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		Description

Sequel to Indomitable


Akira was out on a quest, a self-entitled quest, to defeat a monster that has been terrorizing a small village just on the border with the Frozen North. She's a capable hunter, for a Bat-Pony, but the monster she must face will put her skills to the test.
A story set in the future of Indomitable, I wonder who 'Akira' is, hmm... =^_^= 
P.S. This is another monster I was surprised never got added to Iceborne, considering its cousin was already in the base game, aw well.
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		Tundra's Terror



Assignment Accepted! 
Winter Rumble ⭐⭐
Main Objective
*Hunt Brute Wyvern
Highlands | Reward 2400 Bits | Fee 150 Bits 


"Come ooon, where are you..." This was getting old at record speed if I'm being honest. It was a calm, frigid day nestled in a makeshift tent covered in snow, surrounded by snow where my little lookout poked above a small ridge overlooking a large selection of caves home to your standard cave-dwellers and occasional tundra-inhabiting creature, other than that, it was really, really boring, so much so I faceplanted the packed snow I used as a windowsill to keep my portable telescope and journal handy, it was cold but the confined space and snow layering the top of the tent and tree helped to insulate my little hut.
I should be formal, huh? My name is Akira Amadeus, yeah, a very unique name for a Bat Pony or just about any resident of Equestria, but I like it, uniqueness builds character, that's what my Dad would say. I'm currently bordered near the village of Snowfall, it was the nearest town or village to the mountains and Frozen North. The place is nice and the ponies living there aren't the kind to shrug off newcomers, especially those willing to lend a hoof to a cause. 
That leads me to why I'm freezing my flank off in the snow, they've got a bit of a pest problem. I'm putting this mildly given this 'Pest' has been causing small avalanches and disturbing the wildlife in the area, and it's gotten dangerously close to the village recently. So, with my expertise in this form of 'Pest Control', I accepted the job and came out here to not only help the ponies but prove myself a capable Hunter! 
I groaned again into the snow, ears flat under my hood. "Oh yes, 'prove myself' with what exactly? Snow-fort building?" It was a pain, I've been out here for nearly two days and still nothing, not even a small instance of a skirmish over than tracks that led to and from the caves, indicating it used it as a nest. "How does Dad put up with this stuff, it's so boooring!" I wanted to just curl up by a fire and sleep but the arctic breeze and need to complete this assignment were nagging like a rooster crying out at the break of dawn. "Bet Mom's having more fun than me..." 
That brought my mood down, one underlining issue I neglected to mention, I didn't exactly... tell either of my parents I'm out here... yeah, that'll bite me later. In a way, I get it, this isn't some treasure hunt or spectating their work, I was out here, with a weapon, ready to do battle with whatever monster was causing havoc, and once a fight broke out there was no turning back. A part of me is doing it to prove I'm capable on my own hooves, but another... can't stand not helping ponies in trouble, call me a softy but it just rubs me the wrong way leaving somepony to suffer while I prance about without a care in the world.
Flicking through my journal, I sat back against the tree bark to overlook my notes. First sightings of the monster indicate it to be a 'Brute Wyvern' but the official Equestrian Hunter's Guild, they're quite territorial as seen when it left several walls lining the village either damaged or toppled over. Footprints are big and stubby, and it had jade-colored scales. Other than that, I had no other information to work with, fantastic...
Huffing, my head slanted to a mirror I had placed to help reflect the sun to warm me or my cloak up. It was white with a matching fur lining to keep me warm, hiding my bored, amethyst eyes, my messy mane a shade of charcoal with a single, lilac stripe just off to the left. The same could be said for my bedhead-style tail. My coat was like my Mom's, only my wings were a dark tint of grey, nearly black. You couldn't tell by looking at me but I'm not a normal Bat-pony, heh, I haven't been normal since the day I could fly.
Managing a small smile with my aloof gaze, I nodded to myself. "You look like you'd punch someone if they looked at you funny," Then I blinked, ears flicking upright. "And I'm talking to myself - I really need out of this te - huh?" Again my ears flicked, now I was certain I wasn't crazy... probably. "What in the what?" Scrambling to my lookout, I peeked out only to immediately throw my hood back, gawking at the creature swaying through the treeline. "No way...!" Bubbling excitement, dread, and anticipation rolled up into one as my heart raced.
