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Tales from the Mystic Wolf
Curiosity...

"Ooooohhh, Brisbane, lookit the cute kitty!"

The gigantic white-furred wolf tending the bar looked up from the glass he was cleaning
and blinked a couple of times. "The what?" He turned towards the black-furred feline who was
kneeling on the floor of the barroom, reaching out towards a ragged looking feral cat. "How'd that
get in here?"

"Oh, don't be such a stodge, Brisbane!" The feline picked up the feral cat and held it close
as it tried to struggle out of her arms. "Poor thing prolly came in through the door with someone
else. It's cold outside, and warm in here after all."

Brisbane scowled and examined the struggling cat. It was of average build and looked like
it had been through hell. Its calico fur was dirty and matted in spots, almost bald in others. One of
its ears looked like something had been gnawing on it, and its tail had been broken at least once.
As he stared at it, the cat stopped struggling and stared back at the wolf with ice blue eyes and a
helpless expression of resignation at being held by the perky feline. "I think it needs a bath, Kari,"
Brisbane began cautiously.

"Oh yes, and some food and someplace nice and warm to sleep ..." She continued to babble
on and snuggled the cat, pressing it tightly against her breasts.

The cat seemed to sigh and relaxed a little, as if it knew that Kari wasn't about to let go of'it.
Brisbane arched one brow in surprise at the cat's attitude, then shrugged and went back to cleaning
the glasses.

"Can I use one of the private washrooms, Brisbane?"

He paused again, casting Kari a resigned look. "You want to give it a bath here?” he asked
her.

"Why not? I can do that while you get some food ready for it!"
"Food? Wait a second, what?"

"Thanks, Brisbane!" Kari leaned forwards and gave the stunned white wolf a quick kiss on
his muzzle before she swept the cat off to the back room.

"Oh crud, what has she gotten me into now?"
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Personally, I think if Brisbane knew, he'd have kicked the cat out immediately. How do I
know? Because I'm the cat. Sort of. It's hard to explain. I'm not supposed to be a cat, if that's any
help.

It isn't? Hmm... Then I guess an explanation is in order. How much do you know about
the other side of the Veil?

Hmm again... I don't want to go into foo much detail, so I'll just give some summaries.
Elves, Gnomes, Goblins and all that kind of stuff? Yeah, they're real, and they live on the other
side of the Veil. Lucky them, huh? That's kind of where my trouble started. I'm a mage of sorts,
and one of the more common practices amongst mages who deal with the Veil is a practice called
"Favor Trading".



Basically, you ask one of the Veil's inhabitants for a favor. They, in turn, can call upon you
for a favor at some later time. There's a lot of rules regarding this sort of thing, what can be asked
for, valuation of favors, but it's kind of boring. Suffice to say I had to ask a favor of the Seelie
Court some time ago, and it wanted payment. Nothing major, the Seelie Court likes to bring
mortals into it's demesne to help entertain during parties and the like. I'm a storyteller, so that's
what I did.

Nothing major, really, except that one of the guests at the party in question wasn't too keen
on storytellers apparently. When the party was over, I got most of the way back to my own world
before being accosted by said guest, who turned me into a cat and set the Hunt on me.

Did I mention that I've had a really bad day? Yeah.

The Hunt... Let me tell you, being stuck in a cat's body and trying to outrun a pack of
Elfhounds is not fun. I'm not exactly in the best of shape, and the Hunt can take days sometimes.
Running doesn't really work, nor does hiding.

Truth be told, I don't venture beyond the Veil often. Usually it's just for things like this - to
cash in favors I owe others, or to visit my friends in the Labyrinth. What? The Labyrinth? Oh,
that. You remember the movie by that name that came out back in the 80's? Yeah, they got it
pretty close for Hollywood. Missed a few things, but what do you expect? Jared the Goblin King,
for example, was an Unseelie elf. He's since been deposed and the Goblin King is a goblin again.

Oh, they don't like being called Goblins, in case you didn't know. It's a slang name for their
species. They call themselves the Goh-Blenni, or the Goh-Blens. Easy to see how it got changed
to Goblin, yeah?

Um, I'm getting off the point though. The Labyrinth was too far away, as were most of the
other Veil locales I was familiar with. The only place nearby that I knew by reputation was the
Citadel, which wasn't much help. By the time I figured that out, I'd already been on the run for
seven hours and was getting really tired. I think it was by sheer luck that I remembered of a place
near the Citadel that Kibbins, one of the Goblins I know, told me about.

The Mystic Wolf tavern.

I've never been there, but Kibbins told me that if you really needed to find the place, or if
you really really needed a drink, it would find you.

