	My smirk returned. “The lycan contagion makes her stronger, faster, and more resilient than a normal mortal, coupled with a healing factor that makes her throw caution to the wind.  She can take a lot of abuse and pain because she is usually single-minded in her determination and she knows that her body will heal just about anything that is thrown at her.”

	She smiled patiently and said, “I know, it's just...” She hesitated... “Dear lord, I'm acting like my mother.  I'm going to have to fix this, I fear it's my fault that I...”

	I interrupted, squinting an eye as the dust sifting from my wings turned a light pink.  “I think I'm at fault too.  I can't help thinking that whenever you are holding her hand or having her sit on your lap, how you look like an adorable mother and daughter.  I don't know how the magic works in this realm, and I fear it is far more dangerous than I can imagine.”

	She looked over to the sleeping pup then back to me, and I stopped her by adding, “Honestly, what harm can it do?  She's never had loving parents, so I think she actually likes it.  We can pretend for just a bit more, can't we?  Until we get ourselves back to normal and find a way home?”

	She hesitated then sighed. “I guess it isn't the worst thing.  And she is sort of adorable.”

	I nodded then winked. “Just don't let her hear you say that.”

	She chuckled then nudged her chin at the torn and stained Hello Kitty pirate outfit.  I buzzed over to it and asked, “You've a needle and thread?  I should be able to handle one.”

	She cocked her head, then her eyes widened, and she blushed slightly as she said, “Oh, I'm so sorry, Robyn.  I keep forgetting you're not a real fairy like my Tink.  She could sift her dust on torn or broken things to mend them... fairy magic.”

	I cocked my head at the clothing and contemplated it, glancing back at the dust sparkling in the oil lamp light.  I asked, with a squinted eye.  “Just... dust them?”

	She chuckled low and smoky, then said, “I'm not sure really.  She just... did it.  I think fairy magic is all intent.  She can't do big things, but small things like this, like mending fabrics or repairing nicks in a blade...”

	I repeated, “All intent.”  I considered it then I imagined the clothing as it used to be and hovered up over them.  I buzzed my wings quickly, then sneezed at the amount of dust that exploded from them.  The sneeze had me rocketing backward, just to be deftly caught in Hook's cupped hand.

	She chuckled and teased, “Worst fairy, ever.”  

	I stomped her hand and pouted, coaxing a grin from her.  

	Then we peered down at the clothing, covered in a heap of sparkling dust.  How had I generated that much?  It was more volume than myself.

	She took a pouch off her hip and opened it, and I could feel the power emanating from it that tasted like mine, only much, much more intense.  True fairy dust.  She scooped the dust into the bag as she told me in a serious tone.  “People will literally kill to get their hands on fairy dust.  Be careful when you do things like this, and only use what will be burned out by the task.”

	She lifted the little pirate jacket and shook the remaining dust from it and smiled at me.  “Well done, Tin... umm, Robyn.”  

	I was pleased to see the jacket looking clean, undamaged, and pristine.  Then hesitated.  I shouldn't be proud I'm able to do fairy magic.  I needed to get back to normal.

	Her verbal slip looked to hit her like a physical blow, it was plain to see how much she missed her love.  To keep her mind off of it, I landed on her knee when she sat back to look at our girl.  Then I cocked my head and prompted, “You say that the Lost Boys don't age unless the Pan consumes their imagination and emotion?”

	She nodded and cocked her head at me as I pressed forward. “He had, over the years, brought you close to adulthood before you escaped?”

	She nodded again and provided, “I looked more like the sixteen or seventeen-year-olds back home.  And almost as old as the Lost Boys who were used up and became oldies... adults.”

	I cocked my head and looked at the dangerous yet alluring woman as she removed her cap to put on the table and shrugged out of her jacket to drape on the back of her chair.  She would have been a rare beauty in my day, a combination of femininity and physical power, like our Goldilocks.

	Then she shrugged. “Time claims all who are not with the Lost Boys, except on the Sea Devil, where that same power of imagination is gathered through the artifact.  As long as I stay on board her, I do not age.  It is only my time ashore or when hunting the islands for where the Pan has hidden my Tink away that time has passed for me over the past century.  Why?  How old do I look now?  I don't really have anyone to gauge my apparent age by.  Everyone looked old to me when I was taken.”

	I regarded her and buzzed up to her shoulder and settled on it, kicking my feet idly as I sat on my hands.  I said, “I'm more long-lived than I care to admit, but by mortal standards, you look to be about Parker's age.  So around twenty-five or six.”

	She blinked, her voice a hoarse whisper, “Mom was twenty-five the last time I saw her.”  She took the hook off her stump and sat it on the table in front of her, and she flicked it, causing a tone to rise again, like a tuning fork, and she replayed her last memory of her mother again.  She looked to me as she froze the scene and twisted it in the air with a motion of her hand, letting her fingers drift through her mother's cheek.

	She spoke wistfully, “I wonder, do I look like her?  I can never see it in the mirror, I only see what I have become.”

	I nodded to her and said, “There is a lot of her in you, especially in the eyes.  A strength balanced with kindness.”

	She smiled sadly and let the image dissolve.  Then she nodded and stood, it was like rising up into the sky.  She moved Mandy's things to hang on some pegs fastened in a bedpost and said, “I'm going to get some rest while I can.  They'll be coming to get me once the repairs are complete.  I want to get cleaned up first.”

	Then she started stripping out of her clothes and froze when she saw me studying the ceiling planks intensely.  She stopped with her shirt half untoggled.  “Oh, sorry, again, I keep forgetting you're not a real fairy.  They don't have any modesty.”

	I shrugged and blushed.  She chuckled as I buzzed over to snuggle into the soft downy belly fur of my Mandywolf as I said in a voice higher pitched than normal, “Oh, no.  It's fine.  I'm just going to take a little nap then.”

	She rolled her eyes at me as she shrugged her shirt back on and took her boots off, each clunking heavily to the floor.  With her good hand, she reached over and pulled the privacy curtain on her bed, calling out from the other side.  “Better?”

	I chuckled at the funny woman, then sighed and laid back into the seductive warmth of my little wolf.  I'm not sure what happened next, because I was out almost the moment I closed my eyes for a moment.

	



	


Chapter 10 – Sea Hag

	The sound of the cabin door closing woke me hours later.  I looked over to see Wendy, propping her head up on one arm, gently smoothing down Mandy's fur as she just looked at her with parental propriety.  She saw me wake and smiled at me.  “You were out like a log.  Are you sure you're getting enough sugar?  Fairies burn a ton of energy.”

	I blinked and shrugged.  “The last I ate was in your cabin.”

	She nodded and reached to her side table and took a sliced strawberry half out of a wooden bowl and handed it to me.  I had to take it with both hands.  I narrowed an eye at her, causing her to smirk, then I rolled my eyes, whispered a prayer to the Goddess, then bit into it.  It hit me like a bomb.  I felt completely reenergized the moment I swallowed.  My eyes widened then I proceeded to eat the fruit that was the size of my head, and still felt a little peckish as she watched me.

	Then she asked as she looked at her... our girl again.  “How long will she sleep?  The men say the repairs are done and we're setting sail for the Grotto. Masika will want to speak with you, then I want to see if we can rescue my Tinkerbell, you and Amanda showed great skill, and it may be enough to tip the scale against the Pan.”

	I looked at the wolf pup and said with wonder.  “Truthfully, I don't know, this is something new.  The change usually enrages her wolf, and it will thrash against the bars for hours before settling down.”

	Then I admitted my carelessness.  “Unless I calm her.  She recognizes me as her mate so she will snap and bluster, but not harm me.  Then she'll curl around me protectively, and we'll sleep.  This is the first time she remained... well, her inside.  I'd like her to sleep as long as she can since you have twenty-four hour nights here.”

	She narrowed one eye and said in a slightly chastising tone, “Isn't that reckless?  I mean, I heard all the stories about the cursed and how they were single-minded killing machines.”

	I shrugged. “Maybe.  But they aren't as single-minded as people believe.  They, like any wild animal, have three instincts, hunt, kill, mate.  All are equally as strong, so for me, it isn’t as big of a risk as it may seem.”

	She nodded at that, and then she smirked and whispered, “And being a little poof-ball like this, she doesn't look very threatening.”

	I crinkled my nose. “I know, right?”  Then as a sobering warning, I added, “But make no mistake, outside the Sea Devil, even as small as she is, she'd be even more dangerous than her human form is, and can spread the curse with a single bite.”

	She inhaled deeply then nodded.  We both turned slowly when our topic of discussion whined a little.  I gave a toothy grin, and Wendy tried to look innocent when we saw our pup had one eye open watching us.  I said, chagrin over being caught talking behind her back apparent in my voice, “Oh, hi love.  You still in there?”

	She looked away, in a doggy pout.  Yup, she was there.  I'd get an earful from her later, now that I admitted I made a habit of entering her cage at night to calm her wolf.

	Wendy smiled at us then told Mandywolf.  “We're sailing to the Grotto now.  We'll be there by morning, the night is almost over.”  

	The pup nodded, and it was still disconcerting to see human intelligence in its eyes.

	We watched in fascination as Wendy geared up after she changed out of her sleepwear.  She had almost as many hidden weapons on her as Mandy carried in her weapon's rig.  And when she donned that well-worn pirate's cap, she looked so imposing and impressive.

	Then we went out on deck.  The Hook called out, “Stay away from the wolf pup, she's not safe.”  A chorus of, “Aye aye Captain,” rippled among the men.  Then Mandy trotted over, still a little clumsily to the railing, and she looked between two carved wood balusters and whimpered as the ship seemed to burst through the fog of the Nothing, the mist seeming to try to hang onto the ship until it trailed behind us and rejoined the billowing banks of it that surrounded the realm.

	She sat and whined, silhouetted in the moon which covered half the horizon.  I buzzed to land beside her, taking a handful of fur to look at the sight she has not seen in the years since she was infected, the full moon.

	The captain joined us, squatting and placing a hand on Mandy's back.  Then my girl lifted her little muzzle to the sky, and a tiny and mournful howl came from her throat.  I tipped my head back and let my tiny voice join her's.

	Then before I knew it, the Pirate Queen lent her howl to the song of pain and longing.  Soon, every hand was on deck doing the same as they moved to the rail to sing to the moon goddess who looked so close that we could touch her.

	Everyone worked in a solemn silence after that while the moon slipped slowly into the water over the next couple hours, until a bell was tapped lightly and someone in the crow's nest whispered loudly down to the deck, “Land ho.  The Grotto is on the horizon!”

	Men went quickly and silently into motion.  The Captain and the man in the crow's nest were scanning the horizon in all directions with their spyglasses.  I understood, if someone saw the Sea Devil sailing into the Grotto, she would be easily trapped there by an enemy blockade.

	Then I panicked when I saw the clouds in the sky to the east being painted the pinks and oranges of the impending sunrise.  “We need to get Mandy into the cabin!”

	Our wolf pup was already trotting that way, knowing what was coming.  Wendy just scooped her up, and with long thudding strides, brought her to the cabin.  I zipped up to her ear and said, “You might want to wait out here, it is painful to watch.”

	She looked at the pup in her arms then me, and she took a deep breath to steel herself and stepped inside, me following.  No sooner had she set Mandy on a round rug which looked sort of Persian to me, then the wolf started twitching and convulsing as her back arched.

	Whimpers and howls of pain were replaced by the screaming anguish of a little girl.  Then she stopped and her back relaxed as Amanda looked up at us, smashing her lips to one side she said, “Well that just happened.”

	Much like fairies apparently, wolves didn't have much modesty as she just stood up, bare to the world, and made her way to her hanging clothes.  I looked over at Wendy, whose eyes were brimming with tears and anger.  Nobody liked seeing their child suffer.  I landed on her shoulder and placed a hand on her cheek and assured her, “She's fine.  She's used to it, and once it is over, there's no more pain.”

	I know she knew I was just trying to console her because even after all this time with my girl, it ate me up inside each time she changed.

	Amanda said as she showed her elongated canines in a snarl at the little pink pirate's cap before she smashed it on her head, “That was... I was a fucking wolf.  I...”

	Both Wendy and I snapped out in unison, “Mandy, language.”

	She looked sheepishly at Wendy and lowered her eyes in submission.  Hey, she never does that with me.  Then she continued, “That was the most surreal thing ever.  I mean, I know logically that I change into a werewolf in the full moon, but I'm never conscious of it.  It's like something that happens to a different person.  But this time, I... was the wolf.  Fur, claws, fangs and all.  Is that what Daria experienced all the time?”

	Then she looked at us and puffed up a bit, “Is it a fearsome beast?”

	I had to bite the inside of my cheek and said as seriously as I could muster, “Frightening.”

	Wendy was grinning like a loon as she widened her eyes and nodded, “Fearsome.”

	Amanda's lower lip puffed up as she pouted out, “I hate you both.”

	The fearsome Captain Hook, crouched, straightened the collar of Mandywolf's jacket, batted away the tail that was twitching in annoyance, then stood and said, “Come on young lady, you'll want to see the Grotto as we approach, it's both amazing and foreboding at the same time.”

	She absently dropped her hand, and Mandy took it, then we went back out when I landed on my little wolf girl's hat and kicked my feet lazily.  The two badasses made such a cute family.  Amanda eyeballed me, and I chuckled and shrugged and gave in. “It's such a fuzzy little floof, being a pup and all.”