Stepping into the sunlight, a glistening body shoved a tree aside with ease, toppling it over. A large, bipedal monster covered in rich, jade-colored scales with bronzy ones lining the spine. The underside thick, leathery yellow skin, the thick, powerful legs coated in deep blue scales. I noted its large crown structure atop its skull. Its body is also covered in rigid plates, most like its crown, stubby arms, and tail smothered in packed snow. The wyvern also possessed a pair of small red eyes and a mouthful with numerous long, peg-shaped teeth.
"Hang on..." Pulling out my scope I observed its movements, itself sniffing the air while it shook off some loose snow. That's when I drew the connection, wing rubbing the nervous sweat off my brow. "That... a Barroth? No... it's different from the one Dad fought," Now I feel I've dropped myself in the deep end, but if this thing's getting aggressive near Snowfall village then I can't let it slip away this time. Pouting, I grabbed my bag to fish through my supplies. "I did not just camp up here, freezing my butt off just to let you leave."
From within my rucksack I procured my two weapons of choice, perfect for the best offense and defense, or in my Dad's words, 'Sword and Shield are the Gods among a Hunters craft' or something, he's weird with those one-sided references of his. Both were a pair, made of the same, black metal with a silver crescent moon on the face of the kite shield and guard of the sword. Both had a silvery sheen to their edge, and the buckler was thicker for added endurance. The good thing is I can fly so that meant I had an agility advantage. 
*Roooar!*
My hooves quickly flung to the wall, bracing with a small 'eep'. The tent trembled at the sharp cry from the brute, quickly looking down I saw it was smashing its head against a large boulder outside the caves, this was good, I can sneak up this way! Steeling my quaking nerves I gathered my rucksack and slung it between my wings, slipping my hood on. "Let's ante up."

Dropping from the sky I rolled behind a small boulder, keeping my head low as I heard the Barroth sniff sharply, obviously, it heard me zip down from the ridge. Poking my head out I spotted its head looking the opposite way, this was a good chance to get the first hit in! My grin fell when I slapped a hoof to my temple. "Idiot, don't rush into this, gotta plan this out," This was a Brute Wyvern, not exactly a pushover given its appearance. "Fire's my best choice but I don't have anything like that, and my moves aren't as fleshed out... maybe Shadow..." It was a tough call, it looks like a Barroth but it isn't, instead of sticky mud it's using snow as armor.
Let's pro-con this. Pro, I have the element of surprise, I know roughly what it can do and how to avoid it, duh, wings. Con, I have to break away the snow first and chip its scales for my sword to cut through its thick armor, if this was a Piscine Wyvern that would be a piece of cake, sadly I lucked out. Tapping a wing to my chin I felt like I was forgetting something. "What was... eh? Where did the sun go?"  Blinking widely, I shot my head to my sides, then a nervous lump was swallowed at the low-bearing snarl hanging above me. 
With a wary, sweet smile I tilted my head up to the right, peeking just above my bangs to see a single, scarlet eye leering down at me, drool dripping between its teeth. Leaning toward my cloak, I sniffed, picking up the faint scent of the elixir I dosed on my body to bolster my strength before I flew down here. I still smell like the contents... "Poor eyesight means its sense of smell it greater, hehehe... oops." With a furious, ear-raking roar, the Barroth swung back its head, before the shadow came crashing down toward my petrified eyes.
Add that 'Con' to the list.
To Be Continued...

			Author's Notes: 
I like this whole two-shot story thing. One chapter builds up the story and the other for pure monster-hunting action! So like The Black Dragon, expect the next chapter tomorrow. I hope you enjoyed, appreciate the support as always, seeya in the next chapter tomorrow Hunters!
Next Chapter: Ice Crushing Wyvern
Akira faces off against the strange Barroth, but has the aspiring young Hunter bitten off more than she can chew for the sake of pride and protection?
P.S. This is the subspecies known as Jade Barroth from Monster Hunter 3 Ultimate encase you were wondering.


	
		Ice Crushing Wyvern



The large crown ejected a puff of steam before barreling down toward me, without conscious thought I screamed out the only word I could, "Yeet!" I threw myself into the snow, the boulder smashed to pieces in an instant while I scrambled to my hooves, wings flapping once to throw me back onto all fours. "Okay-okay, happy thoughts, Akira, you have - Ahh!" 
