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		Description

It is often said that family comes in different shapes and sizes, and that much is true. A family is not bound by the limits of mortality, nor is it bound purely on blood alone. It is not defined by the race of an individual, rather, it is defined by the love they all share; it is built on trust, of loyalty and understanding. Such is a story, driven by loss and love. Of love like no other, born from an accidental spell and a grieving pair. A princess of a world of pure magic finds herself in a world in the care of two tired and lonely beings. 
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		A Tale of Sorrow



Far was the word he had been looking for. He was far not of the physical distance, but of emotions as of late. Distant and cold, bitter by the cruelness of it all. And yet, he stood firm. Of weeping and mourning, the town they live in now lay desolate in ruin. He could've done so much more. So much more... 
Hurt is the feeling that linger on the both of them. Had it not been for their decisions, they could've stopped this. They could've stopped such insolence and madness. And yet, they didn't. No, they couldn't. They chose to fight, and now they face the consequences of doing nothing.
Now they rest, and for another fifteen years, they weep and mourn on one specific day. The day they chose to fight and defend their home. He sighed and breathed, smoke coming out of his mouth as he gazed into the night sky ever present in the outside of their cave. A cave of which they lived in for fifteen years. No other man can claim that spot, yet they claimed the outskirts of that cave to be a new town. A town that flourished for fifteen years without their presence. A good thing too, for he is tired of it all. 
Too much of being in the way can cause more harm than good. Whatever happens to that town stays in that town. No longer would they try and insert themselves to be heroes. They would just live. And if their neighbors wish them well, then so too would they, but never would they defend another town. They shall only defend their own. What they consider their own was their only home, a large cave entrance, and inside was a well maintained fortress long abandoned by the dwarves who built it. Was it a large fortress? In comparison to the other fortresses, no. It was mostly a fortress to defend materials and resources. When the dwarves deemed it to be a waste of space, they all simply left with the resources. And now the couple find themselves in a fortress of their own. 
Quite a lot of space, yet no other person lives in it other than he and his beloved. He grumbled and sighed as clouds blocked the only relief he has at such a peaceful night. "Dear?" A voice called out, breaking the silence. It was his wife, walking towards him with an apron on her chest. "You had another nightmare again, haven't you?"
"No," he said as he gently nuzzled his wife. "I simply wish to observe the night." She gently hugged her husband as she stroked his arm. "You are having trouble sleeping lately. Is everything alright?" He slowly got up as he looked back at the night sky. "It's been fifteen years..." 
"I know," she said, "and you haven't slept in the first five years of it..." She slowly sat gracefully beside him as he pondered through the things. "It's okay. He's up there, somewhere."
"That grief struck me more than any sword has." he said quietly. As the chirping of the crickets overtook the silence, he looked back at the sky, the moon visible once more.
"He loved looking at the night sky, talking and playing, saying that one day he'd make his own constellation... Do you think he's made his own... up there?" He said as he nearly choked. "Oh honey... wherever he is, he's in a better world, far beyond us and the problems in here."
"It still hurts..." he said, no longer looking at the night sky. 
"I know," she said once more. 
"How do you hide it so well?" He asked as he looked at her. "I don't... I guess it's part of being human... as human as I can be." He simply gazed at her beauty as he nuzzled her cheek. There was no cure for the pain in their hearts. They simply needed to move on. A wound can be healed through different means. From magic to medicine. But the hurt in the hearts of many can never be cured by mere medicine or magic. It's there, permanently, until there is no life left to give.
"Must be nice to have such an ability," he said begrudgingly. "It isn't an ability, it's merely moving forward..."
That of which is true, it must feel nice to move on and keep going. For dragons like himself, a mere fifteen years is like a minute in his life. For his wife, however, it would have been just that. And yet, she is no longer human. She too, experiences time so slowly, yet her humanity perseveres. Still, he found himself annoyed by it all. "And what is that supposed to mean? To simply let his memory go?" 
She shook his head. "No, it's to keep moving forward with him in our hearts. Tell me," she said as she slowly got up, "do you honestly think that he would be happy if he saw us like this?" He snarled at her, but then he stopped. He looked at her, guilt in his eyes at what he has done. "No. No he wouldn't."