Funny thing, normally when someone says that, they're trying to intimidate someone or
crack a joke. This is the first time when it actually turned out to be true! One minute I'm running
alongside one of the Citadel's walls, the Hunt maybe a half mile behind me, the next minute I'm in
a tavern, surrounded by barstools and tables and the smell of good food that had my mouth
watering...

... and less than a minute after that, I'm being called a 'cute kitty' and picked up by some
anthromorphic feline with black fur, wearing a black miniskirt and crop top with her white hair
pulled back in a long braid and the lights glistening off of the ankh earrings she's sporting - all six
of them.

Of course I struggled! Why wouldn't I? The Hunt was after me, last I'd known, and I'd
been captured! Wouldn't you try and run? Then I'm staring into the eyes of this massive anthro
wolf, and then suddenly the catlady holding me is talking about food, and ... well ... um ...



Did I mention that this catlady was stacked, and she's hugging me to her chest ... Um ...
Let's just say I calmed down very quickly, for a very good reason.

I think I have found a couple of interesting things out about housecats. First of all, being
petted feels good. I mean, really good. Second off, the whole bath thing? I've been told it's
because of some fur problem from back in the days of yore. Personally, I think it's more because
when a cat is in water, it loses a lot of mobility, which is important to a cat. I suffered the bath
happily though. It's not like the Hunt was going to /ef me stop and take a bath, right?

So then I'm being engulfed in this old fluffy towel, in the old classic bachelor grey color
and rubbed dry, and picked up once again and squeezed against the catlady's bosom before I get set
down on a bench next to a small dish of what looks and smells like morsels from someone's stew
pot, and damned if it wasn't some of the best stew I'd ever tasted! Here I am, sitting on a bench in
a tavern, eating stew meat and getting petted by some cute gothish catlady who is calling me a 'cute
kitty' and a 'little fuzzy-wuzzy friend,' and you know what the worst part of all this is?

I'm surrounded by mages and I can't tell them that I'm not supposed to be a cat!!!
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"Ooo0, I think he likes your stew, Brisbane!"

"Kari," the white wolf said with a smirk, "I believe this has been discussed before now.
Any being that does not like my stew is either a Vegetarian, or has no sense of taste."

"Yeah, can't argue that. He's a sweet kitty, yes he is!"
Brisbane leaned down to look at the cat. "How can you tell it's a male cat?"
"I'm a cat myself. We can tell, trust me on this."

Brisbane nodded slowly as the cat looked up from the bowl of stew and rolled its eyes. He
gave a start and stared at it. "Did ... did that cat just roll it's eyes at me?"

"Did it?"
"I think it did! Can cats do that?"
Kari rolled her eyes. "Well I can, so I don't see why he can't."

But Brisbane wasn't convinced. There's something odd about that cat, he thought to
himself, and I want to know what...
skskoskoskosk

This was getting me nowhere.

Yes, I now had food in my belly and I was clean and didn't feel like I was covered in half
the fey forest, but I'd been tagged by the Hunt, and they don't give up easily. I wasn't quite sure
what I was going to do, but I knew that the Hunt was going to find me here eventually, and I didn't
want anyone here to get hurt because of me. Especially the catlady who was stroking my head at
the moment.

I had to let them know that the Hunt was coming, but how? The idea came to me as the
catlady was scritching my ears. I'm a cat, and that means I have claws! 1 had a stinking suspicion
that the barkeep was going to be really mad with me in a few seconds. Leaving the stew where it
was, | jumped atop the table and stretched to try and get someone's attention.

skeokskoskosk



Brisbane's brow rose as the cat suddenly jumped up atop the table and stretched. What is it
up to now? he thought. Then he saw the claw come out and his eyes grew wide. "No! Kari, he's
gonna scratch my tables!"

The catlady turned and regarded the cat. "So? You throw people through them sometimes.
What's a couple of clawmarks?" She paused, however, as the cat extended only one claw and
began to draw something on the tabletop. "Uhhhhh...?!?"

"What is it?"

The white wolf came out from behind the bar, his ears brushing the heavy wood beams that
held up the ceiling. He set his gaze on the table top and his jaw dropped. "What the heck...?"

skeskskoskosk

It was the only thing I could think of. I extended a claw and began to scratch the sign for
'danger’ into the wood tabletop. The gigantic white anthro wolf behind the bar came out and took
a look and just stared at it, looking really confused.

Confusion was not what I needed.