I did not have this! I evaded a sudden charge, the Barroth slamming into the side of the mountain's wall, bringing down a large plume of snow atop its form while I drew my sword, don't ask me how it can be held in a hoof I've wondered that for years now. As it reeled from the snow, I rolled to my right, seeing it slam its head into the snow as it struck forward, producing three large chunks of ice and snow. Flying back I raised my buckler to take one of the ice blocks directly. I gasped, flipping through the air to evade its sudden charge, landing while the Barroth moved far faster, as if it swam through the snow, slithering toward me with the weight of a train.
Pivoting left the Barroth missed its upward strike, leaving it open for me to fly above, slicing across its plated back, dusting off some of the snow as I swung forward with my buckler, battering the thick metal sheet against its crown, followed by another lunging slam, then a downward slant with my sword, twirling under its chin before it could crush me. flicking three more ice balls across the uneven terrain. Barroth charged forward, swinging up to try and catch me as I flopped back into the snow on my hooves, itself shaking off loose snow as I was caught by the raining debris.
Caught in a large blob of snow I shook the frigid substance off in time to deflect a slam with my shield, the force throwing me backward with a grunt. This thing was definitely not as lumbering as most Brutes tend to be, what a pain. Grunting as I shot from the snow I flew headfirst, backhanding the crown as the force flipped me around, giving me ample time to perform a little trick by spinning vertically down its back, flicking off the thrashing tail as I left many scores in between groves in the scales, kicking off more of that snow armor. Spinning into the air I gasped as the tail sailed around, cracking me across the hip, cutting off my flight in seconds.
"Ow..." Pulling out a green jar from my bag I slipped away from its charge to chug the weird flavored drink, feeling the pain in my back leg lessen as I took to the air to evade a massive boulder of ice torn up by Barroth's head. He was very big on chucking ice at me, and that shake-off of snow could prove to be risky if I move in at the wrong time. "Okay, think, Akira..." As I contemplated I had to flap back, evading a sharp hip-check followed closely by the head snapping up, clipping my tail while I flew behind a boulder to hide, switching my empty bottle for an amber waterskin. Wrinkling my nose, I just got it over with. "I hate this stuff..."
Popping the cork with my teeth I dusted myself in the powder, sneezing sharply the second the boulder fell apart, revealing the bulbous tail as it clanged against my shield, only now my muscles felt firmer, bracing the might of the tail a second longer for me to skate the appendage away. With a cocky grin, my body shimmered with a faint, silver outline, flashing a matching contrail in my irises. "Tch, my turn to be the freight train," Leaping up with resounding force applied to the snow, I zipped around the wyvern, slashing in wide, silver arcs, sharply pivoting through the air, leaving it unable to pinpoint just where exactly I'd be before my blade tore through its scales, chipping away at the softer skin housed within. "Hyrah!" One sudden backflip drew my back hooves across the cheekbone, knocking the Barroth down with a wail.
Twirling above where the eye could see me, I flew straight down like an arrow, shield risen to cover my muzzle. The shield's edge crashed against Barroth's crown, my sword drove forward in an uppercut forcing the head back with a sickening 'crunch'. Last, I shoved the shield into his throat, striking with enough force the recovering beast to stumble toward the cave walls, scales splintered, and decorating the snow and rocky terrain. Keeping on the offensive, steam jetted from its head, throwing alarms through my head to evade the sharp pivot and charge, the bull of a wyvern tearing across the snow quickly.
Keeping my focus on its approaching forehead, I brought both my forehooves closer to my chest, keeping my wingbeats steady to expel the dark energy building around my weapons, it was a little tricky to perform mid-flight but with a little more practice... A dark purple and black aura enveloped the world before my eyes, contorting into a large sphere of dark energy. "Dark Pulse!" Throwing my hooves down, the force threw me backward, but the energy attack slammed into the approaching beast, the shadowy attack disrupting its rampage as it shivered from the force of the blasts, large chips from its crown sprinkling the floor.
