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Chapter Eight: The Bitch


The music in the club pounded to an eighties synth-fueled beat, picking out a cover of a tune from even earlier.

“Well he’s fashionably lean
And he’s fashionably late
He’ll never wreck a scene
He’ll never break a date”

In the dimness broken only by strobing lights, dozens of bodies moved to the beat, dancing to the decades-old music that had found new popularity in recent years with the nostalgia movement. In the middle of the floor, one pair in particular danced as if nobody was watching.

“But he’s no drag, just watch the way he walks”

Terrence and Xenia danced cheek to cheek, and paused as he dipped her at just the right moment, her now-waist-length hair brushing the ground. She winced a little at the unaccustomed weight on her neck, but Terrence moved her smoothly enough that the wince was hardly even visible. He’d put on a completely human shape out of deference to the crowded environment, and Xenia had to admit he cleaned up nicely. Too bad she already had a girlfriend…who had already eaten this prospective boyfriend.

“He’s a twentieth century fox
He’s a twentieth century fox
No tears, no fears
No ruined years, no clocks
He’s a twentieth century fox, oh baby”

Across the room, another young woman was busy collecting the admiration of men who had come alone. She wasn’t interested in any of those with partners, and almost passed over Terrence as she scanned the room. Until, that is, she noticed who his dancer partner was. Even with the long hair, the she could recognize her old roommate.

Just a few inches under six feet, beautiful, sporting a small fortune in silver jewelry, and sheathed in a crimson red dress accompanied by stiletto heels, this woman would’ve made any boy melt for the chance to be noticed by her. She considered, then chose one at random. “Hey, there hottie,” she said to the young man who was busy offering her a drink. “Why don’t you come with me?” She led the eager boy towards the other couple.

As the song ended, the lights came up and dancers started moving off the floor—some heading to the buffet tables and bar set up at opposite ends of the room, others heading toward the fenced-in garden area out back to indulge in a cigarette or two, or an assignation in a secluded nook. At a third end of the room, a group of musicians were setting up on a raised stage, to provide live entertainment for the next hour of dancing.

Terrence led Xenia in the direction of the garden as well, whispering in her ear, “You dance really well for someone who’s never done it before.”

“It’s your fault,” Xenia grumbled. “Or Shawna’s. How does that even work, anyway? How can she order me to ‘know how to dance’, and I suddenly do?” Xenia had figured out by now that this wasn’t Shawna in disguise, or at least not entirely. Spending time pressed up against someone seemed to be enough to feel the difference in character.

Terrence smirked. “Never underestimate the power of a kitsune geas. Oh, if you want the technical explanation, you’ve been seeing people dance your whole life, just never trying to remember what they did. The magic just sort of…reminded you.”

Their conversation was interrupted by an unwelcome new voice. “Xenia, darling, is that you? I hardly recognized you with that new hairstyle. What vitamins have you been taking to grow it out that fast?” the sultry voice said. Xenia turned her head and grimaced. 

She’d have recognized this woman anywhere: her first roomate, the one who had first been responsible for indoctrinating her into the pleasures of cynicism. The Bitch. “I see you’ve caught yourself quite a beauty.”

Xenia was feeling self-conscious about her hair now, but her annoyance with the woman came first. “I notice your newest toy doesn’t quite match your dress,” Xenia spat at her. “Still using disposables, I see.” She said in an aside to Terrence. “Terrence, I’d like you to meet the Bitch.”

Terrence urbanely raised an eyebrow. “I sense some history here.”

“Oh, are you still calling me that?” The Bitch laughed in that high-pitched way that was exactly how anime characters laughed when they were trying to fake it. Xenia wondered how she’d never realized she came off that way. Didn’t watch much anime, perhaps. “Honestly, I hardly even think about you anymore.” She seemed blissfully unaware that this sounded more insulting than reassuring.

“Do you ever think about anything?” Xenia wondered rhetorically.

“You, shoo,” the Bitch told the boy she had hooked on her arm, as she reached for Terrence’s instead. The boy looked at her a little disappointedly, but a glare from her ensured his speedy departure. “You know, Xenia’s quite plain, and rather hateful at times. Why don’t you come and dance with me instead?” she asked Terrence.

“BACK OFF!” Xenia yelled as she smacked the Bitch’s hand away. A number of nearby people turned to look their way.

“Girls, girls!” Terrence said, grinning. “There’s enough of me to go around.” He winked at Xenia and offered her his arms to the ladies. “Nobody’s going to be dancing until the band’s set up, anyway, so why don’t the three of us go out to the garden for a while?”