He gently nuzzled her once more, "I'm sorry... I just..." 
"It's okay... We all have problems dealing with grief," she said as she kissed his cheeks. "You already have too much to bear." He closed his eyes as he felt the kiss. He still had her, after all. Losing her would only bring more pain. "Come back inside once you feel better. I'm preparing the both of us some soup." He chuckled at her as he bowed. He loved her cooking, it was tasty and refreshing. As she went inside, he was, once more, alone. "I hope you are happy, wherever you are..." he said.
As soon as he was about to get up, however, he spotted what appeared to be a wishing star. Only, the bright light was something else. It had some sort of magical residue, one of which he had never seen before. As the star disappeared into the horizon, a bright blue beam of warm light emerged. Not knowing much of the magic of men, he decided to call out to his wife. His wife, talented in the arts of magic, came outside frantically, wielding a shortsword in case of an enemy. He grabbed her surprisingly and flew towards the light, not even bothering to give an explanation. 
When they landed, his wife shivered. "There is quite a lot of magic residue in here, what exactly happened?" He shrugged, not really knowing what this is. He may be proficient in his kin's magic, but never in the magic of men. "Do you know what type of magic did this?" She sighed as she got down from his back. "No," she said. "Unless I've seen it with my own eyes, I don't have a clue." Suddenly, a loud noise can be heard. Preparing himself to attack in case it was an ambush, he got up on his hind legs and flared his wings, with smoke coming out from his snout. His wife unsheathed her blade and brought forth her staff.
"Show yourself, or suffer my infinite wrath!" He loudly proclaimed. The noise, muffled by the magical residue, was getting louder and louder, until they realized what they were hearing. It wasn't a noise of challenge, it was a noise of whimpering. A noise ever so familiar. It was crying. A crying of a newborn. 
They followed the noise as they cautiously trekked the forest. What they saw was... surprising. It was a foal, with a horn typically found in unicorns and wings found within pegasi. Perhaps a hybrid? Yet, foals don't cry like newborn babies. This was something different. 
"What is it?" he asked. "I thought you know everything, oh great one," she said as she giggled a bit, though her focus was still on the foal. "I am known to have a vast array of knowledge, not the all-knowing," he said unamused. 
"Perhaps she's a pegacorn?" she said as she got closer. She gently picked the foal up, to which the foal stopped crying. Instead, the foal whacked her face, though it didn't hurt. The foal chuckled and proceeded to do so again and again. "It looks like it's amused," he said as he went closer. Surprisingly, the foal didn't cry, instead, it did the same thing to his snout. "It's a she, dear. She's a filly." 
"Hmm, interesting," he said as the filly chuckled and giggled, nuzzling and hugging his wife as if she has... imprinted on her. "Oh no," he muttered to himself. "Hmm? What's wrong, dear?" 
"Can you sense if there are others within these woods?" His wife simply shook her head. "Unfortunately, she's the only one here." The filly then yawned as she rubbed her face with her hoof, something that foals couldn't do. He looked at her, knowing full well what is about to happen. "No, we can't take her." 
"Why not? She's all alone in this place!" 
"She can fend for herself," he grunted. 
"She isn't a dragon like yourself! She's just a baby!" she said as she glared at him.
"A baby with a lot of magic. No other creature would dare attack her." 
"And what about what she would eat? By the looks of it, she's barely a year old!" 
"She's a horse, she can probably eat the leaves in here!" 
"A horse that can't even walk yet! Please, you're not thinking rationally!"
He sighed and grunted. "I know, but..." She sighed as she looked at her husband. "But what?" she asked, disdain present in her voice. He shook his head once more. "I can't... not again." She realized now what he was thinking. "Oh dear, she isn't going to be a replacement, you know that right?" She then moved closer to her husband as she kissed his snout. "Tell you what, we'll only take care of her for a few months. Horses mature quite fast, and we'll give her to the magic council, is that ok with you?" 