The sudden pause in Barroth's movements made me smile with a sense of relief. "Haha, flinched, now then-!" Flying high I swooped down to deliver another series of blows to its hide. "-payback!" My speedy attacks weren't as fast without 'Quick Attack' but it finally lost all its snow, leaving it completely exposed to my slashing and blunt-force trauma, one particular backswing with my buckler breaking off a few later plates from its shoulders. Barroth roared, disorientating me due to my sensitive hearing, and that was proven to be a big mistake.
Its head swung forward, battering my guard for a lighter shove of its forehead, tossing me back the moment I tried to fly away, leaving me ground in the snow for it to charge, bracing its muscles with an ejection of steam as I gasped sharply, narrowly blocking the charge as I was torn from the ground, attempting to outfly its tremendous force with both hooves against the inside of my shield. Bearing my teeth, I felt my bones buckle and strain against the overpowering force, I could block attacks not stop them entirely, my body can't take this! "T-tch, dammit...!" I squeezed out, feeling my eyes bulge at the loss of air, my wings and back smashed against a tree as the head flung me to the right, headfirst in the snow.
Pain rocketed through my back, feeling a hot sensation run down one of my wings as I bit back a whimper, feeling my right-wing flop to my side, clearly, it was dislocated from the impact. I weakly threw myself aside from another three chunks of ice, followed by the sweep of its tail brushing away the snow. Grabbing another green potion from my bag I thanked whoever made these reinforced bags for one, cushioning the blow, and two, keeping the majority of my supplies safe. Chugging the minty liquid I felt the bone pop back in place at my sharp but grateful sigh, flapping the appendage back against my side. "Dad's right, these things are a God-send," Then I remembered something important. "Yaaaah!" I felt I was diving alot into snow today.
Barroth roared, head tearing through snow and boulders, airing out the flatland we battled in as he shook off some loose snow through the white cloud, jade scales glistening in the midday rays. As I returned a swing from my blade it hopped back, rooting its forehead through the snow to tear several balls of ice, then again with another hop back, keeping me on the defense as I skipped in retreat myself, feeling my wings were safe to flap once more, taking flight. 
"I need a plan, otherwise I'll be the one buried six-feet under," Cautiously, I kept my distance, evading the periodic ice balls while my eyes scanned the surrounding area. Trees to my back, not much in the way of inconvenience for Barroth. The caves weren't deep but there were large stalactites lining the ceiling. I squinted. "Maybe..." I snapped from my critical analysis, dipping to evade a large boulder of snow, flapping under the chin while Barroth swept off snow in an attempt to snatch me.
Grinding my teeth together my wings flipped me upside down, drawing my left hoof forward as it swirled with dark light again. "Dark Pu-" My lungs collapsed, finding my buckler slammed into my chest as the large ice ball crashed into my body, locking my muscles a second later from the jade crown tearing through the white haze. Whatever lift I had was torn from my wings, the force comparable to a tree headbutted me, if not for the snow I'd have broken something on my collision with the dirt.
Slowly, I hacked up some spit and pushed myself up again, buckler chipped and another of my precious green potions downed to keep my body from immediate collapse. Panting I locked my muscles, posing my shield since Barroth hissed for another charge I couldn't evade, even if my body screamed at me to do so. Barroth held the advantage, crashing headfirst into my defense that almost fell apart under my hooves, even my back legs were buckling to so much as withhold the inevitable impact that sparked between metal and bone. Even though my bones were far stronger than your average pony I could hear them groan like joints of tempered steel, I couldn't keep this up, he's too strong!
"I... I...!"  I'm an idiot! Why did I do this it makes no sense! What did I have to prove, what am I doing!?! "Doing all this to prove what? You can get yourself killed spectacularly? Fail to simply protect a small village? Why are you even here if you can't even beat a single monster!?"
Whatever thoughts that rummaged through my head were quickly silenced. My lungs collapsed against my voice, blood flying out my mouth as my buckler broke in half, revealing how broken my spirit was. His crown collided with my stomach, hurdling me across the plateau and into the snow, my eyes hazy while blood flaked my muzzle.
I... can't beat him. I was sure I got stronger since the training but compared to this single Brute Wyvern, I'm... still too weak. My legs were trembling and my body wouldn't move. My head snapped upright, catching the low growl escaping frozen jaws lined with teeth, a pair of cold, unwavered eyes piercing my hesitant orbs, each footstep Barroth made pounded in my eardrums.
