Anthropomorphic Totem Birds:

The Sunnydale Messenger Cycle

The Sending of Raven
Gods are not to be trusted. 


Especially gods who no longer have large numbers of worshippers to keep them busy. Most have the sense to fade away shortly after their worshippers move on. Those gods of abandoned pantheons who don’t fade away, frequently just hang around to create problems for mortals when the newer pantheons or individuals aren’t looking. This was such a day for two immortals that usually had more sense than to meddle in the area of a power nexus point.


"I'm bored, " tall, dark and ridiculously sexy for a one time war god announced to no one in particular if  you disregarded the equally incredible blonde woman lounging next to him on the very comfortable bed they’d been using.

Said blonde gave him a look that most men who are paying attention do not want to see on the faces and in the eyes of their long time lovers.  "You're what?"  The dangerous edge to her voice echoed the look.

"Bored," He repeated, leaning closer to her. "Oh, not with you,” he made the required reassurance, “But even *we* *can't*,” he gestured to the bed, “-- all the time."  The mischievous glint in his eyes and curve to his sensual lips begged her to see his point.


She looked away, her own lips twitching to keep from answering that smile. With a theatrical sigh, she turned back to him with a toss of her head that set her cascade of pale golden curls to dancing enticingly and then peeped at him from beneath long dark lashes. He was still waiting for her answer. With a laugh, she agreed. "So, what do we do?  It's not as though there were a whole lot of believers in the area."

He appeared to consider this. "True. But not everyone *needs* believers."


She tried very hard to avoid understanding what he was saying before blurting out her denial. "No. Oh, no. You can't."


His grin broadened. "Can’t I?" He gestured. 

From their hazily featureless surrounding arose a shadow of inky blackness. Out of the shadow stepped a tall, slender feminine figure in black on black draperies. Unblinking black eyes, almond shaped and set slightly aslant in a face of alabaster framed by sleek black hair stared at the two of them. Both reacted to the utter alien quality she exuded, the man sitting up to meet that gaze.


Silence.


The blonde shifted and rose to her feet, layers of sheer, pale draperies forming to clothe her nubile form; her creamy complexion paling. "Raven," she greeted the other with a stately incline of her head as she considered smacking her companion in the back of his well shaped head for his malicious smile.


"I am here. Why am I called?" The harmonics of Raven’s voice made even the gods uncomfortable.


"It has been a while since you visited the mortal planes." The unwavering stare fixed on him. "Sunnydale. In the place called California. There are -- currents. Stir them." 


"Carefully," the blonde amended. Sunnydale. The name stirred unpleasant memories, or perhaps foreseeings. Either way, it was a place to tread carefully. "You know our usual messages--"


Raven bowed slightly to acknowledge their wishes vanished into the shadow, drawing it away with her. The blonde shivered and snuggled into her companion’s strongly muscled arms. She drew warmth from him, where Raven had pulled it from the room. "Harbinger of the Gods, indeed," she muttered. “She frightens me.”

He laughed and nibbled her ear lobe, ignoring his own unease. "She'll make life interesting, for a while," he assured her. “Raven will do nothing to displease us,” he continued, nuzzling the sweet curve of her neck. His words echoed hollowly within both of them.