	She looked mortified, then her expression changed to that of anticipation and wonder.  I followed her gaze to see an island growing on the horizon, that looked as wild as the one we first found ourselves on.  It had the caldera of a volcano, long extinct and overgrown by the jungle at its center.

	We seemed to be sailing right for a portion of that caldera that had collapsed into the sea, leaving a seaway entry into it.  I buzzed up above the Sea Devil a few hundred yards to look.  It was quite spectacular to see and had a dangerous natural beauty to it.

	Then I rejoined the girls, Wendy looked at me with her lips pursed.  Then she made sure we both knew the gravity of what she said next, “You really shouldn't leave the ship like that, even when we were boarded.  Outside the safety of the Sea Devil, you are susceptible to the Pan's influence.  It would take just one word from him to ensnare you again.”

	Mandy growled then prompted, “How can we help you get Tinkerbell back if we can't leave the ship?  There has to be...”

	The captain was nodding and interrupted my girl. “That is the other reason we need to see the Voodoo Queen.  She... well she is not of this realm and is immune to the Pan's abilities.  She has great power, and maybe she will know how to dampen the sway of his words.  We know that heavy exposure to fairy dust over a period of years can break his spell, so there must be other ways.”

	I nodded.  That made sense.  Then I asked, “Shouldn't I be immune since I'm sort of a fairy now?”

	She shrugged and chuckled. “I know nothing of magic, so I don't know how it works.  I'd guess that since you are not a real fairy, only having suffered a Make-Believe, that may have something to do with it.”

	Mandywolf offered to me, “Perhaps that's why you shook it off once before.  When I was freaking out after becoming human again that first morning at the treehouses.”

	Wendy blinked. “You shook it off?”  Then she got the other implication, “Amanda?  You regain your senses after you transform?”

	I nodded and landed on Hook's shoulder, sharing, “She was her old swearing self when she changed back.  And something about my concern for her made it so I could see through the fog of Peter's words.”

	Her eyes widened, and she started to look excited, but I held a hand up to stop her building enthusiasm, “But all it took was for him to reinforce his words again, and we enthralled again, his every word our reality, and I think he may somehow be using the Lost Boy's imagination to reinforce his commands somehow.”

	She nodded solemnly and said, “Likely.  I remember the power of his words, and how I just knew them to be true to the bottom of my soul, so I think subconsciously I was reinforcing that reality with my imagination while he held sway over me.  The combination of his influence combined with the reality-bending of the Lost Boy's imaginations makes Neverland a place of ultimate power for a being such as him.”

	I knew she was right, otherwise, why would he keep coming back to Neverland with children he kidnaps from other realms instead of staying in those realms.  Here, he was a self-made god.  I felt my ire growing but assured myself that false gods always fall.

	And now, it seemed his power was becoming a finite thing as he lost more and more Lost Boys to adulthood as he used them up, without being able to replenish his supply of young minds from the other realms now that Wendy was the master of the Sea Devil.

	I furrowed my brow, then looked back to the Nothing that surrounded all of this realm.  Was it... was it a cage, to keep the Pan in?  How long had the demon been here?

	Wendy grunted then said with grim determination, “In any case, mark my words, he will fall, and we will free Tinkerbell.”  She reached her good hand up, and with a quick snapping motion, her leather collar protectively arced over me.  Again, I was struck by how natural she made the action look.

	Men ran along the deck, adjust lines and sails, calling out orders, slacking the mainsails and lowering others as we glided between hazardous looking rocks that passed menacingly close to the ship's hull.  The island swallowed us up.

	We dropped anchor in a lagoon in the middle of the island, inside the dormant volcano.  I looked round to the amazing, ancient looking jungle, and I could feel life all around us.  This was a wonderland of nature unmatched by any I have seen, save Perchta's Garden.

	Though unlike my Goddess' garden, my heightened hearing could pick up the sounds of jaguar's screaming, and natural wolves huffing as they hunted their prey out in the trees.  There were big predators here, which likely stopped the indigenous animal populations from becoming more than the island could support.

	I used my farsight to look at the edges of the lagoon, motion in the water catching my attention.  At first, I thought mermaids until a prehistoric snout surfaced.  Craggy skin and large unblinking eyes, dangerous teeth all around.  Knowing what to look for I scanned around to find that they were everywhere.  Crocodiles.

	The only area by the shore that seemed devoid of them was a little patch of sandy beach with a well-worn footpath heading deep into the overgrown jungle beyond.  I could smell woodsmoke even from here and... and I could feel magic.  Old magic that seemed familiar in some way I just couldn't place.  It seemed neither benevolent nor malevolent, but definitely something you didn't want to find yourself on the bad side of.

	As soon as the ship was properly anchored, I noted how the usually talkative and boisterous men were all silent, almost as if they were holding their breaths like they were hiding from an apex predator.

	Gerald, Hook's first mate, padded up to us and whispered, “The Devil is secure, Cap'n.”

	She nodded as she looked around as if to confirm his words, then she whispered back, “Launch the dory.”

	He saluted, “Aye.”  Then he was padding off, almost crouching on the deck like he didn't want to be seen by anyone on the shore.

	Wendy looked amused as orders were whispered, and a smallish flat bottomed boat with flared sides was lowered into the water.  The men worked silently and even stopped to grease a pulley when it started to squeak.  It didn't look like it could hold more than four or six people at the most, unlike the two larger cockboats that were secured upside down, amidship.

	I said quietly, “They seem terrified.”

	The Pirate Queen chuckled and said in a normal tone, “The Sea Hag's reputation is not for naught.  She likes her privacy.  But I sort of see her as a surrogate mother who is all bluster and no storm.”

	I cocked an eyebrow, and she rolled her eyes. “Fine, whatever, she's dangerous as hell, but lives by a code of honor some cannot fathom.  So word to the wise, don't upset her and everything will be fine.”

	The purser, I believe his name was Ben, ran up to us silently and handed a small package to the captain.  She smiled and nodded, causing him to smile back.  He took a quick look at our destination, then scurried off like a frightened mouse.

	The men gave a signal, and Wendy said to us, “Shall we, girls?”

	Mandy put her hands on her hips and scrunched her lips a bit as she pointed out almost in a chastising manner, “You just told us not to leave the ship.  Like, just a minute ago.  Now we're leaving the ship?”  She shook her head, and the overall effect was adorable overload, her getting all puffy in her little pirate outfit.  

	I snorted and quickly slapped my hands over my mouth to hide the smile.

	Wendy sported an amused grin as she again rolled her eyes, then she playfully swatted Mandywolf's behind as she started walking, “Just get in the boat.”  Then she simply hopped, and I found us flying smoothly down to alight in the boat, a moment later an amused looking Mandy landed, her tail swishing in excited anticipation.

	Tipping her hat back a bit with her hook, the amused captain explained, “This is about the only place it is safe for you, from the Pan.  Well, after getting his ass soundly kicked by the Voodoo Queen a few centuries back, he stays far away, and even forbids the Lost Boys from coming to the Grotto.”  Then her brow furrowed in distaste, “Just as he has apparently forbidden them from boarding the Sea Devil, or looking at my face.”

	She clarified as she cast off the hooks on the fall lines from the gunwales. “He knows he would lose them if they got within the influence of the Sea Devil, and knowing that I was the Hook might be enough to have them questioning his words since he has them all believing that the dreaded Captain Hook, kidnapped their Wendy.  I know this much from the Lost Boys he discards once he uses them all up.  As adults, they still believe I am this ominous pirate, as his words still enthrall all of Pirate's Landing.”

	She sat in the middle seat as Mandywolf stood on the bow, her footing as sure as if she were on solid ground.  Then with a motherly smile to the little wolf, the Hook started rowing.  I noted one oar was set up to accept her hook.

	With powerful strokes that just reinforced the woman's imposing stature, we moved through the water faster than one would believe.  Mandy asked as she leaned forward, into the wind generated by our passing, “Why don't we just fly to shore?”

	Wendy sighed and explained, “Manners.  You don't just drop in from the sky at someone's door.  Especially the Sea Hag's.  You don't want to be on her bad side.  So be on your best behavior, young lady.”

	Mandywolf seemed put off that she'd think anything less, and her lower lip jutted out in a pout as she harrumphed then turned away from her mother... I mean Hook.  I grinned at my girl, glad that she had asked the question which I had been about to.

	As we got closer to the shore, in a murky and reeded area, a large crocodile sliced effortlessly through the water toward us.  Amanda growled like a wolf, exposing her elongated canines at the prehistoric beast, and it slowed, then slowly lowered its head below the surface of the water, successfully cowed.

	Mandy looked back at us and pointed to where it had been. “Crocodiles!  Can I keep one?”

	Wendy shook her head and said as she continued her powerful strokes, “No, there's no place on board that we could keep one.  And they are dangerous.”

	I don't know if Wendy could hear the pouted response as Mandywolf crossed her arms over her chest and kept her back to us while she echoed back under her breath.  “They're dangerous.  No, you're dangerous.”

	I buzzed up to land on her shoulder and lay against her ear.  I was warmed when she smiled, almost smugly, knowing I had heard.  Then she stiffened a little when it seemed she realized she was acting like a little girl again.

	She hopped off the bow and sat in the front seat and grabbed some oars and placed them in the oarlocks.  The oars looked huge in her little hands, but she worked out her frustration, bringing us the last fifty yards in three massively deep and powerful strokes with so much power she cavitated the oars.

	Wendy chuckled as she brought her oars back onboard.  She said with a pride-filled voice, “You're a wonder, Mandy.  You've the strength of two men even as small as you are.”

	I winced, knowing my girl would likely take that as a slight, as the average wolf was easily three times stronger than an average man.  And Amanda Danes?  She was no average wolf.  But instead, she seemed to beam as she smiled at the praise.

	We grounded at the sandy beach, over half the length of the dory slipping up onto the sand from the speed we had gathered with the powerful rowing of my mate.  The captain spryly hopped over the edge, her heavily booted feet thudding as she landed.  I noted that she always seemed to land heavier than her mass should and wondered if it was the weight of all the magic flowing through her from that amazing hook of hers.  But whatever it was, it always made her seem more ominous and imposing, a true leader among the pirates.

	She turned, and she put her hands out.  Mandy jumped out without hesitating like they had done it a thousand times.  Wendy caught her then lowered her to the ground as I buzzed up to take a look around.  The pirate looked Mandywolf over and dusted her jacket and straightened her hat, finishing by booping her nose.

	Then she turned toward the path and held her hook out, “Shall we, girls?”  Mandy wrapped her little fingers around the hook, and again Wendy sheltered me under her collar as I landed on her shoulder.  What a sight we must make.

	We made our way quickly along the winding path, the sights and sounds had me looking everywhere in excitement.  I loved nature, and the plants and animals surrounding us were amazing.  She stopped at the treeline of a clearing.  There were a multitude of small gardens and animal pens around it, all encircling a large stone cottage that was backed up against the rugged inner cliff face of the volcano.

	We had arrived at the Sea Hag's home.

	Wendy said as she lifted a hand to the branch above us, stroking a shadow as she said, “Hey Nala, long time no see.”

	The half purr, half snarl had me buzzing out in shock, drawing my bow on instinct as guns materialized in Mandy's hands, drawing them lightning fast as she backed up.  The woman had her fingers buried in the fur of an obsidian black jaguar who was so well camouflaged in the shadows of the tree, I hadn't seen it.  Even now, it's striking yellow eyes, and white fangs as it yawned were all that stood out from those shadows.

	It closed its eyes and leaned into her scratching hand and purred even louder.  She said, “Girls, put your weapons away.  This is just Nala, Masika's watch cat.”

	We slowly put our weapons away, and I buzzed up to cautiously land on Wendy's shoulder as Mandy jumped up onto the branch in front of the cat to look into its eyes.  The cat hissed loudly, showing off its two-inch fangs.  Amanda cocked her head at the cat then growled, the vibration of it translated through the tree into the ground at our feet.

	The cat started to bristle as Mandy stared it down.  Then she gleeped when Wendy twapped her nose with a finger and chastised, “Amanda!  Be civil, this is her home, not yours.  You don't have to have dominance battles with everyone you meet.”

	My Mandywolf dropped her eyes submissively. “Sorry.”

	Then she almost fell off the branch when the cat rubbed its chin on her, scent marking her to Wendy's and my amusement.  Mandy looked grumpy but smiled anyway when the big cat let her scratch it under her chin.

	Then Wendy turned her back to my girl, who just hopped onto her shoulders, carefully avoiding me.  Then the pirate started trudging out of the jungle to the cottage.  I noted wisps of smoke coming from one of the two stone chimneys on the heavily thatched roof.  It seems the Voodoo Queen was home.

	The captain didn't hesitate, and didn't knock, she just opened the door and stepped in, calling out,  “Masika, It's me, Wendy.”

	A familiar young woman's voice called out with an accent I recognized for some reason, “Of course it is, mah baby girl.  Else the wards would have signaled.  Did you bring them?”

	Wendy said as we moved into the spacious cottage that was almost antiseptically clean and well adorned with gorgeous furniture and baubles everywhere, some... I recognized from the mortal realm, “I did.”

	My attention was pulled away from looking at the unexpected room by the fact this Masika seemed to have expected our arrival.

	With the tinkling of strings of beads and shells covering a doorway, a beautiful black woman in colorful flowing robes stepped into the room, wiping her lithe hands gracefully on a dish towel.  My eyes widened as I buzzed up in front of her.  I recognized the woman and her heart-stopping smile.  I found myself blurting out, “Nefertiti?”