I stumbled back on my haunches, and my hooves were trembling. "No.. my hooves... won't stop shaking!" Not even a jolt from my wings sturred me from the earth. "Get up, move!" I heard my voice echo but my legs were locked, the ground anchored them as I felt my chest cave with fear, the blood I lost ran cold. Everything was black and white while I heaved heavy breaths, labored with each spike of pain.
"Why... Why can't I move!?" My thoughts cried out, not once did I let my sight leave small, crimson, pinprick eyes, the rigid scales sharpened with my attempts at combat, a faint trace of my own blood tipping the massive crown. "I-I can't... do anything right..." My body slumped back, face contorted in terror as I saw my weapon by my side, the buckler felt so heavy, pulling me down to the cold ground. "I really wanted to make you proud..." I squeezed my eyes shut, practically bracing for what I knew came next after that jet of steam, it was inevitable. "I'm sorry."
...
...
...
...
An astral flicker of blue wisps formed a hand on my forehead as if to chop lightly, forcing my misty eyes to open as the motes flickered and danced. "Come on, now, there's nothing wrong with being afraid," That caused my throat to hitch, that voice...? "Without it, we'd never know our own weaknesses, and you need to know them to become a stronger and gentler person," A light flickered in my chest, like an obvious answer that lifted my heavy bones, inches from the crown that bared down on me. "You can stand as many times as it takes."
Whatever that was, it succeeded in snapping my consciousness in place seconds before Barroth's head collided with the ground under me, hooves bracing the buckler as tightly as I could, though the force was too great, chucking me sideways and out of his charging line. Coughing, I winced from the sudden flinch in my hooves, but I was okay, I was still breathing. Taking a sharp look around the area, I was still alone, no one else was coming to find me, so then where did that voice come from?
Gritting my teeth, I drew my sword back to my hoof, grunting at my own arrogance. "I'm an idiot..." I haven't learned anything, but I wasn't going to die to atone for that, not when there were innocent lives depending on a fake Hunter like me. Keeping my eyes steady, a rising heat blew away the harsh, arctic wind, a light red hue emitting from my fur, glazing my eyes. "Alright ugly, ready for round two?" 
Barroth reined its head toward me, snorting sharply with a battle cry of its own, stomping and dragging its right foot through the snow and dirt like it was testing my next move. I didn't have time to guess how patient it was. Bringing my sword up, I let my own energy rise through the blade, lighting up my aura with a red sheen. "Swords Dance!" While my physical energy took a hit, my strength rose considerably. I quickly tossed my bag aside, freeing up my body while feeling a cord hidden in my cloak bob with a peculiar item I kept on my person at all times. "My turn."
Not wanting to put myself on the edge of defense I took flight directly toward Barroth, I was furrowly done with the snow, heck, this whole season's just one pick pain in my ass that I wanted to be rid of! Steeling my nerves I tore across the field as Barroth charged it too eager to conclude out bout. Drawing narrowly to its right side, I tore my sword across as it hazed with a dark purple and black aura, elongating as the tip of the etheral blade dug into its scaly body. "Night-!" A streak of dark purple shattered across Barroth's side and flank, splitting scales with tremendous force as I slipped under the thresh of the tail. "-Slash!"
This wasn't it! Folding my back legs against the dirt, I pressed down and twisted my body completely, stripping back the snow under the air force I shook from my wings. Had I recklessly thrown myself into this position from the beginning I might have died, that was because I never had another strategic play on my mind now, however, was a complete turnabout. Forcing was stamina I had built up from the adrenaline pumping through my veins, I clutched my left hoof to my chest, feeling the brittle object underneath begin to strain. 
The tail skimmed my forehead, so I circled the appendage, kicking off the plated tool, sweeping up and over its back, slicing across the wounded scales with a flourish of attacks. It caused Barroth to stumble, the tip of my sword nicking the right eye in passing as it attempted to batter me with its crown, but given its poor eyesight pinpointing my petite body was easier said than done what with all the snow and dirt we've kicked up diluting its sense of smell. 
Skipping to place my back to one of the larger maws of the caves, I awaiting its glowering gaze to rest heavily on my sharp grin, begging it to charge as I crushed the object under my cloak, tossing out the dust the second Barroth roared, stomping its way forward, body braced and unyielding. Blowing the bangs from my right eye, I ushered forth the words faintly from my lips. "Meditor." The specks of dust expanded, paling blue against the frigid air as I dived to my right.