He nodded once as he lowered himself on the ground, allowing her to climb in his back. What happened next shocked the both of them, so much so that he lost balance. "Ma," the filly blurted out. "Oh dear me, she can talk," his wife said. No longer is this a situation where they could simply sell her to a stablemaster or a wizard in the magic council. This was an actual baby in the form of a horse. "What do we do?" she asked as she gently carried the baby. "We'll talk about this once we get home..."
Frantic were they when the baby vocalized something. It was gibberish, but it was obvious. It was not a mere horse, it had a consciousness, no, SHE had a consciousness that of like a baby. Indeed, she was a baby. As much as it hurts him, he couldn't let the baby go, not like this. But at the same time, he told himself never to participate in any mortal dilemmas again. But this wasn't a mortal dilemma from any of the other races. This was simply a baby lost in the world. Would he be betraying his own son or would this be a change? "We'll have to keep her, don't we?" he asked, looking at his wife with guilt. "I'm afraid so..." 
"We can't keep her as a horse now, can we?" she asked, to which he simply shook his head. "No, we can't..."
It was a unanimous decision. They have to take care of her. It would only bring guilt if they don't. As such, his wife, using her mastery of different magic, transformed the baby to a human. A human with a weak magical signature, in the hopes to avoid certain distasteful beings. Both promised to teach her how to shapeshift once she grows older, and both promised to be better parents. They just hope this wouldn't be mistake that would bite them soon. For now, the girl giggled at the soothing warmth of magic, though, she stopped giggling when she became hungry. Now a human baby, his wife decided to nurse her as she gently caressed the baby's head. "Remember the time when we discussed about names?" she asked as her husband was about to leave. "Yes..." 
"I believe we should call her... Etherea." He simply smiled. "Ah, the name that made you bite me if I didn't accept it," he giggled a bit, only a bit, as he decided to walk back towards the entrance. "It is... a nice name, though I do have another name to call her." 
"And what is it?" she asked as the baby giggled. "Luna..." He stated as he continued to walk. "I'll probably nickname her as Luna." She smiled. "Because of the moon?" He turned around to look at his wife. "No," he said, "it's because it's what he would've wanted had he been here." She smiled warmly at him. "Then why not combine both? Luna Etherea Ithilmoore." 
"I like it," he muttered. And then there was only silence. A warm and comforting silence as he looked at the moon. "Luna Etherea... looks like you'll be a brother, Rohnorhor..." He said as he rested his head within his arms, trying so desperately not to cry. He has to stay strong if he needs to protect their new child. He has to...

	
		Wonders



Soft was the wind that blows and light were the snowflakes that fell onto the ground. The silence of winter brings forth a wonderous feeling, a nostalgic sense of calm composure. That silence though, doesn't always last, and that nostalgic feeling no longer lingers as a scream can be heard from miles away.
"Noo!" the voice cried out. A little girl, no older than 5, rushed through the fields right next to a forest. She was running for her life, chased by a dreaded monster. A terrifying beast as tall as the mountains with wings as long as a tree, claws as sharp as swords, and scales as tough as iron. It was quickly gaining on her. She ran and ran, evading, even hiding from the beast, but to no avail, for the beast had such great senses. 
She ran and ran, desperate to escape her pursuer. She ran through the thick forest, she ran to the riverbanks; she ran as far as her little feet can go, but it was for naught. However, as if by some miracle, at long last, it seemed as though it had lost interest, and she can finally calm down. She caught her breath behind a rock, thankful that the beast is no longer chasing her. She had managed the impossible. She cheered, raising both arms in the air, victory upon the little girl, only, she wasn't alone. The best never left, and for the beast to appear right in front of her, she was struck with defeat. Fear struck her as she cried one last time. "No!" she screamed, and finally, the beast's maws were upon her. It chomped, and everything stopped. There was no noise that followed, only the calm winds of winter. The beast snorted as smoke came out of its nostrils, and upon its maw held by the scruff of her coat was the girl. It seemed that all hope is lost.
"Noo! I don't wanna! I wanna play!" 