I sighed in exasperation, which as [ was a cat came out as a mewl of annoyance. Reaching
out the claw once more, I scratched the signs for 'transformation,' 'fey,’ and 'the Hunt." If anything,
the expressions on their faces grew even more confused, and I proceeded to lose my temper.

skskeskosksk

"MEOW! Meow, meow, meooooowlllllll], mrooooooowwwwwww fttfttfttftt!!!"

Brisbane cocked his head to one side, a look of utter incomprehension on his face. "There's
something really messed up going on here and I have no idea what it is. I think we're going to need
some help with this one." He turned away from the table for a moment and looked around the
barroom, which was mostly empty due to the weather outside - wet, heavy snow that was falling
from the sky in great volumes. "'Scuze me, everyone! Attention! Does anyone here know how to
read odd runes?"

The normal murmuring sound that formed the background noise of the bar fell silent.
Several people got up and came over to the table, but most of them then shook their heads and went
back to their own tables looking just as confused as the great white wolf. One, however, stared at
the runes and began to swear under his breath. "Ohhhhh crap, crap crap crap crap!”

Brisbane clamped a paw down on the shoulder of the speaker, what is it, Malachie?"

The two-tailed Kitsune squirmed under that paw, a look of horror on his muzzle. "The
Hunt is coming!"

"What?"

"The Hunt! The Wild Hunt! That cat isn't a cat! It's been transformed, and the Hunt is
chasing it!" The silence that pervaded across the bar continued for a second, then panic broke out.
People who had been drinking peacefully suddenly gathered their belongings hastily and prepped
to leave.



Brisbane let out an angry growl. "Calm down, everyone, this is my bar, and the Hunt isn't
welcome here. You'll be safe as long as you stay here, and when they come, I'll find out what is
going on and take care of it."

It was a moot point. A split-second after he finished speaking, the door flew open with a
crash of wood on wood and cracking glass. The sound of wood striking wood didn't bother
Brisbane much, but the glass cracking could only mean one thing. Someone had damaged the
stained glass in the Mystic Wolf's door. He turned to face the doorway, a faint red glow beginning
to shine in his eyes.

With a soft shinging sound, a tall, slender fey clad in glittering golden armor strode into the
room, the deer antlers on his helmet glowing a faint ivory tone. "We have come for the cat. We
know it is here. You will give it to us, or share its fate."

Brisbane cast the fey an evil-looking grin. "... and just what would that be?"
"Death, of course," the fey replied with a smirk.

"Really," the wolf said as he stepped up to stand before the fey. "Death? Interesting that it
takes the whole of the Hunt to catch one little cat. What has it done to you to deserve this fate?"

The fey's first mistake was damaging the stained glass. The second was daring to think it
could throw its weight around while in the Mystic Wolf. Now the fey would make its third mistake,
and as everyone who knows about magic knows, three is a very important number.

"Done?" The fey laughed, bright musical tones coming from its mouth. "It dared to mock
one of the Unseelie Court at a Seelie Court function. It dared to think that its pitiful attempts at
storytelling would be able to hold the fey in it's thrall. It dared to think that its existence was worth
anything to one of the fey, and so it shall die."

"That's all?"
"That is more than enough," the fey replied in a stern tone.
"That is why the Hunt is after one cat. Was the cat invited to this Court function?"

"Alas, yes, and I don't know what Amberion was thinking," the fey replied with a snarl.
"Such a pathetic waste of mortal flesh was just begging to be fodder for the Hunt, and so it shall be.
Now, will you hand over the cat or will you all become the Hunt's quarry?"

Brisbane's grin grew wide and he bent forward as if to bow to the fey, then suddenly shot a
paw out and slammed the fey into the doorframe. "Do you know where you are?" he demanded of
the fey.

"W-w-what outrage is this?!?" the fey demanded, utterly shocked by Brisbane's actions.

"You dare to come into my demesne and make demands? You dare to come here and
demand the life of one of my patrons? 7 care not what one fey thinks! If this Amberion sponsored
the cat to this Seelie Court gathering, then he must have had reason and I'll bet he won't be happy to
find that the mortal he invited to the court has become the Hunt's prey!"

"I'll have your head as a trophy for this affront to the Hunt, wolf!"

Brisbane leaned down and growled at the fey, who went white under his helmet. "I ...
think ... NOT ... You are in my demesne, fey, threatening those under my protection, acting like
you own the place, and you have damaged my door. Any one of those three would be worth your
eviction from the Mystic Wolf. All three however, warrants a special fate."



The fey's eyes went wide. "You would not dare! We are the Hunt! We ..."

"Are tresspassing," Brisbane growled, "and making a nuisance of yourself, and that
required a special fate for you," the white wolf finished. He picked up the fey and took several
steps backwards into the barroom. "I hope your skills at flying are better than your oration skills,"
he said.