Xenia was glaring daggers at the Bitch, but when she caught the wink from Terrence she relaxed a bit. “Yeah, you’re right. No use in keeping you all to myself.” She took his left arm, leaning against him like a long-time lover.

The Bitch looked on, somewhat confused, but she too eventually took an arm. She pondered how she might steal Xenia’s boyfriend away from her as the trio headed deep into the garden where no one would see them. She wondered if Terrence was angling for a threesome. She supposed she wouldn’t mind, though she had a hard time believing little miss stuck-up could ever have loosened up that far.

Terence led the way to a bench where they could sit comfortably. He seated Xenia first, then sat down himself and pulled The Bitch down onto his lap. 

The Bitch blushed in surprise at his advance, but she took it as play and she couldn’t let anyone beat her at this game. “Well, you’re just too cute. How could I resist?” She traced a finger along the outfit he wore. She wasn’t aware that it was enjoying the attention more then Terrence was.

Terrence grinned. “Yes, I’m just playing you like a guitar.” He put his left hand behind her neck, and moved his right toward her lap to demonstrate, causing the girl to gasp. Xenia watched this, with no hint of jealousy in her eyes, but supressing a wicked grin.

Then, as Terrence touched her lap, The Bitch shivered and arched her back, and began to shrink. She started to cry out, but it was choked off as tuning pegs emerged from her eyes, ears, and mouth. The pegs moved to opposite sides of the head stock as her facial features vanished. Her neck lengthened and narrowed, and her torso shrank, arms and legs pulling in and vanishing. Seconds later, a beautiful rosewood-finished guitar, inlaid with silver, sat quietly in his lap.

Terrence took the neck in hand and strummed a chord, then adjusted a peg and strummed again. The guitar responded with a mellow sound far larger than it seemed an instrument of its size should produce—as if the echo chamber was bigger on the inside than the outside.

“Can’t say that’s what I wouldn’ve chosen for her.” Xenia smiled up at Terrence.

“But you have to admit, she’s never sounded this good before,” Terrence said.

“I dunno, her notes seem a little flat to me.”

“You’re just jealous,” Terrence smirked. “You’ve been a good girl all your life and you don’t get to sound like this.”

“I guess I’ll need some guitar lessons then, won’t I?” She leaned up and kissed Terrence, lightly touching the guitar and sensing the Bitch’s emotions. She was still reeling in shock and disbelief. There was an undercurrent of almost erotic pleasure at being held, which only seemed to be making the shock even worse. “I guess she doesn’t like this. That’s too bad.”

“Well, you have to expect that when you turn her into a guitar, naturally she’ll fret a little,” Terrence pointed out.

“Ow. I know enough about guitars to get that.” Xenia made as if to bap him.

“Anyway, I had something special in mind for this one. If you don’t mind not getting to keep her yourself.”

Xenia raised an eyebrow. “Oh, what are you thinking, you naughty boy?”

“I think that after using so many people for her own selfish pleasures, she deserves to be a source of pleasure for others for a while. Come on, I’ll show you how.” Terrence got up, holding the guitar carefully, and led the way back inside.

Terrence walked up toward the band, which now had a big “Terry and the Tunes” banner above the stage. “I’ve followed these guys for a while. I kind of like the lead singer’s name.”

“Gee, I wonder why.” Xenia commented with a smirk on her face.

Terry, a young man in his twenties with brownish hair and a serious expression, was adjusting the mic stand and checking the rack of guitar picks attached to it. He looked up. “Oh, hey, Ter.”

Terrence grinned. “Hello, Ter. ‘Fraid I may not be around much at your shows for a while, but Xenia here wanted to give you something. Used to be one of her roommates.” Xenia smirked at the inaudibly missing apostrophe as Terrence held up the guitar.

“I hope you’ll accept it. She always wanted to be in a band, but thought she could buy talent rather than practice for it.” Let him just assume it was a commentary on how expensive the guitar looked.

Terrence blinked at the guitar, and carefully reached out to take it. “Whoa. She’s beautiful. Does she have a name?”

“The Silver-Plated Bitch,” Xenia said immediately. Terry looked at her oddly. “It was an irony thing,” Xenia explained.

Terry cradled the guitar in his arms and tried a chord. “Whoa. I’ve never heard an axe with this rich a sound before.”

“She’s one of a kind,” Terrence said with a lopsided grin. “And it’d mean a lot to Xenia if you took really good care of her.”

“I’d do that even if it didn’t,” Terry said. “This has to be the nicest guitar I’ve ever had. Are you really sure you want to part with her?”