Barroth lunged into the spell, unable to bring itself back in time before its head was immediately diverted into the lip of the cave, crashing onto its side and rolling deeper into the mouth, the ground under me practically growling from the sudden abrasive attack. Shaking my head, I kept my distance, Barroth shakily beginning to pull itself onto its left side, exposing all those deep gashes to the swaying, chipping spears of rock above. Then I felt it thunder against my own chest, a sharp wave of fear and dread as Barroth's nickered devolved to a high-pitched wail the second those stalactites came free, plunging down and through its hide like a knife to butter.
I inwardly winced at the instant but effective result of being impaled in several spots, a part of me felt a little bad for the Barroth as that deathly glare faded from its eyes, the muscles going limp not a moment later. It didn't quite sink in, rather, I just shook my head, chuffing once. "I... did it?" Then came my small, almost thankful smile, it wasn't moving at all, not even a faint trace of an aura. "I-I actually did it! Hahaha, ye-e-e-es, woo~!" Clopping my hooves together, my body slumped back on its haunches, unable to take another breath without a serious lack of energy.
Throwing my head down my breathless sigh echoed into the back of the cave. "Thank heaven..." That calming notion of peace shattered.
"Boo."
"YAH!!" My shriek from being tapped on the ears threw me down into the dirt, followed by a familiar laugh that left me both mortified and embarrassed. I knew this might happen, a strange part of me considered it an impossibility, that the likelihood was too improbable, that part of my brain was stupid sometimes, like myself. "...mmm..." Peeking through my mane, my heart sank to my stomach at the familiar blue coat, and sharp, predator eyes licked a piercing scarlet.
He stood as a bipedal wolf with blue and black fur. He possessed a short, round spike on the back of each forepaw, in addition to a third on his chest, a long snout, and ears. His torso was cream-colored with blue fur on its thighs that resembles shorts.
"Busted...~" He sang as I sat up, slumped with my back to him. I didn't want to - no, I couldn't face him, even with my crowning achievement laid out before me I felt like I still lost, especially after nearly dying no more than a few minutes ago. "Akira?" 
Biting my lip, I had to answer and face the music. "...sorry... Dad," Of course he'd find me first, that strange aura stuff was impossible to hide from, I should know, I've used it. What else could I say? I took my stuff and left with a vague note on my location, going against both their wishes to fight a wyvern capable of wrecking a small town if it wanted, not exactly something considered 'easy'. 
"What are you - Oh right, the whole, 'leaving me clueless and your Mom to practically burst into flames with rage'," That sarcastic tone made me flinch, it was the only thing close to 'angry' my Dad could get. "Yeah... no sugarcoating that trainwreck." Someone kill me, please... "You took down the Ice Crushing Wyvern, Jade Barroth, a subspecies," My ears perked up at the knowledge, eyeing him over my shoulder.
Dad wore this earnest look on his face, rubbing his chin while playing with his red scarf as he eyed the Barroth up and down, gerning at the impaled portions of its body. "Not the most elegant of kills but I've left Vaal half-sticking out of stone before so I can't complain about methods," Then he flashed a smile, canines showing to my surprised and bewildered face. "Nice work, kiddo!"
"Uh, w-wha?" I sputtered out, turning to face him as if I didn't hear him correctly. A second ago he was scolding me and now this? Dad shrugged, rubbing his snout. "B-But I nearly died... I..."
"I know," He pointed up. "I was watching the whole time from a tree," He did what!? Now my jaw dropped. "You seriously think I'd like my adorable little girl to get bludgeoned to death!? If I didn't want to die then I'm sure your Mom would do it for me!" His tail, ears, and head-feeler things shot up. "That's actually a fate worse than death, forget I said that." 
Now I felt my victory completely fall down the drain. He was watching the whole time, I... if I did come close to death then I'd have been saved, knowing how stupidly strong Dad was I bet this Jade Barroth would have been a pushover. Now that voice was familiar, it was his telepathic link, he probably used 'Calm Mind' on me like when I had nightmares as a foal. Tch, of course, I couldn't beat this thing on my own.