	She seemed taken aback for an instant that I had recognized her, until her sharp brown eyes widened in recognition as she asked, “Robyn of Locksley?  Is that you?”

	Then she caught her composure, and she smirked knowingly at me as she prompted in an amused tone, “Got yourself caught up in one of the Lost Boy's Make-Believes have you?  Ah knew two women of power were coming to free Neverland of the demon, but ah didn't know it was you, darling one.”  She held her hand out, and I landed on her palm as I beamed a smile at her then looked back at the two confused ladies as Wendy lowered Amanda back down to her feet.

	She knelt down in front of Mandy and placed her hands on her arms as she looked her over like a grandmother would her favorite granddaughter.  “And ah thought you would be...  ah, don't know, older?”

	Amanda looked like a fish out of water, not knowing how to react when the woman hugged her.

	Then Wendy, looking all kinds of confused said, “Umm... Robyn, Amanda, this is the Voodoo Queen, Masika the Sea Hag.  It appears that you and Robyn know each other?”

	The woman stood and grasped Mandy's hand, my girl looking awkwardly helpless.  “In another life.”  Then to me, she asked, “When was the last time we saw each other?  Egypt?”

	I offered, “Locksley actually, when you documented the fall of Nottingham.”

	She nodded. “Oh, of course, mah darling.  Nasty man that.”

	Then she turned and indicated the couches.  “Please sit, we've much to discuss.  Your arrival in Neverland was foretold by the stones.”

	Wendy handed the woman the package she was handed on the ship, and Nefertiti peeked inside and smiled widely, placing the package on a table ad saying, “Thank you, precious darling.”

	She made an ushering motion and we all moved over to sit in the comfortable couches.  Then she released Mandy's hand, my girl hopped up on Wendy's lap, who took off their hats, wrapped her arms around my girl's middle and kissed the top of her head.  She finished the introductions. “Robyn you apparently know, and this is my daugh... friend, Amanda, from the mortal realm.”

	The woman I had known in many incarnations, Nefertiti, Cleopatra, Zenobia... smiled at my mate.  Then she said, “Welcome to mah humble home.”  With that, she dropped the walls holding back and disguising her power, the power of the long-dead gods of the mortal realm, and it hit us all like a tidal wave.

	I took a moment to gasp and get my breathing back under control.  Mandy took a moment longer, hugging Wendy's arms tightly, but the captain just seemed to glow, her hook sparkling brightly as it tinged with a tone of recognition.

	Masika looked at the proprietary way Wendy held Mandy, and I know she caught the slip when she almost called my girl her daughter.  She said, “It appears you two are under a bit of a maternal Make-Believe.  Ah, may be able to break one so subtle if you like.”

	Both Mandywolf and Wendy blurted out quickly, “No!”  Then they blushed, and the Pirate Queen looked at my girl and asked, “Unless you want her to.”

	Mandy shook her head and said in a little voice she tried to make sound airy and unconcerned, “It isn't hurting anything.  I don't really mind if you don't.”  

	Wendy shrugged with a little smile.

	Masika smirked and said to Hook like she was talking to a child,  “You know the longer a Make-Believe is in place, the more real it becomes until it cannot be broken except by another Make-Believe.”

	This was interesting if terrifying news.  I looked down at my diminutive body as Wendy nodded understanding.  Could I really get stuck like this?

	The goddess, who was pretending to be human so she could document history, gave her a couple seconds to change her mind.  When she didn't, she stood.  “Where are mah manners?  You all must be famished from your journey, especially the sweet darling cursed one.  Ah've been preparing a meal for you all morning.”

	Then she disappeared back behind the curtain of beads and shells.

	



	


Chapter 11 – Elders

	We feasted on a huge assortment of foods that Masika had prepared for us, and took our lead from Wendy, asking no questions during the meal.  I just helped myself to some nibbles and crumbs from Amanda's plate but found myself forsaking anything else for the thimble full of fresh honey my old acquaintance had handed to me with a knowing look.

	I had sputtered out, “By the Goddess, I've never tasted anything like this.  Is there more?”

	She chuckled and said as she refilled my thimble, “Looks like you've received more than just the looks of the Neverland fairies, Robyn.  To them, honey is like ambrosia.  They sometimes gather in groups, with improvised weapons to battle the bees of a hive just to retrieve some.”

	I blinked, unable to argue that, as the honey seemed to revitalize me and made me feel more... alive.  The dust sifting from my wings was brighter, and I could actually feel more of that odd fairy magic emanating from the shed dust.

	She warned, “Don't drink too much, darling one, you can get honey drunk, and I hear the hangovers are not pleasant.”  

	I hesitated at her words, then just sipped at the nectar after that as the others ate.

	The ancient goddess smirked as she ate a flaky biscuit and said, “Ah keep five hives in the back, in the butterfly house.”  

	I squished my lips to one side as I narrowed one eye at her tease.  But truly, it did really taste like I would imagine the nectar of the gods did.

	I pointed out the obvious. “You, Nefertiti, are an evil woman.”  We delighted in her laughing outburst.

	Then she sobered, and that joy was replaced with a look of self-recrimination as she said sullenly, “You've no idea.”

	Then she stood and said, “Join me in the sitting room, the others will take care of the cleanup.”

	We stood when Wendy did, and I flew to her shoulder as Mandy took her hand.  I looked back, wondering what she meant by the others.  As we passed through the strings of shells and beads, I caught the flash and twinkle of dozens of wings.  Did she have a group of fairies living with her?

	We resettled in the comfortable looking couches in the sitting area, the flowers outside the window were colorful, which was only amplified by the odd brightness and clarity in Neverland.  The view of the gardens outside and the jungle beyond was almost breathtaking.  I could see why Masika chose to live in such a place.

	Mandy spoke up from Wendy's lap before anyone. “So, Masika, it sounds as if you knew we were coming.  And it also sounds as if this Pan bastard is a demon from the same realm that the ones in the mortal realm are since he and Wendy both mentioned Styche the Trickster.”

	Wendy hissed, “Mandy, language.”

	Amanda rolled her eyes and offered, “Fine... that Pan poopy butt.”  She didn't look repentant, and I was amused at how she deferred to the pirate.  I landed on my little wolf's knee, shooting a smile back up at her adorably smug face.

	Masika looked amused herself as she inclined her head and said, “Very good, little one.”

	“I'm not a little girl!”

	I had to cover my smile, as that particular whine seemed to be replacing her “I'm not beta!”

	The refined woman held up a hand, inclining her head a little more as she said, “No offense was intended, it is just difficult to reconcile what is presented to our eyes with the truth of things.  But yes, Pan is of the same hellish realm of torture and eternal damnation that the Trickster was before his existence was terminated by the Avatars of the mortal realm.”  She nudged her chin our way, indicating she knew we were among the Avatars she spoke of.

	I wondered how she knew the goings on in a different realm like that, not even Perchta could pierce the veil with her sight into other realms.  And from what Masika has shown me in the past, she was a minor goddess, who didn't have even a portion of the nature goddess' power.  Unless she has hidden her true potential from me.

	Then again, the gods have always played so many games with us lesser beings, so I would not just take things at face value anymore.  Snow... Perchta has shared with me that gods are not really gods, just beings from other realms with far more power and capabilities than mortal man, so they view individuals such as herself as gods.  In both her forms, Snow seems disturbed when I pray to her.  But it was my upbringing, and my entire existence I knew that she was the one who had breathed life into us and nature alike.

	No matter how much she wished it, I would never see myself as simply her peer, nor would I assume I was Nefertiti's peer, for even the weakest of the gods is beyond our ability to comprehend.

	She held up a hand to stop us from asking questions as she cocked her head as if listening for something only she could hear.  “They are moving, our time is short if we are to make a difference.  So let me tell you the truths of it all.”

	Wendy rolled her eyes. “As if you'd ever talk plainly, you old bat.”  She said it with the teasing of a loved one in her tone.  And it was quite humorous because even though Masika looked to be Wendy's age... like she said, sometimes our eyes don't show us the reality of things.  From the times I have spoken with her, I gather she is thousands of years old, if not older.

	She asked, “Do you know of the Elders?”

	We nodded, and Wendy cocked her head in interest.  For the Pirate Queen's sake, she explained, “Long before many of the realms sprang into existence, when time itself was just a concept, a race of great beings walked the roads of the fabric of existence between the new, budding realms.  The Elders.”

	She sat back in her seat and her eyes focused out into a void we could not see.  “They took it upon themselves to document the development of these new realms, as new worlds and new peoples developed.  The six Elders were the chroniclers of so many new civilizations.”

	She made a sour face and said, “As with many civilizations, some were poisoned with the thirst for power, even if accumulating that power destroyed everything.  And time and again, for every realm that lived in peace, and communed with the nature around them, becoming one with it, there were ten that ended in tragedy.  Entire civilizations were wiped out, and in some cases, entire realms fell, leaving a hole in the fabric of all things.”

	She sighed, thoughts and emotion heavy in her tone.  “The Elders, save one, Titiana, decided that it was not just their way to simply record the rise and fall of these fledgling realms.  They thought that it was their responsibility to shepherd these realms, and to stop the poison of corruption from spreading.”

	Masika waved a hand in the air, and it filled with power, and with the tinging of a tuning fork, Wendy's hook pinged and light erupted from it, and a projection encompassed the cottage.  It felt as if we were inside of creation itself, a void with so many sparkling lights like stars, but somehow, I understood each star was a realm, shining with life.

	A lumbering form turned its back on others who were gathered, and I could feel the magic shaping my understanding, and that form took on that of a woman, shoulders slumped, leaving a group of these titans, these Elders, her back to us as she stepped out into the wilderness of the void between all of these budding realities.  Titiana.

	She almost growled out, “They assigned wardens to each of the new realities.  Scales who were to make sure that a balance was kept between the lightness and the dark, believing that only by maintaining a balance could the realms the Elders oversaw truly reach their potential.”

	Shaking her head, she exhaled, her expression full of sadness and compassion.  “I fear they have forgotten themselves, and that same corruption they despised has crept into their own minds.  They lord their power over others now, and woe to any who oppose their view of how realms should progress.  They even tried to impress their will upon the other realms that existed before the Elders.  But found that for all their formidable power, some realms either had a power they didn't understand and could not combat or some that were actually created by beings that were more powerful than themselves.”

	Flashes of battles of incomprehensible scale flickered past.  Some, the Elders walked away from victorious, some with them licking their wounds, and there were extreme cases where entire realms fell.

	One I blinked at, it had looked like a golden brick path leading up to a city made of emerald crystal, like in a story Parker had read to us about a girl who went to another land in a tornado.  What was it called?  Oz?  I watched as the Elders were denied and wound up leaving that land battered and beaten.

	Masika narrowed her eyes as she watched, then added, “The mortal realm has been in flux in recent years, and the Scales there were hard pressed to keep a balance as the realm sought its own equilibrium that is something other than the balance the Elders require.  For too long the shadow of evil was consuming the realm, but the Avatars became an overwhelming force, a natural defense against the sickness enveloping the land.  Too powerful for the Elders to allow to exist.”

	She inhaled deeply and watched as the Elders started moving again, walking the roads between the realms, a dimly lit, far away realm their destination.  The magic impressing upon me that it was the mortal realm.  Her voice was a whisper. 

	“So now the Elders are moving, to reset the mortal realm, wiping out the civilizations there because it doesn't fit their template.  They yet punish the Scales after their power was stripped.  And are incensed that the new Scales of the realm refuse their masters.”

	I got the impression of time as a swirling river, and that little time has passed in the mortal realm since they started marching toward them, but eons have passed for the Elders as they move through other realms to get closer.

	She pointed at the backs of the giants as they lumbered on.  “The mortal realm cannot stand against their power, not without help from other realms.  Realms with power they cannot understand nor affect.  Like the lands protected by Dorothy of the Gale, Witch of the Four Cardinal Points from Oz.  Or here, where reality can be twisted and warped with but a thought.”

	With a movement of her hand, the projection changed, and I recognized the map we looked down upon, with the compass rose in the sea.  It was Neverland.  She pointed as we fell into the world, the very sky tearing open as the Elders waded waist deep into the sea.  “They seek shortcuts through other realms who resonate more with the mortal realm than some, as it would shave eons off their travels.  But they were stopped in Oz, and when they dared enter Neverland without permission of her guardian, the original Captain Hook.  He possessed a weapon, an artifact gifted to him by a traveler.  A weapon that they could not defend against.”

	We saw a lumbering shape we could not focus on, crushing a man's arm, and with an explosion of magic, released him, and we saw a gleaming hook where his hand had been.  Then the giant seemed to curl into the sea, forming a familiar island as it appeared to slumber.

	She smiled fondly like one would at the memory of a lover.  “Captain Adrian Grey... Captain Hook.  Hero of the realm.  He wielded the artifact and refused the Elder's passage through Neverland and bid them turn back.  They were incensed.”

	And we watched as a battle which boggled our minds unfolded before our eyes.  The valiant Captain took to the air, flying his ship, the Sea Devil through the skies, braving a storm like no other to fight along side what looked like an army of fairies in the skies and mermaids in the seas.

	The scale was unimaginable as he took titanic blows from beings who should have crushed him like a speck of dust.  The Hook singing with each impact.  Him slashing out with an imagination that seemed boundless, warping the world around him, pushing back the Elders.