"What?!? NO! That's not necessary, really!" they fey began, hastily removing its helmet.
Honest, Felgrim put us up to this! We're not really the Hunt, we just ..."

"You just decided to let a self-centered, arrogant bully determine your fate because /e
didn't like a story, is that it?"

"Y-yes, | mean n-no! I mean, wait, I-I-I can change the cat back!"

"Too late," Brisbane answered happily. "I think we can take care of turning the cat back
without any problems. After all," he added, baring his fangs as he grinned at the fey squirming in
his paws, "you decided to trespass in the Mystic Wolf. Most of our patrons are wizards."

"Oh crap ..."

"Say bye bye, little fey ..." Brisbane took another step back, taking him right up to the edge
of the crystal bartop before sprinting forward. The fey let out a whimper as Brisbane swung him
back, then flung him through the doorway at high speed. There was a rush of air, and then a loud
clattering sound as the fey slammed into someone else outside the door, but strangely the sound of
fey hitting the foot of snow that littered the ground was absent. A couple of patrons stared out the
windows but saw nothing. One brave patron who happened to be near the door glanced out of it
just before Brisbane shut the door and saw one of the walls of the Citadel, with a very upset
looking fey lying prone on the ground in front of the stone walls.

"Blasted fey, cracking my window," the white wolf growled under his breath as he returned
to the table. "Now, little cat," he began, glaring at the calico feline, "what do you have to say for
yourself?"

The cat cocked its head to one side and said "Mew?"

kokskokook

Well, this was an interesting turn of events. I didn't suspect that the hunt chasing me wasn't
the Hunt. It explains why I was able to outrun them for seven hours, but that still left me as a cat,
and I still couldn't talk to anyone.

I think the only good thing that came out of this whole episode was the catlady, who picked
me up again and hugged me to her bosom. I was doing everything in my power not to purr as I was
cuddled. Then the inevitable happened.

"I think I know what spell the cat is under. Hold on a second."

I blinked a couple of times, and before I knew it I felt myself changing back into myself, if
you know what [ mean. I went from being a housecat being cuddled against a catlady's ample
bosom to being the only human in a room of anthromorphs and other-veil beings.

Oh ... and did I mention that my clothing did not accompany me on my flight from the hunt?
Yeah. Make that a naked human in a room full of anthromorphs and other-veil beings. A naked
blushing human. The catlady was understandably a little upset, but I suspect she was more upset at
losing her cat than at suddenly finding herself hugging a naked, hairless ape.



Anyway, you wanted to know how I found my way to the Mystic Wolf, and that's how. Oh,
stop laughing! It wasn't that funny.

... okay, maybe it was ...

Regardless, let me point out one thing. Curiosity never killed anything, except maybe
seven hours of my time and one of the Mystic Wolf's tabletops. Brisbane is still a little miffed at
me about that, but I did use my magic to repair the glass in the door and I set some specialized
enchantments on the glass to keep it from breaking in the future, so he says we're even.

Kari is kind of a friend of mine, but she doesn't swing towards humans so I only get to look.
I can live with that.

Sort of.

Personally, I'm beginning to wish I was still a cat, but I guess you can't have everything,
can you? Besides, I don't think I could give myself a bath that way anyhow ...