"I'm pathetic," I muttered out, rubbing my nape. "No wonder I got thrashed around like a ragdoll."
"Stop," My body jumped at his low tone. Now his expression warped to an irked scowl, ruffling his head. "It's not that, I - Dammit, that was just - you were so... reckless, and headstrong I almost jumped in several times out of pure instinct I was so worried!"
Now my eyes squeezed shut, unable to lift my head for what I imagined was the remainder of this scolding, yet that never came. A pair of warm arms pulled me to the side of his chest spike. "You dolt... you really shouldn't be copying me, I think I stressed your Mom out enough with my antics alone to last a lifetime," My eyes widened, feeling his racing heart underneath his fur. "I didn't want to pull you away from any of this, and I knew the only way you'd understand the severity is by experiencing it yourself, so I'm sorry, but..." His arms tensed, tightening the hug as my chest twisted at his soft words. "I'm so proud of you, Akira."
No, stop getting emotional, this was your fault, Akira! "I - b-but I couldn't have even won without you! I-I'm not as strong as you!" No one was, I never could be...
His paw moved to stroke my mane, making it harder to stay together as I instinctively bit my cheek, I had to keep it together, I didn't deserve this win at all! "...If I'm honest, that's okay, 'cause without Yui, I'd have died long before now, then I'd never have met such a talented and amazing young mare, and helped her grow up so fast," My throat clenched after that, dipping my head against his chest. "You're stronger than you think, just because I gave you a few words of encouragement doesn't subtract from that, okay?"
That broke down that dam with minimal effort, I barely had enough mental strength to so much as withstand it as my face buried itself against his fur, letting a few tears slip by. Returning the hug, my lips curled into a smile, happy, and relieved that it was over, that... I could make Dad happy. "...thank you, Dad."
Dad grinned from above, rubbing my back, then he flicked my snout. "Just next time let us know before you go off running into danger, well, after you're probably reprimanded into oblivion." Just that thought alone brought my pleasant mood down, much as I hated the idea, I sold my soul to this risky quest, guess evading my Mom's out of the question. Although, Dad's arms continued to hug me tightly. "For now though, enjoy the fruits of your work, sweetie, you've more than earned it!"
He pulled away, showing me his paw clenched to a fist, holding it out toward me with a toothy smile, it was a 'fist-bump', something from his home. I liked it, he only ever did it when he and Mom came back from beating a wyvern or similar monster, and now... he was waiting for me to return it. Wiping back my tears, my own sharp smile appeared, curling my right-wing to reach out and tap off his knuckle. "I will, thanks!"
Then Dad winked knowingly, "No problem, Hunter." Despite the tidal wave of emotions and events both past and waiting in my near future, just that one word alone put all those unwanted fears to rest.
While I watched Dad collect my supplies for me, since my legs were on strike I decided to break the silence. "So, um... M-Mom's not... here is she?" 
His fur shivered. "Nope, just me." Why did that sound so forced?
Tapping my hooves together I piped up, "So... why are you letting me do all this? Reporting the slain wyvern and receiving the reward?" It honestly bugged me a little at how... generous Dad was given all the wrongs I've committed before coming here. Stealing supplies from around the house, leaving without their consent, or a note, etc. etc. Not quite the qualities of a 'Hunter'.
"Simple, I suck at being angry at family, your aunt's alot better at it than me," Dad grinned shyly, holding up my bag. "As for 'why', well that's simple, enjoy your freedom..." His body paled whiter than a ghost. "Because you're gonna treasure this happy memory for atleast two weeks, not even the Gods could save you from what's waiting."
I think my heart stopped beating there for a second. Sweating a little under my cloak, I gulped. "Can I say it, just this once?"
His head bobbed, "I would, kiddo."
Awesome, "Oh... crap."
End


			Author's Notes: 
This was alot of fun to write, something for the holidays that instead of going back to the past we skip toward the future with Akira. Yep, she's inherited two of Zen's abilities, with two to suit her 'Type', though she can't learn dozens like he can. I hope you enjoyed, appreciate the support as always, seeya next time Hunters! 
FYI, her 'Type' in Pokemon standards would be a 'Dark' and 'Steel' type. Her moves are Swords Dance, Night Slash, Dark Pulse, and Quick Attack.
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