	Finally, they turned around and trudged back out of the realm battered and beaten.  Leaving the champion of Neverland barely alive but defiant.

	With watery eyes, the Voodoo Queen shared, “To punish Neverland for refusing them, as they left, the Elders opened a portal to the demonic realm, so that demons could devour this realm as they have others.”

	The island which was the sleeping giant seemed to reach out to Captain Hook as he started fighting the demons as they invaded the land, but he was so tired.  We could hear a cry of anguish from the island as the man stood on the deck of the Sea Devil, looking to have made a decision.

	Masika's voice was raw. “Even with his ability to warp reality itself with his imagination, Adrian could not close the portal, and he was in no shape to fight the demons.  So with one last act which consumed all that he was, he used the artifact a final time.”

	We watched as the man stood on the deck of the almost destroyed Sea Devil, bloody but defiant as he smiled toward the reaching island then held up the hook, looking through it.  The hook tumbled down into the sea as the man became a billowing grey fog that spread out to ring the realm, engulfing the portal.

	The demons seemed to fade from existence as the Nothing consumed them.

	Masika said in a whisper, “His last act was to protect Neverland for all time, his imagination creating the Nothing, engulfing the portal, and condemning any demons who dared cross through to Neverland to non-existence.  And the barrier serves as a deterrent to the Elders as well, as not even they can pierce the Nothing.”

	Then she smiled. “It also, unfortunately, keeps those in who would travel to other realms.  The only way to cross through the Nothing is with the ship created from the same imagination as the Nothing itself.  The Sea Devil.”

	She wiped her hand in the air, and the projection stopped.  Then she hissed in distaste.  “One demon, the Pan, had made it to the islands before the Nothing had descended.  He found the remains of the Sea Devil and rebuilt her.  And had looked to find the artifact so that he could lift the Nothing to allow his brethren to run free in Neverland.  But the mermaids, loving the man who saved this world, found the artifact and brought it to the most powerful witch they knew so that the Pan could never use it.”

	Her lips quirked into a smile as she rolled her eyes. “For a favor that is.”

	I smiled back, wiping tears that were glittering and sparkling from my cheeks.  “Yes, they are all about trading favors aren't they?”

	She nodded and said, “And well deserved.  The men of Neverland cowered as the fairies and mermaids went to war with the Hook.  Their populations were virtually wiped out, yet they fought.  So I will grant them any boon they would ask of me.”

	Amanda hopped off of Wendy's lap and walked up to Masika and when the woman bent down to her level in the chair, Mandy raised her little hands and wiped the tears off the Sea Hag's cheeks. Mandy smiled, then hopped up into her lap to give her a tight hug as she whispered the truth we had all sussed out for ourselves, that we were watching her memories, “You loved him, didn't you Titiana?”

	The woman inhaled deeply, then sighed as she hugged Mandy to her.  She looked up like she could see the sky and said wistfully, “It has been so long since someone has called me that, dear child.”  Then she nodded. “Ah did.  Very much.”

	I said as Wendy just blinked at the realization that this woman I had thought to be just a minor goddess was actually an Elder, “Will you help us?  Will you help us back to the mortal realm, and stand with us against the other Elders?”

	She cocked her head at me.  “But mah darling one, you already have the means to get back home.”  She nudged her chin toward the lagoon, toward the Sea Devil.  Then added, “Ah am but one.  They are five.  The magics of the other realms are what is needed to stand beside the Avatars.”

	My Mandywolf stuck out her lower lip and gave her... well, puppy-dog eyes.  Masika, or should I say Titiana?  Chuckled and said as she kissed Mandy's forehead, “By all the elements child, do you practice that?”  My girl beamed an overly adorable smile at her, her elongated canines touching her lower lip.

	The woman sighed and said, “Ah can give what little help ah can before you leave Neverland.”

	I shook my head. “We can't leave these people like this.  We need to stop the Pan, and free the Lost Boys from his influence.”  Then I furrowed my brow and asked, “Is the portal still there, in the Nothing?”

	She nodded, and I shared a smirk with Mandy as I buzzed up to Wendy's shoulder, where she adjusted her collar to shield me as I said, “We can at least stop that threat in case the Nothing ever falls.  A friend of ours, the Red Hood, has taught us how to close a demon portal, and how to end the threat of a demon forever.”

	Titiana shook her head as she cuddled my girl. “Only the blood of a demon can do...”  She hesitated, and a smile spread on her lips as she looked down at my girl who was beaming what she called a 'shit eating grin' up at her.  The woman inclined her head in capitulation and added, “Or the blood of one cursed by magics fueled by the blood of a demon.”

	I sighed then voiced my fear.  “But we are susceptible to the Pan's influence, being from the mortal realm.  It was entering the envelope of magics of the Sea Devil that broke the Pan's spell upon us.”

	My old friend nodded and said with a wicked grin, “We have what we need to give you certain protections to resist his siren's call.”

	Then Mandy asked, “You said you foresaw our coming with some rocks or something?  Is that how you know what's going on in the mortal realm right now?”

	Titiana nodded the white teeth of her smile a stark contrast to her glowing ebony skin.  “Stones, child, not rocks.”  Then she shook her head.  “No, the stones just foretold that two women of power would come to end the reign of the evil of the land with Neverland's champion.  I have... connections with the mortal realm.  A spy as it were.”

	She pointed to a corner to where a little girl was playing with a doll, I blinked.  How had we not seen her there?  Then the girl stood, blurring like a ghostly apparition then reforming in front of us and I knew she was but a ghost.

	Not just a ghost but... Mandy blurted out as she hopped up to run to the girl with the excitement of youth, “Isla!”  It was true, the spirit of the little matchstick girl who was the Elder's proxy in the mortal realm was here.  The Elders used her to police the Scales, to be sure they didn't break any of the rules they lay down.

	The girl waved cutely from her hip, looking confused for a moment before she asked with stunned shock, “Amanda, is that you?  And Robyn?  What happened to... oh, the Lost Boys?”  She giggled.  We nodded, and Mandy engulfed her in a hug, her arms going right through the girl.  Then she settled on lowering her hand to approximate holding her hand.

	I asked, “How are you here?  The Nothing...”

	She shook her head and faded away then blinked back into existence.  “I am but a spirit, I do not travel the roads of the living.  Time and space hold no meaning to those of us who wander forever in the between of it all.  Maybe one day, the Elders will allow my spirit its final rest.”

	My heart was saddened, knowing it was not any unfinished business that tethered her to reality, but the whims of the Elders.  Titiana held a hand out, and Isla took it.  She was solid to the hidden Elder.  Then the woman kissed her cheek.  “The darling one has kept me apprised of all the Elders have been doing.  They forget that ah too am one of them so the little one can find me.  And one day, ah will get the others to do the right thing and grant her peace.  Ah cannot do it alone.”

	She hugged Isla and said, “Let the others know that the Elders are almost upon them, little one.  Also, let them know that help is coming.  Hopefully, it will be enough to tip the scales, and the mortal realm might live on.”

	The little girl looked around at us all then waved at us after kissing Titiana's cheek, then she was gone.

	The woman stood, looking at Mandywolf with her cute little wolf tail swishing behind her.  She clapped her hands together and looked around like she was determining the next step.  “First things first.  Ah think it is about time that the Pan's reign of terror ends, and we rescue the dear sweet Tinkerbell.  Don't you, mah darling ones?”

	



	


Chapter 12 – Fairies

	She led us to the front door of the cottage, and we stepped out with her as she and Wendy held Mandy's hands.  I almost fell off of Wendy's shoulder when instead of stepping outside onto the garden paths, we stepped onto the main deck of the Sea Devil.

	Wendy chuckled at the shock on my and Mandywolf's face.  Right... Nefertiti is Titiana, an Elder.  Got it.

	The pirate said, “Takes a while to get used to that.”  

	I nodded.  Indeed it would.  And it put things into perspective for me too.  That no matter how powerful this Elder was, she was still stymied by the powers of imagination here, the reality-bending it is capable of, else she would have done away with the Pan herself and rescued Tink for Wendy, who it looked like she loved like a daughter.

	I thought on that a moment.  No, it wasn't the Pan that she couldn't deal with.  It was that he surrounded himself with the Lost Boys, who were in his control, that were the obstacle.  And the historian I knew, would not injure innocents just to get to the person controlling them against their will.

	It made more sense to me now that I looked at it, that she was an uncorrupted Elder.  Standing in the shadows and letting history play out around her while interfering as little as possible.  It is a true shame that the other Elders didn't have her sensibilities.

	I glanced over to see Gerald leading the men in stowing the dory.  How did that get back to the ship?  Wait... I really didn't want the answer, now did I?  If the pirates had looked afraid before, and talking in whispers when we arrived, they looked positively terrified now that the Sea Hag had joined us on board.  You could have heard a pin drop anywhere on the ship.

	I buzzed over to the railing and landed on it to look back toward the little beach we had landed at earlier, then turned to see a puzzling sight.  Wendy was standing there, in all her imposing glory, eyes a bare slit in the shadow of her hat, arms crossed over her chest as a heavy booted foot tapped the deck while she looked at Mandy expectantly.

	My Mandywolf did an almost convincing job of looking like the sweet little innocent girl she resembled, but her tail twitching nervously gave her away.  The Pirate Queen cocked a brow and held her good hand out.  Then Amanda pouted and stomped a little foot as she dug in a pocket and pulled out a baby crocodile that was no longer than her hand!

	She muttered, “Fine,” then handed the crocodile to Wendy as Titiana tilted her head back and laughed a hearty, silvery laugh.

	The pirate shook her head and muttered, “Really, what am I going to do with you?”  Then she moved to the rail and dropped the critter into the water below.  We all stood there and watched it gain its bearings, then start swimming slowly toward the shore.

	I zipped up in front of my Mandywolf when she muttered, “I only wanted one,” and I kissed her on the nose and winked at her.

	Her pout turned into a mischievous smile before I buzzed up in front of the incognito Elder and prompted the group, “First line of business, we need to locate where the Pan is holding Tinkerbell before we confront him, else he'll use her for leverage.  But Amanda and I would be a liability if caught...”  I looked at Titiana. “Unless you can do something about that?  You mentioned earlier that we already had what we needed here to resist his suggestive power.”

	She nodded and explained, “Well, given time, you would have your own immunity as being a fairy becomes your reality.  The little one has partial immunity whenever her form resets according to the curse of the Trickster.  But like Mah dearest Wendy, over time, exposure to your dust sifting onto her all the time, she would gain a natural immunity too.”

	Mandy chirped as she balanced a little pink dagger on a finger by the point, “How long will that take.”

	The dark skinned woman chuckled and shrugged. “A few years.”

	The dagger fell to the deck and embedded between my girl's feet, her jaw hanging open.  Then the historian smirked almost playfully and said, “That's with but one... sort of fairy dosing you.  But I think we can do a little better for you two just now.”

	Mandy narrowed her eyes at the woman who smiled at how cute it looked, and she held a hand out, my little wolf absently moved over and held the woman's hand.  It seemed like acts like that were getting more natural for her, and the things like the tantrums and pouting were starting to concern me.  The longer she remained a little girl, the more mannerisms she took of that form.

	The woman turned toward the Grotto again and pointed at it saying, “All manner of things come to my island, knowing they are under my protection while I am here.”

	She let go of Mandy's hand and then draped a chain around her neck, leaving me blinking, wondering where the chain had come from since she hadn't been holding anything.  Resting on Mandy's chest was a tiny silver pan flute no bigger than a locket, and they glowed unnaturally under the sun.

	The woman rested her hand on the pan flute and said with sad longing in her tone, “This was his.  A gift from me, to aid in turning back the Elders from moving through Neverland uninvited.  It is your's now, mah darling one.”  She took Mandy's hat off and kissed the top of her head.

	She nudged her chin down to my girl, and she looked at the flute and then lifted it to her lips, her eyes questioning.  When Titania nodded encouragement, she blew into the pan flute, and a sweet and haunting tone drifted out, and it was my world.  I smiled and buzzed up to my girl, hoping she would sound the note again.

	Wendy was smiling and pointing toward the Grotto. “Look!”

	An explosion of sparkles erupted from the jungle, buzzing and spinning and darting across the water, like a thousand happy sparklers.  As it got closer to the Sea Devil, we could hear giggling and excited little voices.  Moments later they exploded up from the water they were buzzing up and over the railing like a tide.  Hundreds of fairies swarmed us.  More specifically, they all swarmed Mandy, who was giggling and sneezing as a few landed on her and dozens buzzed around her, dust sifting down upon her.

	I was amazed and then gleeped when one grabbed my hands and spun us up into the air in a joyous dance above my girl.  One landed on the railing in front of Mandywolf as dozens landed on Titiana, braiding her hair with silver flowers.

	Some little voices called out, “The Hook!”  And they swarmed Wendy too, giving her kisses on the cheek, and draping chains of silver flowers over her.

	The one in front of my girl looked at her, her hands on her hips and studied the tiny wolfling.  Then she drew a tiny sword that sang a note as it was drawn, a tone that spoke of magic and unbreakable sharpness.

	She stood sideways, taking on the stance of a well-seasoned fighter and pointed the tiny blade at my girl.  “Who is it who calls us with the flute of the fairy forces commander?”

	Titiana placed a hand on the small of Mandy's back and moved her forward, so her face was even with the fairy which I realized was wearing armor and... a tiara.