“I’m sure. If I kept her, it’d just bring up too many bad memories,” Xenia said. “Besides, I don’t play guitar. Better not to hide the light under a bushel and all that.”

Terry strummed the Bitch again. “Well, I won’t be hiding her.” He reached over to one of his other guitars on stage and undid the strap, fastening it to the Bitch and slinging her around his neck. “I can’t wait to see how she sounds with the rest of the band.”

“I can’t either. Take care now,” Xenia said, letting Terrence lead the way back to the dance floor as the band finished setting up.

Terrence grinned. “Very nicely done. Shawna thinks so too.”

“I think she may be rubbing off on me. I kind have would liked to keep the Bitch, but I guess this works too.”

“She’d just be more clutter in your dorm room. And you really don’t need more clutter. Besides, it’ll be good for her.” Terrence grinned. “Someone else’s hands all over her all the time, touching her in intimate places, and all she can do is sing for it.”

“Well, this wasn’t exactly planned, but it was a nice surprise.” Xenia thought for a moment. “Shawna’s going to ask to meet another of my friends for this, isn’t she? I haven’t even decided who to give her for the twins…” She ran a hand along the fabric on her side, getting a light blush from the emotions Sheryl fed back to her.

Then the lights again began to dim, and Terry strummed the familiar chords to the Eagles’ hit “Hotel California.” The mellow sound of the acoustic guitar shone through the rest of the instruments, accentuating them without overpowering them. Couples gathered close and began to slow dance, and Xenia put her arms around Terrence and rested her head on his shoulder as they moved. “Mmm.”

“Mmm,” Terrence echoed. “You know, I really envy Shawna. You’d be a really tasty little meal yourself.”

Xenia nudged him a little, but not enough to disturb the dance. “Well, I don’t think I’d like to be eaten yet, but maybe Shawna will let us have a different kind of fun when we get back.”

“Oh, don’t worry. Shawna would have my hide if I ate you.”

“She already does have your hide,” Xenia pointed out. “She’s wearing it.”

“You see?” Terrence said.

Then Terrence looked up as he noticed a commotion at one end of the room. A tall, slim cheetah-spotted neko girl was arguing with the bouncers at the entrance. Unobtrusively, his ears went fox-pointed and swivelled to hear better. “…brother went in there! Look, there he is.” She pointed across the room to the buffet table, where a much smaller cheetah neko was stuffing his face with canapes. He looked up guiltily, cheeks pouched with ill-gotten appetizers.

“What’s going on over there?” Xenia asked, not having the sharp hearing Terrence did. “She doesn’t look too happy.”

“Just a moment,” Terrence said. A couple of the club’s staff were heading for the table, and as the neko kitten saw them, he darted away from the table and into the crowd of dancers, glancing over his shoulder to shake persuit. As he approached, Terrance turned to put his back to the incoming cub, and popped out his tails. His aim was perfect—without even noticing them, the neko dived right in and vanished. Then they were gone again. In the dimness of the crowded room, nobody noticed exactly where the kitten had gone.

Xenia was shocked to say the least. She wasn’t exactly sure what was going on, but that seemed a little uncalled for in her eyes. She opened her mouth to voice her objection, but had a finger pressed lightly to her lips.

“Shhh. Just didn’t want him to get trampled on, that’s all,” Terrence whispered with a wink. “I’ll let him out after the dance is over.”

“Well, who is he? And the girl? And more importantly, what’s going to happen to him?”

Terrence cocked his head. “He’s…Doug, or Dougie. And the girl is his sister, Chenille. And I told you, I’ll let him out after the dance is over. We couldn’t work our way out of this crowd before it ended anyway.”

“I thought someone who went into a kitsune’s tails belonged to them. And from what I’ve seen, you, er—Shawna isn’t the type to give up someone who belongs to her.”

“Only if the kitsune forces them to, silly.” Terrence grinned. “Trust me! I’ll make sure he’s reunited with his sister before long.”

“I notice that you’re being terribly vague with how he’ll be reunited.”

Terrence raised an eyebrow. “Terribly vague? Hmm. I was trying for vaguely terrible.”

Xenia had to stifle a giggle. “You’re just plain terrible.”

“Shhh. Don’t talk over the Bitch. She doesn’t like that.”

Xenia rolled her eyes. “Believe me, I know it.”

At the door, the neko girl was still raising a commotion, her blonde hair flying as she shook her head vigorously. She kept trying to brush past the bouncers and get inside, and the manager had come up to try to calm her down. But rather than move toward them, Terrence was actually working his way back toward the stage as the song ended. Terry looked down, then crouched as they approached. “What?”

