The Many Faces

If there is one word that can describe this creature, it'd be unstable. This one, named Donnie, is a Silray. An entirely fake made up name that simply means 'SILver, Red, grAY fox, a Silray is just that. Silvery shiny but the cross gene from the normal reds and the colors of the aggressive gray foxes. This Silray, however, possesses a hidden power beyond reckoning.


Donnie wakes up from his sleep, lacking red eye as he is ruby eyed naturally. It helps to hide the look of tired, partially. To this small Silray of nary 2'8" tall, his first act of the day is to enter his favorite meeting ground: The Crimson Flag Keep. A massive construction of pure excellence, created and maintained by whom Donnie worships as the greatest Gray in all existence. His name is "Virmir" and Donnie has plans for him.


Unfortunately it is Tuesday.


The morning has passed, as did the afternoon, and midday. It is only at night this day when the master of the flag finally arrives, earlier than usual but none the less chilled by the snow. Donnie sat in his personally constructed, or rather drawn, chair. He had a knack for creation, but lacked the drive of the great creator Virmir. Through sheer force of mind and instinct, Donnie mentally draws up the simulations of his plan...

"Don? What are you doing?" said a familiar voice.


Donnie's idea bubble suddenly popped, spilling the contents of cute penciled foxes and giant robots with guns all over the Silray. "Gah! Ponty, don't scare me like that! Especially with..... uhh."


Pontos, or Ponty as Donnie calls him, is a six foot tall cougar, donned with a thick dark chest plate with golden borders covering what little exists for the cougar's decency, given the ragged tunic and pants he wears under said armor. Most interesting about the large cougar is the huge glaive he carries around. Personally designed by Donnie himself with some inspiration from a silver fox who calls himself Teafox. This huge glaive makes Donnie drool in awe more times than comfortable around the big cat.


"Hey take it easy! Stop that!" Said Pontos, wiping the saliva from Donnie's muzzle and gave him a gentle slap to the face, "I thought artists are supposed to hate their own work."


"Ohhohhhohh..... I doooo..." said Donnie as if mesmerized, "But there are bits and pieces I lurve..."


The cougar lets out a deep sigh and shakes his head, walking off to fend off the various random encounters around the chat. Donnie took this opportunity to rush over to Virmir and deliver a decisive tackle without the moderation of Pontos.


"Gah!" said a most certainly squished Virmir.


"Virmirrrr~!" Said Donnie... albeit in a fake fashion, then proceeds to belly rub Virmir to get him in a false state of security. "I've got something for you."


"Oh?" Replied Virmir, his ears perking an eye winking.


"Oh it is the best present ever!" Donnie grinned.


"It isn't a blasted Christmas present is it!?" Virmir scowled, "Its January 2011! Nooooo presents!" he winked.


"Not even..." Donnie's eyes shifted, "fox drawings?"


"Ohh!" Virmir squeed, "Okay yeah, those are acceptable."

The time was right, Donnie grinned so much his jaw muscles became sore and his chuckling left him tearing up in maniacal glee, "You'll love this." Donnie leapt into the air and drew a cloud stream under him, crossing his arms as he has become a fox genie!


"Behold! Infinite fox drawings!" Donnie called forth, raising his arms and forming a portal above Virmir. Within seconds Virmir is flooded with paper thin fox drawings pouncing and lapping at Virmir. It wasn't long until he and the others in the chat room were completely covered head to toe in fox drawings, even the rebellious cats who mewed and hissed at the fox images.


Donnie paused for a moment of consideration... he has forgotten his plan... or rather is reminded of a certain lack of one. He floated there, still in the air, for a few moments. Moments enough for the Prince of Mew to begin his coup....
