Troutaie straightened her hands, to make her more streamline, to make her faster. She wished she could look back at the...monster that chased her. But she could imagine it: its four rows of shark teeth, its large nose that picked up all her scent, and its thin streamline body. With the image in her head, she thrashed her lower fish body, and wished she was born a he; breasts were good for show but they got in the way when you were trying to swim faster then a super-fish monster.

But being born a boy was reserved for her twin, and he couldn’t very well find his own cure for the disease that racked his body in coughs and weakness. 

With the burst of speed brought from purpose, Troutaie speed into a seaweed forest, out of the clear water that she travelled in, and out of the monsters territory. Plopping down in the comfortable bed of mossy seaweed, she dozed.

Troutaie awakened to the high pitch screeching of something. The screech wasn’t because of the pain of a wound. But there was pain in it, longing and wanting. It weirded her out and brought back the tales of her youth, most especially the tale of the She-Witch who, with a touch, stole voices and granted the victims fondness wish with an evil twist...and who ate seaweed for food, lots of seaweed.

Troutaie gulped, but fled not her bed. Instead, she buried herself deep in the She-Witch’s food, blanked her mind and quenched all fears. The She-Witch was drawn to hope, dreams, and fear. 

The rustling that she heard soon above her didn’t disturb her well-trained mind on the higher level, but deep inside herself, she quivered in fear and hope that it would leave. 

In a voice to rival a bagpipe to a non-Scottish born said, “Just a fish, no new mer-one, too small. Most go, it will be coming here; don’t want to be in its way; like life; it will be coming....” 

Soon it was gone and Troutaie climbed out of her self-made cave. With a look every-witch-way, she started swimming to the tops of the seaweed. As she twisted in the grabby seaweed on the way up, she thought, ‘What could frighten the She-Witch so bad?’ She finally untangled herself and gulped, and gulped again.

A black...cloud engulfed the horizon in front of her. And, as she watched, it lazily got closer and closer to her. She racked her brain but could not figure what in the sea it was. Of course, her path no one had ever survived before. ‘But they were not of noble blood,’ she reminded herself, ‘Nobles are made of better stuff.’

Taking one more glance at the thing, Troutaie dashed in the other direction. She continued the dashing into no light and into little light--her arms tired from their almost stationary position, her fin was a steel and rubber combo, and her waist was in pain worse then labour of a twenty pound baby. 

Right before outer exhaustion, Troutaie saw safety: a cave surrounded by a tad of seaweed; she didn’t know differed it from other caves, but she knew that it was safe. She swam down to it; her last glance before entering was a black tendril reaching for her fin.

A soft glow admitted from the walled in the inviolable cave, but that was not what made the cave special. A being floated at the end of the cave, morphing from one fascinating creature to another beautiful creature every second. A pearly crystal was immured in her head, sparkling blue with each change.

“Are...are you the goddess of sea beauty and life, and mother of the land goddess Aphrodite?” Troutaie said in a nervy rush.

“Yes,” sang the goddess with a twinkle in her rainbow fish eyes. “I am she, and more. Now, why are thou here? And how did thou get by my...protectors?”

“For the second question, with luck and purpose. And for the first, my twin is sick and I heard you could help him live. not die. So, can you?”

“Yes,” she said, and then Troutaie was in her brother’s room, looking as he got up with no sign of his weakness. He flashed her a grateful smile, and soon found his arms filled with a crying in relief sister. And love.
