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For Moon,

Never give up your light








  
  Author's Note


The stories in this collection pick up threads from the first volume and other Lunis Aquaria stories, yet each story can be read as a standalone. If you're already familiar with the world, you may recognize the Lady and her observers. How many easter eggs can you uncover? 
Old heroes return for more adventures, like Marella (from Undine’s Blessing) and Skylar (from The Decapod’s Ire in the first volume), while others like Jay and Marius make their first appearance. 
Enjoy your continued journey across Lunis Aquaria!






  
  When The Moons Cross


Dozens of stars pierced the clear indigo sky as Luna and Selena neared their eclipse. Even they wanted to bear witness to what was coming. The two moons—impressive on their own—were a sight to behold when they joined. But such beauty always came at a price. Tsunamis. Mountains crumbling. Fire cast from the earth itself. The world still wore the scars like ancient wounds. This would be the first time I’d been this close to humanity during one, and I was anxious for them. 
Through the perfectly trimmed hedges, I could see their shelter: a grand structure of rectangle bricks stacked with care, forming a larger rectangle full of holes. Windows and doors they call them. Gaps they could open and seal at will to keep out unwanted guests. My foxhole could use a door, though I’ve grown fond of the stray bunnies who mistake my den for theirs. 
I’d come here to observe how humans would face the eclipse, to watch whether their shelter would crumble as others had before. They had cleared part of this forest to build a garden and raise their stone nest. They had torn out the old shrubbery and flowers and replanted new ones, arranged by color and season. Their hedges were shaped into forms resembling people and animals. One of them was a wolf. Or a dog. Odd choices. A bad one for all the birds and wildlife that used to live here. Was it a good choice for the humans?
The forest once teemed with life. It was a place where creatures gathered around the natural well. They ate, drank, bathed. All of that is now gone, replaced by a fountain five times my height. The animals have been driven away, their homes destroyed just so a handful of people could live here in comfort. Nature needed time to heal after the last eclipse, but with humanity’s interference, even decades might not be enough. Humans delayed, destroyed, decimated. In my opinion, the world would be better off without them. Perhaps the eclipse will bring back balance to this place.
Observing this world has been my only task, and I’ve witnessed its changes over time. Creatures adapted or went extinct, but humans remained ever-present. They aren’t highly adaptable on their own, but their inventions helped them survive.
My compatriots received the same instructions, though some took their liberties with them. We weren’t meant to interfere with the humans, but the wolf saved a boy from a fire, and the dolphin sought out humans for adventures of his own. He’s a social creature after all. A reminder that even amidst humanity’s flaws, there is room for connection.
Me? I was content observing from the shadows, watching animals rather than engaging with humans. I’d do as I was told and keep my paws clean of those pesky humans. But witnessing how their presence affected animals made me curious; it compelled me to stay close. And now I waited. For nature to take back what was theirs. 
Fortunately, I could see well in the dark. A vulpine feat that served me well, with the moonlight dimming as one moved in front of the other. Even the surfaces of the moons were visible, a reminder of the vastness of the universe and its cosmic wonders. 
I moved to the stone benches in the center of the garden. They offered a perfect view of the flower beds, the fountains, and the house. Sitting slightly higher allowed me to have an unrestricted view of the moons as they shimmered above the dome-shaped roof of the house. It seemed almost as if this house had been designed to celebrate this event. 
Something caught my eye halfway down the garden. A shadow barely taller than I was moving slowly across the grass, making screeching noises. When it stepped into the moonlight, I saw she was a girl. 
My ear twitched. What was a child doing outside alone at night? Where were her parents? I had never seen a human child unaccompanied before. They are usually kept close and coddled, especially one so young. She stumbled about, swaying left and right as she approached the roses, nearly falling into their thorny embrace. In her hands, she held a fluffy toy. She beamed while looking at it—a treasure. She tossed it into the air, laughing as she caught it again.
Luna and Selena drew closer to each other, almost touching, though not yet hugging. The Lady had shared stories after the previous eclipse of how the moons were seen as sisters. Selena, the larger one, played the role of older sister, with her perceived order and authority. Luna, the smaller one, was seen as whimsical, drifting in and out of sight as she pleased. As I returned to describe my observations—a tsunami rolling over the coast and desert sands, dragging everything down before spitting it back out again—the Lady shared tales about what the others had seen. It fascinated me how humans personified objects like the moons, giving them life and personality, praying for their wishes or seeking aid as if the moons were people themselves.
The Lady had done the same to me and the other observers, but instead of telling tales, she gave us our physical forms. No longer ethereal forms, but full-fledged beings. She granted us the opportunity to experience life—not death—and in doing so, we developed our own quirks. It remains a mystery whether we would have our traits if the Lady hadn’t bestowed her gifts on us.