	My girl looked back, tail twitching, to Wendy who smiled and nudged her chin toward the fairy.  My wolf swallowed then turned to the apparent fairy princess and said, “A... Amanda Danes.”

	The fairy's wings buzzed, sifting pink sparkles to the deck as she looked around to the cloud of fairies flitting around and the hundreds lining every free spot on the railings and rigging around us.  She jammed her sword into the air and called out in her sweet but commanding voice, “The Amanda!”

	They all chimed out in unison, “The Amanda!”  Followed by, “Commander Amanda!”  Then “Puppy-girl!” They cheered with glee.

	Then their leader knelt and held out her blade in both hands out to my girl, “As princess Bluebell, wielder of the blade of Tinkerbell, I pledge ourselves and our steel to you, my lady.”

	My little wolf looked like she was about to explode into glitter and rainbows as she straightened and looked for guidance, but when Wendy shrugged and smiled, Mandy said, “Thank you, Bluebell.”

	Then in a blur I almost couldn't follow, Bluebell was in front of me, her blade a millimeter from my chin, “You!  Where is your armor?  Do not disgrace us in front of the commander.”

	Mandy... was no help as she chuckled.  I blinked and said, “Umm... I'm not really a fairy, I've only been one for two days.”

	The tiny woman blinked, her dust changing from a purplish black to a bright amber and white as she looked to be bursting with excitement, “Oh!  A Make-Believe?  The Lost Boys bestowed upon you the greatest of all gifts!”  She grabbed my hand and spun me in the air as she buzzed us up a dozen feet in joyous celebration.

	I swallowed and looked at her sheepishly. “Umm... as, uh, as honored as I am to be a fairy at the moment, I have to return to my life as a steward of the garden of Perchta.”

	She looked sad and placed a hand on my cheek to comfort me. “You will Big again?  You have our deepest sympathies.”  Then she brightened. “But before you Big yourself...”

	She whistled, and a dozen winged women surrounded me, buzzing in circles, and I squeaked as the leaves that comprised my only outfit were stripped away one by one.  I covered my modesty as they swirled around me.  Titiana cocked an appreciative brow at me, causing Amanda to growl at her as she moved possessively between us.

	Then in another swirl, the giggling woman redressed me in shiny metal armor that sang of sunlight, and radiated the heat and warmth of a smile.  Then a blade was slapped into my hand.  I looked at it as I blinked in shock as the woman swirled away.

	I lifted it to examine it, and it sang as if it were slicing the very air around it.  I swallowed as I looked around, hundreds of eyes were on me, and all the little, winged women were leaning in toward me, eyes wide.

	I sheathed the blade on my back beside my bow and said in a question, “Umm, thank you?”  They all cheered and celebrated as they dove up to dance in the air.  Apparently, that was the proper thing to say.  Mandy looked ever so pleased with herself.  I smirked at the smug girl, and she winked at me.

	Well, at least I wasn't wearing leaves anymore.

	Titiana was chuckling as she crouched beside Mandy and said to Bluebell, “Mah little love, the ladies are going on an adventure.”

	Squeals of, “Adventure,” circulated through the fairies.

	She continued, “They are going to free Tinkerbell from the Pan, and rid Neverland of his evil.”

	This time, excited whispers of, “Tinkerbell,” rippled through them, just as alarmed red dust sifted from them at the mention of Peter Pan.

	The Voodoo Queen shared, “But they are susceptible to the influence of the monster.  But as faeries, you can help them resist his thrall.”

	They all buzzed with assertions like, “Of course we can,” or, “We're fairies, the Pan cannot fool us,” followed by Bluebell stopping her preening with a question, “But... how can we do that?”

	I had to cover my mouth to hide my smile.  They were like a bunch of children playing.

	Titiana said, “As you said, the Pan holds no sway over you.  And just as Tinkerbell helped the Wendy resist the Pan, you can do the same for these ladies from a faraway land.”

	Bluebell buzzed up to hover in front of her and said confidently, “Of course...”  Then her smile turned to one of embarrassed confusion, “...but how did my sister do that?”

	Oh, she was Tinkerbell's sister?

	The Elder smiled graciously and shared, “She coated her with fairy dust over time.  But we don't have time.  So your commander...”  She pointed at Amanda, “... was hoping that all of you would help out and coat them with as much fairy magic as you can spare.  Perhaps the sheer volume of it would do the trick.”

	Ripples of, “Trick,” and “A new game,” filtered through the amassed women.

	Bluebell nodded and cupped her hands to her mouth and yelled out, “We have good volume.”  She looked proud.

	Wendy chuckled, placing a hand on Titiana's arm as the Elder valiantly fought off a laugh.  “Here, let me try.”  Then she addressed the fairies. “Ladies, we have a wonderful new game for you.”

	This got them all to stop buzzing around to lean in in anticipation, excitement in their eyes.  The Pirate Queen stepped back, pulling Titiana with her as she pointed at us with a huge smile on her face, “Dust the girls!”

	I swallowed as all eyes swung to us, smiles blooming, I landed on Mandy and grabbed her ear as she said, “Oh, fuck m...” as we were swarmed by what sounded like a million bees who happened to be giggling with glee.

	Both of us were sneezing and coughing as my skin began to tingle as we were coated by an unending cloud of sparkling dust.  I had to breathe and gulped in air, just to find myself giggling uncontrollably as my insides started tingling like I was being tickled from the inside.

	Mandy was rolling around on the deck in two-inch deep fairy dust in the cloud, giggling and sneezing and trying to catch her breath.  Sparkling dust stuck to the happy tears rolling down our cheeks, and I could feel the dust soaking into my eyes.

	I felt full like I had eaten a ten-course meal and was going to pop if I had one more bite, but it felt warm and tingly.  We were giggling so hard that we couldn't catch our breath and I was actually starting to worry about that.

	Then a voice cut through the commotion around us as Titiana laughed. “Mah dear darling ones, ah think that's enough, don't you?”

	Then the cloud dissipated and I was able to suck in some air.  I felt... well I felt drunk.  It took ten or more ales to get me buzzed with my high metabolism, but I felt more than a little tipsy just then, and a little... aroused.

	Mandy struggled to sit up, giggling with each motion.  She swayed and tried to shake it off, just to land on her face in an ocean of fairy dust.  “Heh,” she puffed out, causing the dust to swirl around.

	She propped her head on her pudgy little hands and looked at me, slurring out, “I ever tell you how smexy you ish?”  A dreamy look on her little face.

	Wendy picked her up by her belt, dangling her in the air. “Ok, I think you've had about enough, little one.  I've never seen anyone stoned on fairy dust before.”

	Titiana offered helpfully with a chuckle. “There's never been so much fairy dust in one place before.”

	I flew drunkenly to Titiana who caught me in cupped hands as she snickered at me.  Then she seemed to look through me instead of at me, and she nodded. “It's not quite as much saturation as Wendy has, but it should do since you already have a bit of resistance.”

	I thought myself quite clever as I pointed at her and smirked smugly.  “You... are an Elder.”

	She rolled her eyes and said, “We've established that already, dear one.  And you are as they say in the mortal realm, 'high as a kite.'  The effects should wear off in a minute or so.”

	I looked at Wendy who was holding Mandy away from her at arm's length.  My girl whispered sloppily behind her hand as she batted at Wendy with her other hand and tail, “My mom's kinda hot.”

	I blinked.  Oooo she was right.  Wendy... was... I shook my head, and that cleared it up a lot.  I could still feel a bit of a buzz inside making my thoughts a little sluggish.

	That's when I noticed all the fairies were silent, watching us with excited anticipation.  I said, “Umm... you win?”

	They cheered and performed aerial dances.  Then Titiana said, “Now all we need to do is locate where the Pan is holding Tinkerbell, and we devise a plan to rescue her.”

	Bluebell buzzed up to her and opened her mouth, but then hesitated as we heard a little snore, and we all looked over to see my Mandywolf sound asleep, hanging from her britches in Wendy's hand.  The Pirate Queen just swung her up to hold her, Mandy just laid her head on Wendy's shoulder and kept softly snoring.  By the Goddess, it was adorable with her little tail gently swishing.

	The fairy princess looked as though she wanted to buzz around hugging everyone over the sight, but then her eyes widened as she remembered what she was going to say.  She turned back to us and said, “The Pan holds her in his treehouse.”  She made a sour face and hissed, “In a jar!”

	Then she saddened and shared, “Many lost their lives scouting, the Pan uses the Lost Boys to strike out when our scouts are found out.  The Make-Believes he has them create are too strong even for us to save our queen.”

	Titiana stroked the little one's cheek with a finger as the princess hovered there and shared, “The Hook is strong enough to face him now, with the aid of these women.  We will save her.”

	As a group, their dust started sifting purple of concern. “But what of the Lost Boys, they are not evil, he just uses them against their will.  They'll get hurt defending him.  They can't get hurt, they play the most wonderful games and have the most exciting adventures.”

	I could hear the love of the Lost Boys in their tone.  They understood that the boys were victims of the demon.

	I assured them, “We will do all we can to protect them from the Pan.  The first step is to free your queen.”

	Ripples of, “Yes, the queen,” and “Tinkerbell,” and “Tinkerbell loves the Wendy.”

	Bluebell seemed to be able to follow the hundreds of voices at once, and she nodded, placed her hands on her hips again and said, “Yes, Tinkerbell and the Wendy are mates.  Sealed with true love's kiss.”

	This got fluttering and tittering from those gathered as they all held their own hearts and sighed.  “True love's kiss.”

	With pride Bluebell said to us, chin held high, “My sister is first to fall in love with a Big.”

	Then in an astounding aerial display, the fairies started flying past Wendy, each kissing her cheek.

	They scattered when Mandy snorted loudly in an aborted snore and looked up, eyes wide.  She sounded completely sober now as she ran a hand down her face saying, “Whoa, what a trip.”  This just got chiming giggles from the winged women.

	Bluebell made a decision and called out with authority, “We will sail with our new commander.  Ladies, assist the pirates, what a grand adventure!”  The cloud of buzzing woman squeed and buzzed off in all directions, making their way into the vessel from every crack and cranny, some flew to land on the few men brave enough to be hiding on the far side of the main deck with the Sea Hag onboard.

	I had to grin at little giggling voices from everywhere calling out things like, “Yo ho ho!” or “Argh” or, “We're pirates!” to “You've got a really big nose.”

	Amanda looked around and asked, “So... what'd I miss?”  

	We all chuckled at her.

	Wendy was in motion, still hugging Amanda to her as she called out in a booming voice, “Hoist anchor, raise the sails!  Mr. Gerald, we sail on the Pan!”

	The man stood up from where he had been hiding behind the ship's wheel on the poop deck as he called back, “Aye aye captain!”  And he started shouting orders to men that started coming out from everywhere.

	Hook left the main deck into her cabin with Mandy and Bluebell, and I had to smile.  “It is going to kill them to break the Make-Believe.  They look so happy as mother and daughter.”

	Titiana shrugged and said, “Just because something wasn't so before, doesn't mean they have to return things that way.  Happiness is a gift that all should possess, mah darling one.  Who are we to say differently?”

	She was right, we definitely needed to return to our proper size and age, it was confusing with my mate being but a child.  But did we necessarily need to reverse all that had changed while here in Neverland?  I'd have to speak with Wendy and Mandy on this.

	Then the Elder cocked her head at me. “Ah have a gift for you as well.”  She held up a silver necklace with a silver shell that pulsed with unnatural light.  She moved it toward me, and at first, I thought it was a trick of perspective, but the chain seemed to shrink as her hands reached me and she placed it over my head.  The shell clinked on the armor I now wore.

	I reached up and examined the shell, and I saw it had holes in it like it were a flute.

	She said, “This too belonged to mah Adrian.  It can call the forces of the merfolk, it is the symbol of their commander.”

	I tentatively brought it to my lips as I looked at the water as the ship started to move in the wind now that the anchors were back aboard.  She held a hand up, palm out, and chuckled, “Not now.  Those women are enough to drive a sane person crazy.  Always trying to strike a bargain for a boon.  I love them to death, but they can be quite trying at times.”

	I smirked and nodded.  That was my experience with them as well.  She said, “Speaking of boons.”  She just made a dismissing motion with her fingers, and a gust of wind blew the mounds of fairy dust coating the deck around us.  It swirled then coated the water as we passed.  “There, the mermaids can have it.  The Magistrate would go to war to get that much fairy dust.  With it, he could forge another artifact.  Not as powerful as the hook, but dangerous nonetheless.”

	I blanched.

	She chuckled, and I landed on her shoulder, and she laid a hand across my legs as we headed in to join Wendy and Mandy.  We had a rescue to plan to hatch.

	



	


Chapter 13 – Rescue

	As we approached the island a few hours later, everyone's eyes were on Wendy.  She smiled and said, “Men, if you would be so kind.”

	These former Lost Boys all stood on the main deck, eyes on the island fast approaching.  In this land where imagination built reality, anything was possible.  And Wendy has spent a century with these men.  Teaching them to have fun again, to play and use the imaginations that the Pan had stolen away from them.  She was able to reignite the embers of that dying light and fan it into a modest flame.  It wouldn't burn as bright as it had, nor be as powerful as the current Lost Boys who were under the Pan's thrall, but it was enough for this.

	A thick billowing evening fog burst up from the sea and blanketed the waters all the way to the island in front of us.  It rolled up the highest peak and settled in like a blanket being tucked in around it, obscuring everything from view.