skeokskoskosk




<<
  /ASCII85EncodePages false
  /AllowTransparency false
  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true
  /AutoRotatePages /None
  /Binding /Left
  /CalGrayProfile (Dot Gain 20%)
  /CalRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CalCMYKProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)
  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Warning
  /CompatibilityLevel 1.3
  /CompressObjects /Off
  /CompressPages true
  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true
  /PassThroughJPEGImages true
  /CreateJDFFile false
  /CreateJobTicket false
  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default
  /DetectBlends true
  /DetectCurves 0.0000
  /ColorConversionStrategy /CMYK
  /DoThumbnails false
  /EmbedAllFonts true
  /EmbedOpenType false
  /ParseICCProfilesInComments true
  /EmbedJobOptions true
  /DSCReportingLevel 0
  /EmitDSCWarnings false
  /EndPage -1
  /ImageMemory 1048576
  /LockDistillerParams false
  /MaxSubsetPct 100
  /Optimize false
  /OPM 1
  /ParseDSCComments true
  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true
  /PreserveCopyPage true
  /PreserveDICMYKValues true
  /PreserveEPSInfo true
  /PreserveFlatness false
  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false
  /PreserveOPIComments true
  /PreserveOverprintSettings true
  /StartPage 1
  /SubsetFonts true
  /TransferFunctionInfo /Apply
  /UCRandBGInfo /Preserve
  /UsePrologue false
  /ColorSettingsFile ()
  /AlwaysEmbed [ true
  ]
  /NeverEmbed [ true
  ]
  /AntiAliasColorImages false
  /CropColorImages false
  /ColorImageMinResolution 300
  /ColorImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleColorImages true
  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /ColorImageResolution 300
  /ColorImageDepth -1
  /ColorImageMinDownsampleDepth 1
  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeColorImages true
  /ColorImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterColorImages true
  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /ColorACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /ColorImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasGrayImages false
  /CropGrayImages false
  /GrayImageMinResolution 300
  /GrayImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleGrayImages true
  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /GrayImageResolution 300
  /GrayImageDepth -1
  /GrayImageMinDownsampleDepth 2
  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeGrayImages true
  /GrayImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterGrayImages true
  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /GrayACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /GrayImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasMonoImages false
  /CropMonoImages false
  /MonoImageMinResolution 1200
  /MonoImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleMonoImages true
  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /MonoImageResolution 1200
  /MonoImageDepth -1
  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeMonoImages true
  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode
  /MonoImageDict <<
    /K -1
  >>
  /AllowPSXObjects false
  /CheckCompliance [
    /None
  ]
  /PDFX1aCheck false
  /PDFX3Check false
  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly false
  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError true
  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true
  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile (None)
  /PDFXOutputConditionIdentifier ()
  /PDFXOutputCondition ()
  /PDFXRegistryName ()
  /PDFXTrapped /False

  /Description <<
    /ENU ([Based on 'Press Quality 5X8'] Use these settings to create Adobe PDF documents best suited for high-quality prepress printing.  Created PDF documents can be opened with Acrobat and Adobe Reader 5.0 and later.)
  >>
  /Namespace [
    (Adobe)
    (Common)
    (1.0)
  ]
  /OtherNamespaces [
    <<
      /AsReaderSpreads false
      /CropImagesToFrames true
      /ErrorControl /WarnAndContinue
      /FlattenerIgnoreSpreadOverrides false
      /IncludeGuidesGrids false
      /IncludeNonPrinting false
      /IncludeSlug false
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (InDesign)
        (4.0)
      ]
      /OmitPlacedBitmaps false
      /OmitPlacedEPS false
      /OmitPlacedPDF false
      /SimulateOverprint /Legacy
    >>
    <<
      /AddBleedMarks false
      /AddColorBars false
      /AddCropMarks false
      /AddPageInfo false
      /AddRegMarks false
      /BleedOffset [
        0
        0
        0
        0
      ]
      /ConvertColors /ConvertToCMYK
      /DestinationProfileName ()
      /DestinationProfileSelector /DocumentCMYK
      /Downsample16BitImages true
      /FlattenerPreset <<
        /PresetSelector /MediumResolution
      >>
      /FormElements false
      /GenerateStructure false
      /IncludeBookmarks false
      /IncludeHyperlinks false
      /IncludeInteractive false
      /IncludeLayers false
      /IncludeProfiles false
      /MarksOffset 6
      /MarksWeight 0.250000
      /MultimediaHandling /UseObjectSettings
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (CreativeSuite)
        (2.0)
      ]
      /PDFXOutputIntentProfileSelector /DocumentCMYK
      /PageMarksFile /RomanDefault
      /PreserveEditing true
      /UntaggedCMYKHandling /LeaveUntagged
      /UntaggedRGBHandling /UseDocumentProfile
      /UseDocumentBleed true
    >>
    <<
      /AllowImageBreaks true
      /AllowTableBreaks true
      /ExpandPage false
      /HonorBaseURL true
      /HonorRolloverEffect false
      /IgnoreHTMLPageBreaks false
      /IncludeHeaderFooter false
      /MarginOffset [
        0
        0
        0
        0
      ]
      /MetadataAuthor ()
      /MetadataKeywords ()
      /MetadataSubject ()
      /MetadataTitle ()
      /MetricPageSize [
        0
        0
      ]
      /MetricUnit /inch
      /MobileCompatible 0
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (GoLive)
        (8.0)
      ]
      /OpenZoomToHTMLFontSize false
      /PageOrientation /Portrait
      /RemoveBackground false
      /ShrinkContent true
      /TreatColorsAs /MainMonitorColors
      /UseEmbeddedProfiles false
      /UseHTMLTitleAsMetadata true
    >>
  ]
>> setdistillerparams
<<
  /HWResolution [2400 2400]
  /PageSize [360.000 576.000]
>> setpagedevice