Terrence grinned at him, then nodded to Xenia. “She’s just a little sentimental. Could she touch the Bitch one more time before we go?”

“I wish you wouldn’t call her that,” Terry said. “I’ll come up with a better name for her.”

“Very well-played. Sorry I can’t stay around to hear the rest of the show, but something came up.” Terrence nodded.

Xenia reached out her hand and stroked the Bitch’s side. The Bitch was still bewildered, anguished, and angry at Xenia and Terrence, but those feelings were rapidly becoming overshadowed by her own amazement at the sounds she’d just produced, and a growing awareness of how nice Terry’s hands felt as they caressed her. She’d never been caressed before…stroked, maybe, but not touched with genuine caring. She’d never let anyone get that close to her. What was she going to do now?

“Be what you are,” Xenia said under her breath to her ex-roommate, hoping only she would hear. “There’s nothing else you can do.”

As they walked away, Terrence grinned at her. “That’s not quite right, actually,” he said. “There is something else she can do, if people can really change.”

“Oh, and what’s that?”

“If she ever feels truly sorry for what she’s done, rather than sorry for herself…then one day Terry might just suddenly find a girl in his lap.” Terrence shrugged. “I give it fifty-fifty odds, but you never know.”

“Well, either way, she’s out of my life.” Xenia looked back over at the door. The neko was still arguing with the manager, who was holding himself as the ‘understanding adult figure.’ “Think we should reunite those kids?” she asked. “Then head home?”

“Yeah, let’s head out. But we’ll need some privacy before I let him out—I don’t want anyone else to see. Including her.” Terrence grinned. “Call it my inherent modesty.”

“Well, there are the bathrooms if you really want to let him go, but I heard they make good pets,” Xenia half-joked. She was a little disturbed by what she had just said, but tried convincing herself it was merely a joke.

“Just down that hall and around that corner should be enough. Come on.” He led the way past the neko, not even looking at her as they passed. 

“I know he went in here. I saw him right there by the buffet, you can’t tell me ‘there’s no minors in this club’ just to make sure I stay out,” The catgirl was yelling at the manager.

Terrence led Xena around the corner, then shifted his tails into view again. He reached into them, fluffing them out a little, before pulling Doug out by the scruff of the neck. “Okay, Dougie, go fetch your sister just like I told you, ‘kay?”

The neko kitten nodded enthusiastically, then scampered off. A moment later, there was a cry: “Dougie, there you—! Hey! Come back here!”

Terrence stepped up to stand right next to the corner as Dougie scampered around it again, followed by an angry cheetah neko. As she passed, Terrence stepped out, placed a hand on either side of her midriff, and gave a gentle shake. Chenille had a split second to look surprised before she collapsed into a heap of fur, with a FLUMF! Sound not unlike someone shaking out a bedsheet. 

Terrence leaned down and picked up the fur coat from the floor, and draped it around Xenia’s shoulders. Then he leaned down and picked up Doug, gave him the same little shake, and put the fur hat on Xenia’s head.

“I was only joking,” Xenia said, frowning at Terrence. But she put her arms through the sleeves and wrapped Chenille tightly around herself despite the protests. Xenia felt Chennile’s bewilderment at suddenly finding herself in such a state…then the cat’s natural instincts at being snuggled up to a warm body came to the fore, and she started purring and rubbing against Xenia as best she could. Doug was ecstatic to be perched on her head where he had such a great view.

“It is getting cold outside,” Terrence pointed out. “And in such a skimpy dress, we couldn’t have you catch a chill.”

“My closet’s going to be full of new clothes by the end of the week, isn’t it?” Xenia asked, purring as best a human could from the pleasurable sensations coming through her emotional link.

“You look remarkably stylish,” Terrence pointed out.

“I know,” Xenia said drily. “Sheryl is ecstatic.” The fur coat snuggled more closely around her, not entirely understanding what had just happened to her, but not too upset about it anymore either. “Let’s head home, I’m getting far too excited from all this attention.”

“Your wish is my command,” Terrence smirked. “Of course, Shawna’s command is your wish…” He offered Xenia his arm, and led the way out. Behind them, the Bitch struck up another tune, and a female member of the band stepped forward to take vocals.

“I hate the world today
You’re so good to me
I know but I can’t change…” 


TO BE CONTINUED

Note: The song quoted at the beginning was Jim Steinman’s Pandora’s Box covering The Doors’s “Twentieth Century Fox”: http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sg60aAtYNnk 