	As we watched Mandywolf tugged on her mother's hand and asked when she had her attention, “I've been meaning to ask...”  She moved her free hand up and down in front of her, indicating her cute pirate clothes.  “Why pirates?  I mean, when a Lost Boy grows up they are automatically called pirates and sent to Pirate's Landing?  Are they moral corrupted or something?”

	Wendy beamed a smile full of mischief and squatted to whisper, “Pan tells the Lost Boys that the ones who grow up to be oldies are bad, and they need to stay away from them.  So what do you think these boys with very active imaginations, who do nothing but play, would see these supposed 'bad guys' as?”

	We all nodded and said dryly in unison, “Pirates.”

	Mandy looked overly unimpressed but understood as she said blandly, “Yo ho ho, go team pirate.”  She mock fist pumped, and we all broke out into chuckles seeing a little girl being so sarcastic.  She smiled back at us, full of mischief as she grumped out her earlier observation, “I look like a friggin' cartoon.”

	I buzzed over to her and landed on her shoulder as Titiana said, “Nonsense, you look adorable, mah little love.”

	Mandywolf blushed and growled, her tail swishing to betray the affront she tried to project.  I smirked internally, I was sort of going to miss that tail of hers when this was all over.

	We looked back at the island, barely able to make out its shape as it took up most of the horizon now in that thick fog.  Wendy looked at us. “Now would be a good time to begin phase one, girls.”

	Amanda nodded with excited energy, and we both raised the artifacts to our lips and blew, sending out the signal with the eerie tones of the flutes.  Fairies cheered and appeared from all around the ship, they all formed up around Bluebell who drew her little blade, the others following suit as she yelled a shrill command, “Operation mischief, commence!”  With a cheer, they left a giggling, blazing trail of light and sparkles in the fog toward Pan's island, as the dust drifted to the waters of the sea that was now churning with mermaids.

	Titiana shared that both the fairies and merfolk once numbered in the hundreds of thousands, and now were barely a thousand or two.  They had all sacrificed much to stand with the original Hook and had almost lost all their number before their victory, but in the hundreds of years since then, they had built their numbers.

	Sure it was a fraction of what they had been, but at least they weren't on the brink of extinction anymore.  And here they were, again fighting to protect Neverland, this time to free it of the corruption of the Pan.

	This plan hopefully would put them at minimal risk this time, as they wouldn't be confronting the threat head on.  Instead, they would play a vital role in depriving the demon of his greatest weapon.

	The fairies were to fly to the island, keeping out of sight of Peter, and find the Lost Boys.  They were to lure them away from the island with the promise of a new game.

	It was the ultimate game of tag with the mermaids in the sea, and the winners would be awarded a sunken treasure.  What boy could resist such an adventure?  The game was real, as was the treasure, a ship's bell from a sunken pirate ship, and Mandy looked to be jealous that the boys would be having so much fun while we enacted the rest of our plan.

	All we had to do now was sit back and wait for the signal.  If we didn't get the signal within an hour, or the lookouts flew back to us with news of failure, then we would abandon the mission and come up with another plan.  Both the fairies and the merfolk were instructed that if things went sideways, they were not to engage under any circumstance, and were to retreat back to the ship.

	As we waited, the ship silently cut through the fog, moving closer and closer to the island.  Just when I was starting to worry we were about to ground the ship when we were so close to shore, a sparkling firefly streaked up over the island, barely visible in the mist, and Bluebell snapped her wings causing a brilliant sparkly flash, as her dust glowed a brilliant silver.

	Wendy sighed and squinted one eye. “That means it's my turn.”  She looked over at Titiana who gave her an encouraging smile.  The Pirate Queen looked at her men and called out, “Steady on the helm.”  They were looking all kinds of apprehensive as the shoreline became readily apparent.

	The captain of the Sea Devil raised her hook, and visualized through the hoop of it, and then grunted, a look of strain on her face as the veins in her neck became visible.  Just when I thought all was lost as the sound of the hull scraping on the rocks and sand of the seafloor started, my stomach lurched and the sound was gone, as was the sound of waves against the hull of the ship.

	With a little cheer, Mandy threw herself on Wendy and hugged her waist tightly as the Sea Devil sliced silently through the air.  Wendy laughed in delight as she looked over to a proud looking Sea Hag.  Then with a more serious look, she strode to the bow of the ship, still looking through the hook and she lifted a leg to rest on the railing, striking an imposing profile as the wind of our passage blew her hair which hung below her pirate's cap, fluttering it behind her.

	As Mandy's alpha, Rachel, might say, “Dayum.”  The woman was both frightening and alluring, which made for a dangerous combination.  Tinkerbell did good.

	Mandywolf moved up to stand beside her, striking the same pose with her foot on an overturned bucket, mimicking the pirate who just hugged her to her with a free hand.  The ship adjusted course, swinging silently toward the treehouses of the Pan, cutting through the top of the fog layer like it was cutting through water.

	Nobody would be able to see our approach.

	Bluebell zoomed down onto the ship, landing at the tip of the bowsprit her little blade pointing forward.  I had to smile and buzzed up to join her.  She had a serious look on her face that cracked for just an instant to shoot me a smile showing how much fun she was having.

	She shared with me, speaking out the side of her mouth as she tried to keep her serious expression as she stared ahead, “They were playing at the beach on the other side of the island, it took three seconds to convince them to play.  Boys are so easy.”

	Then her serious look got slightly pouty, and I asked without looking at her while I fought a smile, “You wanted to play too?”  She nodded once and smiled into the wind as she shoved my shoulder.  If we didn't need her to show us where Tink was being held, I would have told her to go join in the fun.

	A minute later Wendy lowered her hook, and the ship slid to a stop in the air, I looked back, and she had started to open her mouth then snapped it shut.  I had to smile.  Old habits are hard to break, I'd lay odds that she was just about to order her men to secure the sails and drop anchor.  She caught my attention on her, and she crossed her eyes and stuck her tongue out at my amusement.

	She whispered to her men to hold station, then she looked at Mandywolf then us and nodded.  It was time for the next phase.  Titiana placed a hand over her heart for us.  She wouldn't be an active participant, she was there to document what occurred but wouldn't help unless it was against the other Elders.  She had already bent her own convictions with as much assistance as she has rendered already.

	And if everything went wrong, she has promised she would shepherd Wendy's men to safety and keep the Sea Devil hidden on the Grotto, out of reach of the Pan.

	We gathered at the bow then, exchanging a nod, jumped as one.  It was a wonder, seeing my girl flying gracefully again, beside the woman she has started idolizing as one did their mother. Bluebell and I suppressed our dust the best we could on the way down to the clearing where the Lost Boys treehouse camp was.

	Wendy whispered as we landed lightly on the ground, “Behind me, Amanda.”  

	My girl looked aggravated, the way her tail twitched, but she complied.  She pointed to us, and I flew to the jungle behind the treehouses and waited for the signal.

	Wait... the signal, she didn't say what it would...  her voice boomed out, amplified by her own power, sounding ominous and angry, “Peter!”

	I saw movement in the Pan's treehouse between the slats of wood, the shadow was far too large for such a small young man.  And the shadow shrank as he dove out of the treehouse, blade drawn.  He drifted slowly to the ground as he hissed out in disdain, “Wendy.”  He shook his head and said, “You've come to pay for your betrayal?  Look at you, grown and used up.”

	She narrowed her eyes and a second blade, a tiny dagger he held behind his back, turned into bubbles that drifted upward as the Hook said, “Don't flatter yourself, demon.  I'm far from used up.  Care to taste my steel?”  She drew her blade, it hummed in the air between them, and her hook answered back in a similar tone like there was a resonance between them.

	He changed his attention to my wolfling and said, “Mia, come here.”

	My Mia looked confused then started to walk to him, Wendy sheathed her blade, her hook still raised toward the Pan as she lightly grasped Mia's shoulder.  “Amanda.  Don't listen to him.  You can fight it.”

	Amanda?  Who was... oh yeah.  I shook my head just as my girl did and pushed the suggestion from it.  Mandywolf looked up and asked, “Mom?”  Then she growled, this time not sounding cute at all as she drew her twin guns.  Wendy smiled and nodded at her and said again, “Get behind me.”  Then added when Amanda started to open her mouth, “Don't argue young lady.”

	Mandy pouted and stomped behind her as the Pan started laughing, holding his belly with one hand as he chuckled cruelly.  “Mom?  Oh this is priceless.  Someone really did a number on you.  I can't wait to add your new 'daughter' back into my menagerie after I end you.”  He circled his blade in the air.

	Wendy bared her teeth like fangs, her eyes burning under her hat as she growled out in a tone that chilled my blood as she re-drew her blade, “Let's dance, you and me.”

	He chuckled again and said, “You'd like that, wouldn't you?  But I have other plans.  I'm going to stretch this out for days or even years with you.”  He bellowed out in a voice that rang with his persuasive power, and I'm sure it blanketed the entire island, “Lost Boys, to me!”

	He just showed a smile with too many teeth as he stood there while Wendy stepped slowly and purposefully toward him.  Clomp, clomp, clomp.  She was a frightening woman.

	Bluebell asked, “Now?”

	I shook my head. “Almost.  He needs to commit, so his attention is away from the treehouses.”

	The boy's cocky smile faded as she closed two thirds the distance and his puppet army wasn't there yet.  A crooked smirk on her face, she asked, “Something wrong?  Did I mention that the Lost Boys are off on a grand adventure on the other side of Neverland?”

	His eyes widened, and I could feel the rage, and a little fear, radiating from him as he roared and lunged at her.  In mid-lunge he rippled and grew, and when their blades struck each other, it caused a ripple of power to burst out from the impact, knocking back the little tables and chairs the Lost Boys used.

	Where once there was a young man, now stood a humanoid demon which looked vaguely crocodilian with his elongated jaws lined with hundreds of razor-sharp teeth.  His black skin seemed to writhe, and I could see like many other demons we had fought, it was comprised of the hundreds of tortured souls of his victims.  All scrabbling and screaming silently for release.  From tip to tail he had to have been over twelve feet long and seven feet tall.

	I nodded at Bluebell who was staring wide-eyed in horror.  And she gave me a determined look, her lips in a tight line as she nodded back and I followed her as she zipped up to a little window on the back of Pan's personal treehouse.  It was no bigger than about six inches square.  We buzzed into the space, and it stank of sulfur, death, and demon.

	Bluebell flitted over to a large wooden chest with iron fittings.  Of course, a pirate treasure chest.  She pointed at it, and I could feel magic emanating from it and could see a hint of light under the curved lid.  A huge iron lock dangled from the lid.

	Bluebell started striking the lock over and over with her small blade.  To my surprise it bit deep each time, sparking and cutting little furrows in the metal.  I wondered if being exposed to fairy dust for who knows how many years had made the blades magical in nature.  I rested my hand on the hilt of mine on my back but then changed my mind and grabbed my bow.  It would take too much time for the two of us to hack through the lock.

	I told her, “Move back.”  She looked at me then, with an expression that I was daft, she hovered back a foot or so.  I nocked an arrow and drew back, then let loose.  The arrow grew to its full size in flight and struck the lock, piercing it and the wall beside the chest and likely embedded in a tree in the jungle beyond.

	Her eyes widened in shock, and she looked between me and the bow.  Then I shouldered it and buzzed down to the lock.  She shook herself out of it and joined me as we muscled the lock off to fall upon the floor. Then flew the hasp up and pried with all our might.  If not for my enhanced strength, I don't think we would have been able to lift it.  But it finally rose and hinged back onto the bed.

	My eyes widened at a horrifying sight.  In the chest was just a large bag like a duffel bag, and a jar with a shriveled, malnourished, and barely glowing fairy.  Her wings sifting dull black dust as she stirred, looking too weak to rise as her head turned toward us.

	Bluebell shrieked, “Tinkerbell!”

	And she zoomed into the chest to stand in front of the jar, her hand on one side as Tink raise a hand to place it on the other side of the glass.  Her weak voice rasping out, “Bluebell.  Fly.  Fly away lest he gets you too.”

	The tree shook, and I heard a crack as the trunk split.  Then the singing of metal on metal as the Pan roared in the battle going on below.

	Then I said again, “Get back.”  Bluebell instantly complied this time, and I told Tink, “Stay down and cover your eyes.”

	She looked at me in confusion and wondered aloud, “You're no fairy I recognize.”

	I smirked. “Not a fairy.  Cover yourself.”  She did, and I let loose an arrow, and it shattered the glass and sank through the chest and floor.

	“Can you fly?”

	She looked up in shock, blinking.  She swayed to her feet, Bluebell landing to steady her.  Then she shook her head.  “I'm too weak.”  She pointed at the back in the chest.  “Peter has been harvesting my dust.  He intends to build another artifact with it to wrest back control of the Sea Devil from the Hook.”

	I blinked, hesitated a moment, then flew down to the bag and undid the pull string.  Inside I found it was practically filled to the brim with fairy dust!  I whispered, “By the Goddess.”

	Then dug out a leaf from one of the pouches on the belt of my armor and handed it to the ailing fairy.  She unwrapped the leaf to find a glob of honey from the Grotto.  I said, “That will help you regain your strength.”

	She was almost burying her face in it, and I could see her light returning as she started standing taller.  Then I was blinking as she actually shed her wings as new wings exploded from her back. They were twice as big and twice as mesmerizingly beautiful as they sifted golden dust that covered her.