"And you would AFTER the bath," a stern tone came from someone on the ground, rather, from someone who had just landed. It was a woman, tall and fair, her misty brown her flowed freely in the wind along with her cloak. She had what appear to be a staff, repurposed to be a broom. She motioned something to the beast and the beast followed. The beast then lowered the child towards the ground, however, he did not let go. "But mom! I'm perfectly clean!" Her mother grabbed hold of the child as she carried her. Doing so, the beast chuckled. "Nasty little hairball," said the massive beast. She pouted and stuck her tongue out to the beast, who did the same. The beast kissed her cheek, to which she rubbed it off. "Eww! Dad, I'm already a big girl, I don't need kisses!" 
The beast once again chuckled. "If that is how you call 'big', then I fear what you would call 'small'," the beast said as he laid down next to the both of them. "Besides, you need a bath... Lots of it." Fear once again struck the little girl, but she already accepted her defeat. "Fine! But if I die, it would be your fault!" Her parents chuckled as her mother floated towards the saddle that her father was wearing. "Are you both ready?" 
Her eyes twinkled. "Yes!" she excitedly said. However, they did not fly, rather, her father walked. "Why not... you not... momma help!" Her mother chuckled as she hugged her even tighter. "Yes, dear, why are you walking?" 
"Because," her father said as he looked back, "I want to take in the scenery." Noticing that this was her chance to ask more, she quickly got away from her mother's embrace and raced towards her father's giant head. She immediately looked down towards one of his eyes and spoke, "Dad! Dad! You promised to tell me about the different dra- dora- big yous! Tell me please!" 
"Oh alright, if you insist," he said, smiling at his daughter's enthusiasm. "Well, we're known as dragons, Luna," he said as he purposefully took the longer route back home. Her mother seemed annoyed by this, though she didn't express it as much. "We are the kings of the skies, the sea, and the lands! Our might and power has no equal-" he said as he was interrupted by a scoff. "Except for a tiny arrow," she said as he rolled his eyes from his sarcastic wife. "Us powerful and mighty dragons have three different factions, and within those factions are dragons from different tribes!" 
"Woah! Tell me more!" Luna giggled as she continued to smack her father's head. "Ow, you're hurting me, Lulu," he said in a sad voice. As if a mere child can hurt him. "Sowwy," she muttered as she looked at his eye. 
"Well, the three factions are as follows: The Erednor, the Palag Nuins, and lastly, the Sernos." Of course, with such big words, Luna found herself confused. Luckily, her mother was there to help as she scooped Luna and brought her into a hug. Her mother sat on top of her father's head where she once was. "It's of dragontongue Lulu, but what it means is simply the good faction, the bad faction, and the neutral faction." 
"N... Nue... Neutral?" Her mother booped her nose as she got the word right. "Yes, that's right! Neutral. The good faction is the Erednor. They are the ones who protect those in need! The bad guys are the Palag Nuins, you don't want to mess with them!" She said as she mimicked a tiny roar, making Luna giggle at the sight. "And lastly, the neutral faction are those who simply don't act." 
"So what fa... uhh... facshun are you in dad?" Both parents cringed as she asked that question. Without missing a beat, her father quickly changed the topic. "Anyways, us dragons have our own tongue for our own kin. Deep in the forests they wander, the Kir'Ithir, or the long necks. Peaceful are they but terrifying when angered. Far in the mountains they slumber, the Kurskon, or the spiked backs. Their love of gold could rival any cursed king." 
"Woah..." Luna mumbled, her eyes sparkling as her father continued to describe different dragons. "And then there are dragons like me, Karrad'Sun, or the great winged. We soar above the clouds and over cities." 
"I imagine it's quite the view, too bad us mere humans can't go up there," her mother said, wiping a fake tear as Luna rushed towards her mother for a hug. "It's okay momma, we'll fly together!" Luna giggled in her mother's arms, nuzzling her chest as her mother reciprocated the gesture. Her mother laughed as she nuzzled her hair. They were funny like that. 
Although, it still hurts her a bit that she can't go outside and meet other children her age. Perhaps, in time, she may be free to roam like her parents. Perhaps even learn great magics from that wizard who keeps on visiting them. Ackno... Ack... Or whatever that school's name is. Maybe then, her parents would stop doting on her, but for now, this is what she loves the most.
Nuzzles and free cookies. Although... there seems to be something... missing.

	