	She looked up at me, and I gasped at her beauty.  Bluebell placed her tiara on Tink then took a knee.  I took a knee too and bowed to her beauty.  Then echoed when, Bluebell whispered, “My queen.”

	She spoke in a strong melodic voice.  “We must leave before the Pan returns.  Or he will imprison us all.”  They took to the air and headed toward the window, but I just hovered over the chest, looking between the fairy dust cache and them.

	I shook my head.  “We have to do something about this first.  It is too dangerous.”

	They flew down, and Tinkerbell said to me in a voice filled with patience and understanding, “There is little we of small stature can do in the land of Big.  We should take this small victory, in memory of my Wendy.”

	Memory of...  I blurted, “But Wendy is alive.  She is down there now, battling the Pan so that you can escape.”

	She squeaked in excitement, disbelief, and hope.  “My Wendy is still alive?”

	I nodded with pride and said, “She is the new champion of Neverland, the new Hook.  She has been gathering her power to rescue you.”

	A tear that seemed to be made of light fell from her eye and splashed in rainbow colors on the floor.  I said, “So help me to make sure that neither the Pan nor anyone else can use this as a weapon.”

	The world shook around us in a boom.  I could hear a tree exploding and the singing of magicked steel cutting the air below us.  She nodded, and we all landed on the bag as we looked around for something that could help.

	The Pan bellowed in rage, “Die Wendy!”  

	And the Pirate Queen roared back, “You first, asshole!”  

	Then the treehouse shook and creaked again, then the sound of falling branches hit the roof.

	I almost jumped out of my skin when a voice in the room said, “Ah'm pretty sure ah've heard the rumor that fairy dust is a wee bit flammable, mah dear sweet darlings.”

	I placed a hand on my chest to still my heart from the shock, then looked at Titiana as Tinkerbell zipped over to her and stood on her shoulder showering her cheek with fairy kisses, “Auntie!”  The Elder looked at the fairy queen with love and compassion and said, “Darling one.”

	I narrowed an eye.  “You're supposed to be on the Sea Devil.”

	She chuckled as she faded away, leaving Tink buzzing in the air.  “Oh, ah am, precious one.  Ah am.  Ah can't interfere, after all.”  She touched the side of her nose and winked.

	I shook my head at the space she had sort of been occupying.  Then looked at the little table in the space with the little lit candle.

	I smiled at the other fairies. “Flammable huh?”  I motioned for them to follow me after I buzzed up to dip an arrow in the flame of the candle.  “Ladies?”  We zipped out the window, and I turned and let fly the flaming arrow.  The tiny flame grew with the projectile, and when it hit the bag, the treehouse seemed to suck in as all the sound around us was swallowed.  Then in a huge, violent explosion, the treehouse was vaporized, and the tree turned into a hail of splinters.

	I coughed out a puff of smoke and rubbed ashes from my eyes and asked the two giggling fairies, “A wee bit flammable?”

	Then we looked down through the smoke as the Pan demon roared in anger, “No!”  Then his crocodilian slitted eyes looked up at us and glowed red in fury.

	He launched into the air, but then stopped suddenly and started swinging away from us.  Wendy had caught his tail with her hook, his flesh sizzling where the metal pierced his skin. And she growled, and she swung him with both hands.

	With a deafening crack, another tree trunk was reduced to splinters, and the remainder fell back with a treehouse in the branches.

	Tinkerbell was squealing, “Wendy!”

	The Pirate Queen hesitated when she was about to continue the engagement but her eyes flew wide, and tears welled up in them as she yelled out in relief and longing, “Tinkerbell!”

	Tink zipped down to her, and I shouted a warning as the fairy landed on the pirate's outstretched hand and they kissed tenderly, both blubbering like babies, their tears flowing freely.

	But before I could loose an arrow at the demon who was sweeping his comically small blade down at the two.  He was oofing and flying to the side into a tree.

	Mandywolf was there, finishing the spin of her roundhouse kick, mini fangs bared, upper lip pulled back and twitching as she growled out, more wolf than girl, “Nobody hurts my mother!”

	Then she was flying at the demon, her hands moving in a blur pulling her guns and emptying both clips into the demon.  He yowled in pain, trying to dodge, but as fast as his demon reflexes were, my mate's were faster, gifted to her by the very curse devised by a demon far more powerful than him.  Her aim never wavered as she followed him as he dove for cover.

	He rolled to his feet as she holstered her guns, her hands crooked like claws as she flew at him.  He stood, black ichor dripping from his wounds.  He smiled cruelly as she sped toward him.  “Mortal weapons can't kill me, insolent fool.”

	I caught Mandy's wink my way as she engaged him, saying, “No but I'm sure they hurt like hell.”  Punches and kicks were exchanged at unfathomable speeds, and though he had far superior strength, her diminutive stature gave her an advantage she hadn't had before when she fought.  She was a small, nimble target.  And with her ability to fly, it made his attempt at a leg sweep of her with his tail, useless.

	I drew my bow slowly and with purpose and pulled back, feeding the arrow as much energy and intent from the Goddess as I could.  My connection felt... distant, which scared me a little.  And I waited for the signal from my little Mandywolf.

	She growled out as she flipped behind him, landing on his shoulders and wrapping her arms around his face, covering his eyes as she spat out, “Believe me, we know what it takes not just to banish a piece of flaming shit like you but...”

	Wendy came out of her reverie with Tink and snapped out, “Amanda!”

	Mandy lowered her head and rephrased. “A flaming poopy butt like you, but we know how to kill you with true death.”  Her eyes snapped to me.  And though I hated doing this, my girl heals fast and it was her idea.  I loosed the arrow with a silent prayer to the Goddess.   My aim was true and the arrow sliced through the flesh of Amanda's arm, coating itself in her blood and slammed through the Pan's eye socket and out the back of his skull to embed in my girl's shoulder.

	I heard Wendy's squeak of distress seeing the little girl she saw as her own being shot through like that.  The Pan roared in agony and threw her bodily from him.  She skipped across the ground and wound up in a sliding three-point stance just before she would have impacted a boulder.  A cruel grin spread on her face as she hissed like an animal, and pulled the arrow from her shoulder, tail swishing in anticipation.

	The demon bellowed, “You will all suffer long and hard for this.  I will...”  He hesitated as he looked at his hand which seemed to rot into black ichor and acrid smoke in front of his one eye.  The blade fell uselessly to the ground as he whispered in agony, “How?”

	 Mandy was all predatory smile as she walked up to the rapidly decaying abomination, Tapping the arrow on her already healed arm.  She winked at him and said, “I seem to be chock full of a demon blood curse.  I just wonder what my blood might do to a lesser demon like you, asswipe?”

	She was scooped off the ground by Wendy who was frantically checking her for injuries.  “Mandy!”

	My girl smirked and said, “Right, sorry.  I meant fuckhead.”

	The Pirate Queen smirked and kissed her nose and said, “Better.”

	We chuckled as the Pan stumbled, his legs dissolving, a look of fear, confusion, and disbelief in his eye as he fell forward into a pile of rank smelling sulfuric goo.  Then the Pan was no more.

	We just stood there as Tinkerbell flew up to Wendy, and landed on her shoulder, placing one hand on her cheek, the other on Mandywolf's.  She smiled at them and said in wonder as she looked over to the rapidly dissipating slime, “It's really over.”

	Then she hopped off of Wendy's shoulder and was just full size.  She was still a fairy but human-proportioned and looking stunningly beautiful as she grabbed Wendy's face and pulled her in for a steamy kiss.  My girl was looking all kinds of awkward sitting on Wendy's hip as it happened.

	I blinked, and Bluebell landed on a branch beside me, kicking her feet and rolling her eyes, “Yeah, she likes to do that.”

	I muttered, “But she's...”

	The fairy nodded and grinned. “All of us older fairies can Big for a short time.  But why Big when you can be so very small.  Much more mischief can be had when you are small.”

	Tink's huge, delicate wings, slowly spread wide behind her as they deepened their kiss.  It was getting warm out there, and I swallowed.  Mandy cleared her throat, trying not to look at the display inches from her.  The women parted with embarrassed blushes before tiny Tink landed back on Wendy's shoulder, the Pirate Queen reaching up and snapping her collar to shield the fairy proprietarily.  It looked... so right.

	Then she said, “Love, this is... well my daughter Amanda if she'll still have me.  And her girl, Robyn you've met.”  She indicated me with her eyes.

	Mandy was just nodding and hugged her tight then Wendy sat her back down on her feet.

	Wendy lowered her hat to just above her eyes and looked out through the shadow, “Right.  Now we have one last adventure.  Getting these girls back to their normal state and finding a way to get them home.”  She sounded sad about the last part.

	We all jumped when Titiana said from beside us, “Is that all?  They've had the way home all this time.”  She chuckled, and we blinked, seeing we were standing on the deck of the Sea Devil.

	Wendy, Tink, and Bluebell didn't seem shocked to be standing somewhere we hadn't been.  Mandy and I wheeled around to get our bearings.

	The Elder prompted us, “You should call back the others so the Lost Boys can do something about the extreme Make-Believes they have on you.  Then Wendy can sail you home.”

	We blinked at her then blew the flutes while Wendy sputtered out, “But I still haven't found the route through the waterways of the betweens to the mortal realm.”

	The Voodoo Queen waved that off. “Nonsense, the ship's compass can just follow the connection.”

	Wendy furrowed her brow and prompted, “What connection?”

	Almost as if conjured from the very air around us, Bobby McFerrin's ‘Don't Worry Be Happy’ started playing from somewhere.  Amanda blinked then looked down at herself.  She was quickly unzipping one of the pouches on her weapon's rig, and she pulled out the most adorable looking tiny pink iPhone as she whispered in shock, “That's Parker's ringtone.”

	She hit a button and held the phone out and asked dubiously, “Hello?”

	A young woman's voice chirped out, “Oh thank god you answered.  Are you two ok?  They say you're sailing to meet us, but we're in Kansas.”

	Mandy screwed up her face and asked, “Who is this?”

	The answer was surprising, “It's me, Parker.  Oh... I'm sort of in Ella's body right now.  It's a long story.”

	Mandy pointed out carefully, “But... you don't sound like Ella either.”

	The chuckling response was, “No, Ella's original body, we... oh just get here as fast as you can, it will take too long to explain over the phone.  Like I said, long story and the Elders are on on the march.  And why do you sound so strange?”

	We all chuckled, and my girl replied, “Long story.  Umm... we'll get there as soon as we can.”

	Then Parker said, “Ok.  Love you, see you soon.”

	We both chimed out, in shock that we were somehow talking across realms, “Love you too.”  Then the line went dead, Mandy staring at the phone like it would bite her.

	I mused, “Snow enchanted all the phones to be partially magic proof.  Is that how...”  I left it hanging.

	Titiana chuckled and said as the fairies, mermaids, and Lost Boys started to arrive, “Perchta's magics are formidable and tricky, almost to our levels.  But the Elders could never cross her lands because of her ability to call up the Wild Hunt from all of nature.”

	Then she pointed at the cell and said, “Just use the connection to that device with the ship's compass, mah lovelies.  You'll be home in no time.  Ah think ah'll come along.”

	We looked around as the Lost Boys, free of the Pan's compulsions arrived, cheering in joy to find their Wendy.  Timmy looked up at her and said, “You got growed up.”

	Wendy looked around to everyone gathered and called out, “Those of you staying, disembark now.  Men, hoist the mainsail!”

	Nobody left the ship as men started dashing around to comply with the orders of the Hook.  She held Mandy's hand as they went to the ship's compass to place the cell beside it.  The needle spun then settled to the west, and we set sail toward the Nothing.

	My Mandywolf smiled and said as she peered off into the distance and pointed, “Second star to the right and straight on until morning.”

	



	


Epilogue

	I still felt odd inside Ella's body, her a voice in my head reminding me that I was still Parker, and it didn't matter what bodies we found ourselves in after Dorothy had basically modified Ella-Marie's old curse to basically play body-roulette between Marie, Ella, and me.

	Dorothy had just transported us from Oz to her family's farm in Kansas.  It was a teary reunion with her Uncle Henry, Aunt Em, and her friend Molly.  Dorothy just finished an incredible display of magic, creating clockwork legs for Molly.

	Then Baum showed up out of nowhere, and Dot kept punching him to bloody his nose.  He was saying the Elders were on the move, and that he brought the others and something about a ship coming into port.  I had so many questions. 

	But I didn't have time for that, and I looked at all the woman I called my own family standing there smiling.  I had missed them all while we were stranded in Oz.  Belle was squeeing and running forward, calling out, “Parker!  We thought you were lost!”

	I smiled and opened my arms then deflated in disappointment when she engulfed Marie in a silly side to side hug.

	Marie, in my body, stood stock still a moment, before she caught up, then smiled at our friend, “I'm sorry, Belle, eet eez Marie.  That is my Parker there, in Ella's original body.”

	I waved sheepishly until the girl caught up and then flung herself on me hugging me.  She muttered, “Ella was cute.  Where is she?”

	I looked even more awkward and sheepish as I pointed at my head. “In here too, and she says to tell you she's not bloody cute.”

	As the others gave us welcoming hugs, I offered, “It's a long story, let's all go inside, quite a few reunions are happening.”  Then I looked around and asked, “Where are Amanda and Robyn?”

	Red answered as she hugged me and I felt the huge amount of power in her, “Baum said they'd be along presently.”

	I nodded, the man was cryptic as ever.  I understood why Dot tended to punch the man whenever she saw him.

	We all turned to the farmhouse, Henry, and Emily in the lead as I looked around and sighed.

	There really is no place like home.

	I called out as everyone headed into the building while I pulled out my phone, “I'll be right in.  I want to check on Robyn and Amanda.”

	Marie, in my body, smiled and nodded, giving my hand a squeeze.  That was going to take a little getting used to as I'd only be in my own form a third of the time now.

	I pulled up my contacts and snickered as I tapped on the icon labeled “beta” with a little heart by it.  Amanda was so easy to tease, and she thought being beta to Rachel was such a bad thing.

	I thought my call was going to go to voicemail after it rang a few times.  Then my brow furrowed, the girls had said we had been gone over a month when it had just been a few days.  I wondered if Mandy and Robyn's timeline was being messed with too.

	I just about hung up when a little girl answered, “Hello?”

	I smiled at the girl's voice, and I could hear other voices in the background, we must have been on speakerphone.  I said,  “Oh thank god you answered.  Are you two ok?  They say you're sailing to meet us, but we're in Kansas.”

	The little girl asked, “Who is this?”  She had such a cute timbre to her tone.

	Oh, right they were probably just staring dumbly at the phone since I didn't sound like myself.  “It's me, Parker.  Oh... I'm sort of in Ella's body right now.  It's a long story.”

	The little one pointed out carefully, “But... you don't sound like Ella either.”  How did she know what Ella-Marie sounded like?

	I chuckled, correcting her. “No, Ella's original body, we... oh just get here as fast as you can, it will take too long to explain over the phone.  Like I said, long story and the Elders are on on the march.”

	Ella said in my head, “Fuckin' A, that little girl sounds like Mandy.  What the bloody hell is going on here?”

	My eyes widened, she was right, it sounded like Mandy was sucking on helium or something.  I prompted, “And why do you sound so strange?”

	I heard lots of chuckles on the other side as she said, “Long story.  Umm... we'll get there as soon as we can.”

	I smiled and wondered how many ways she would kill me if I pointed out how adorable her voice sounded just then.  I smirked and said, “Ok.  Love you, see you soon.”

	I could hear Robyn chiming in with her like she was standing on the far side of the room from Amanda, “Love you too.”  I smiled as I hung up, wanting to hug myself, I loved all my wayward Avatars, and it always made me feel good that they reciprocated.

	Good, they'd be here... my line of thought trailed off when a billowing cloud seemed to roil into existence just above the horizon.  That was shocking enough, but even more shocking was that there seemed to be a massive pirate ship, flying the Jolly Roger, descending in that cloud toward the farmhouse.

	I just stared up at it, my jaw hanging open as it approached.  I swallowed then called through the door without taking my eyes off of the impossible sight, “Umm, ladies?  You're going to want to come out here.  Uhh, we've got pirates.”  I smirked to myself, as impossible as the sight seemed, I've seen more amazing things in Oz, so maybe I should re-evaluate what I deemed as impossible.

	Maireni chuckled from behind me and I gleeped when she picked me up by the waist like I weighed nothing at all and moved me aside and set me down.  She said in amusement, “You might not want to block the door then, Parker.”

	She looked up as the others poured out.  She nodded like she had been expecting this, and the very human during daylight Daria moved beside her to lay her head on her shoulder and nod, “Good, they're here.”

	They were acting like this was expected.  Even though they refuse to abide by the rules of the Scales that had been foisted upon them by the Grimm Brothers, they had picked up their annoying habit of being cryptic at times.

	Ella was prompting me, “Parker, you need to get ready.  Dig deep down inside, like you are trying to touch the earth beneath our feet, and pull it into you.”

	I nodded and concentrated.  When the earth itself answered my call, my eyes widened in shock. Woah!  Is this how my Ella felt when she did this?  I could feel so much power concentrating in my fists as my bones hardened and my feet started to crystalize.  Could I do one of my girl's elephant leveling punches like this?  Ella was chuckling in my head in her cockney accent, “Rein it in, love.  We need to find out if this is friend or foe first.”

	I looked nervously around, and everyone except Red, Daria, and Dorothy looked prepared for a fight.  The other three just looked a little bored.  I knew why Dot was.  She was a big enough badass that there isn't anything short of an Elder invasion that would give her pause, but why were Daria and Mari so aloof?

	Just when I feared the ship was going to plow into the ground by the barn, it leveled out and skimmed the ground, stopping a few yards in front of us.  Then with two thuds, anchors were dropped.  I saw men running about stowing sails and securing lines onboard.  It looked almost just like the Black Pearl from Pirates of the Caribbean!

	We looked up as a shadow descended.  I realized it was a person, they had jumped from the deck of the ship that was thirty to forty feet up!  With a thud, an imposing figure landed in full pirate garb, down to the billowing jacket and triangular pirate's hat.  They looked up as they straightened and the eyes in the shadow of the hat cast their gaze upon us, seeming to see right through to the core of each of us.

	I shuddered internally.  The fact that the pirate had a gleaming hook on one arm, and I felt more foreign power than I have ever outside of Oz just emanating off of the figure.  Greta was on the edge of changing into her Perchta form.  It was obvious as her white antlers grew and white feathers started trailing down her back as she slid in front of us when Red didn't like she normally did.  She saw this person as formidable.

	Then I was surprised when a rich, low woman's voice asked as the pirate looked up revealing a startlingly alluring woman, “Which one of you is Parker?”

	I swallowed and raised my hand like an awkward platypus.  Snow holding her arm back across me protectively, feathers hanging from her arm.

	The woman tilted her hat back and smiled widely, all of that ominous foreboding washing away as her rich brown eyes twinkled in mischief.  Then another shadow appeared on the ground followed by another thud.  I had to blink twice.  There was no mistaking this smaller, more slight pirate was all woman as the first pirate offered, “My daughter is always talking about you.”

	The newcomer looked to be eighteen or nineteen, dressed almost identical to the more intimidating one.  She was stunning and familiar and... she had a wolf's tail swishing behind her as she whined out to the other pirate, “Mooom!  I told you not to intimidate them!  They're my friends!”

	I had to blink twice as I recognized the voice, even though it was much younger.  Then I saw it.  This girl looked like Mandy's younger sister.  I asked in shock, “Amanda?”  As the older of the two chastised, “Don't get sassy with me, young lady.”

	The wolf girl lowered her eyes submissively from the other woman, then she cocked her head at me in confusion and asked, “Parker?”

	I nodded, and she grinned Amanda's cocky smirk as she strode forward. “Looks like we weren't the only ones to get whammied.”  She snagged a shocked looking Snow's hand and dragged her to me then hugged us both tightly.  “God, I've missed you all so much.  I'm sorry it took thirteen years to sail here.  The Elders movements are messing with the tides between realms.”

	This was our Mandy!  I hugged her desperately then she pulled back to look at the others with excitement.  Thirteen years?  I mumbled, “But... I just hung up with you moments ago.”

	She cocked her head like our old friend and said, “Huh.”

	Then she was running around hugging everyone, tail swishing in excitement as I pointed out, “You're... young.  And you have a tail.”

	She nodded back at me with a sly grin and said, “It's better than being seven.  The Lost Boys changed us back, but their imaginations see 'old' as like sixteen or seventeen.  Luckily we see in our heads that adult is between eighteen and twenty-one.  So it's probably my fault I wound up somewhere in between.”

	Whaaaaaaa?  I was trying to comprehend what she was saying.  Then she looked at her tail when Rapunzel caught it and smiled as she stroked it.  She shrugged and said, “Can't get the smartasses to get rid of the tail though.”

	I was about to reprimand her for her language, but the other pirate snapped, “Mandy!”

	Our girl lowered her head and actually pouted out a, “Sorry.”

	Then she moved back to the woman and hugged her arm in a proprietary way.  “Everyone, this is my mom... don't ask, long story... Wendy, better known as the Hook in Neverland.”

	Again I was blinking.  Her mom?  But I thought her mom was a real piece of work here who wanted nothing to do with her.  This was... this was Captain Hook from Neverland? My question was answered when a little fairy flew down from the ship to land on the woman's shoulder.  I was getting light headed.

	Then I paused and looked around, “Where's Robyn?  Is she ok?”

	Mandy nodded and smirked like she had a secret.  She called down as she just took to the air, flying up to look at the deck of the ship, “She's stowing some gear.  Ah, here she comes.”  She landed beside her, umm, mom?  And when she caught everyone's stunned expressions, she added with a shrug, “Oh, and I can fly.”

	Her smile was contagious, and I found myself beaming at the young adult version of Mandy.  A moment later, with a buzzing sound, Robyn of Locksley landed beside Mandy, gave her quick peck on the lips then looked around at us all with excitement, as... as delicate looking fairy wings folded flat to her back.

	She kneeled in front of Snow in supplication and said to her, “Goddess.”  Then she stood and rushed over to hug us all.  “We've missed you all so very much these past years.  The Elders ride in our wake, we need to prepare.”

	Then our Mari, the Red Hood and Scale stated cryptically, “They are almost upon us.”  She looked up at the ship and asked, “Is... 'she' with you.”

	Robyn looked up at the ship, and she nodded in understanding and shared, “Titiana has come.”

	Red nodded.  “Good.  We need to prepare.”

	I pointed at Robyn and said in a little voice, “You... you've got wings.”

	She chuckled and said, “Yes, yes I do.  Long story.”  Did she look younger too?  She always looked young, being an elf, but I think she looked about Mandy's apparent age now.  I was so confused.

	Then as we were led back into the farmhouse, Ella took control of our body and turned us back to look to the east.  I could feel it too, something was coming.  Something huge.  Something menacing. But now that our family was back together again, we would be here to face it together.  I nodded to myself as I added, my family, my Avatars.

	The End

	



	

----------------------------------------------

	Novels by Erik Schubach

	----------------------------------------------

	Books in the Techromancy Scrolls series...

	Adept

	Soras

	Masquerade

	Westlands

	Avalon

	New Cali (2019)

	 

	Books in the Urban Fairytales series...

	Red Hood: The Hunt

	Snow: The White Crow

	Ella: Cinders and Ash

	Rose: Briar's Thorn

	Let Down Your Hair

	Hair of Gold: Just Right

	The Hood of Locksley

	Beauty In the Beast

	No Place Like Home

	Shadow Of The Hook

	 

	Books in the New Sentinels series...

	Djinn: Cursed

	Raven Maid: Out of the Darkness

	Fate: No Strings Attached

	Open Seas: Just Add Water

	Ghost-ish: Lazarus

	 

	Books in the Drakon series...

	Awakening

	Dragonfall

	 

	Books in the Valkyrie Chronicles series...

	Return of the Asgard

	Bloodlines

	Folkvangr

	Seventy Two Hours

	Titans

	 

	Books in the Tales From Olympus series...

	Gods Reunited

	Alfheim (2019)

	 

	Books in the Bridge series...

	Trolls

	Traitor

	Unbroken

	 

	Books in the Fracture series...

	Divergence

	



	

-------------------------------------------------

	Novellas by Erik Schubach

	-------------------------------------------------

	The Hollow

	 

	Novellas in the Paranormals series...

	Fleas

	This Sucks

	Jinx (2019)

	 

	Novellas in the Fixit Adventures...

	Fixit

	Glitch

	Vashon

	Descent

	Sedition (2019)

	 

	Novellas in the Emily Monroe Is Not The Chosen One series...

	Night Shift

	Unchosen

	Rechosen (2019)

	



	


-------------------------------------------------

	Short Stories by Erik Schubach

	(These short stories span many different genres)

	-------------------------------------------------

	A Little Favor

	Lost in the Woods

	MUB

	Mirror Mirror On The Wall

	Oops!

	Rift Jumpers: Faster Than Light

	Scythe

	Snack Run

	Something Pretty

	Summer Break (2019)

	



	


------------------------------------------------------

	Romance Novels by Erik Schubach

	------------------------------------------------------

	Books in the Music of the Soul universe...  

	(All books are standalone and can be read in any order)

	Music of the Soul

	A Deafening Whisper

	Dating Game

	Karaoke Queen

	Silent Bob

	Five Feet or Less

	Broken Song

	Syncopated Rhythm

	Progeny

	Girl Next Door

	Lightning Strikes Twice

	June

	Dead Shot

	 

	Music of the Soul Shorts...  

	(All short stories are standalone and can be read in any order)

	Misadventures of Victoria Davenport: Operation Matchmaker

	Wallflower

	Accidental Date

	Holiday Morsels

	What Happened In Vegas?

	 

	Books in the London Harmony series...  

	(All books are standalone and can be read in any order)

	Water Gypsy

	Feel the Beat

	Roctoberfest

	Small Fry

	Doghouse

	Minuette

	Squid Hugs

	The Pike

	Flotilla

	 

	Books in the Pike series...

	(All books are standalone and can be read in any order)

	Ships In The Night

	Right To Remain Silent

	Evermore

	New Beginnings

	 

	Books in the Flotilla series...

	(All books are standalone and can be read in any order)

	Making Waves

	Keeping Time

	The Temp

	Paying the Toll

	 

	Books in the Unleashed series...

	Case of the Collie Flour

	Case of the Hot Dog

	Case of the Gold Retriever

	Case of the Great Danish

	Case of the Yorkshire Pudding (2019)

	▲ Back to TOP


cover.jpeg
| taught you to fight and to fly...

Erik Schubach

—
&

.