A sudden breeze brushed against my whiskers, and my ears twitched. The ground rumbled, shaking the stone bench, prompting me to jump onto the ground. A crack appeared in the sand below. I’ve been feeling these vibrations for the past few days, but this was different. It was more than a warning signal. It was an announcement. 
As Luna’s light began to wane, the little girl continued tumbling about. The quake had thrown her off balance, but she quickly regained her footing, as if falling and getting back up were second nature to her. She only had eye for her toy and didn’t understand the significance of the rumble. I observed, waiting to see what her parents would do, but they were nowhere in sight. 
Above the house, Selena had overshadowed Luna’s whimsy, asserting her dominance over the night sky.
The breeze had turned into a gale, tugging at the loosening strands of my winter fur, as if nature reminded me it needed taking care of. With a shake, I released the loose hairs and watched them get swept away. 
Another rumble shook the pebbles around me, and petals fell from their stems. It stopped before I could take another breath. 
Luna accepted her fate, retreating behind her big sister until she vanished entirely. In triumph, Selena shone brightly, casting her light far and wide.
I averted my gaze from Selena’s radiant glare. Flowers opened up their buds and birds chirped, thinking the sun was out. 
The ground trembled, harder and harder, its violent shaking distorting my vision as I struggled to keep my balance on all four paws. The quakes grew more intense, making it impossible for me to trust the earth beneath me. It moved below my paws, like waves. I leaped from one unstable spot to the next. From above, I witnessed the chaos. Cracks appeared in the ground, stones shattered, and the fountain collapsed into pieces, spraying water everywhere. Amidst the destruction, the little girl scrambled toward the house.
No one was there to help her, and even if her parents inside had sensed her danger, they would be too late to save her now.
The earth roared, tearing up everything in its path. The remnants of the fountain were swallowed by fissures, and the flower beds were no longer bound by order, their confinement broken. The smell of petrichor mixed with the flowers blown into the air, creating a strangely refreshing perfume that suited Selena’s personality. 
As I jumped and ran across the land, my mind raced back to the Lady’s story. Moons wouldn’t hold such power over the worlds below, but here we were, caught in the calamity they seemed to command. 
I needed to see, to observe. But no place was safe enough for me to watch from. 
The wind carried the homeless flower petals away when the girl reached for one of them, tripping over a sudden rise in the ground, her treasured toy flying from her grasp. She fell to her knees, tears welling in her eyes as she searched for her toy. 
Avoiding the depths, I hopped across the cracks to find safety, moving closer to the girl unintentionally. When she saw me coming, I became her sole focus. 
She pushed herself up and stumbled towards me, her arms stretched out in a plea for help. But as she came closer, the ground beneath us cracked open, but it didn’t stop her. Had she not seen the ravine?
I jumped into the flower beds, navigating across the broken stones to the edge of the chasm. The girl followed closely behind on the opposite side of the gorge, heading straight towards it. 
My breath got caught in my throat. I wasn’t meant to interfere or interact with humans. She changed her path because of me. And it would lead to her death. I changed the course of her life.
Unless.
Unless I stepped in.
To correct my mistake. Nothing more, nothing less. By stepping in, I wouldn’t break our vows only to observe, like how the wolf and the dolphin had. This was only a minor adjustment, a course correction. And would she even remember me when she was older? Humans had such fleeting memories. 
The soil beneath me gave way, slipping into another crack, and I jumped over the high barrier created by a tapestry of roots—the remnants of an old oak. The quakes steered me away from the girl, my jumps and hops quickening as the trembles became more intense. 
Glancing up, I saw the two moons perfectly aligned. When they eventually drifted apart, the earthquakes would lose their power. I was sure of it. I couldn’t linger.
The girl’s high-pitched scream pierced my ears, forcing me to stop. She had fallen behind, and I had lost track of her. Her desperate screams anchored me to the ground, while a voice in the back of my mind whispered warnings about breaking my oath. Her fate wasn’t mine to alter. 
Then I caught sight of her again. The girl was still looking for me, and I knew what I had to do. I leaped across the chasms, my hind paws barely catching a ledge. My body moved on its own. The voice that echoed in my head before, I no longer heard it.
I found her covered in dirt and wounds. Her cries softened when I touched her arm with my nose. She opened her watery eyes and smiled. With a gentle nudge from my snout, I tried to guide her arm around my neck. She screamed when another quake struck, but her fear eased the moment her fingers dug into my fur. 
She clung to me, and I thanked the Lady for giving me strength no other fox had. I wove through the broken garden, snatching her toy in my mouth as I ran towards the house. 
The aftershocks came in waves. I navigated around the falling sand and rupturing earth. Puddles of mud caused one of my paws to slide away. In my awkward tumble, I dropped her toy. The girl wailed, but I couldn’t stop to retrieve it. Another crack opened beside us; we had no choice but to keep moving.
I ran until the quakes dulled. Finally, on solid ground in front of the house, I stopped. The girl let go, her cheeks still wet from the tears. I licked them gently and sat beside her. She let out soft sniffles before calming down, stroking my fur until she found her smile again.
I went back to fetch her toy. It was a bit dirty with ruffled feathers, but it was still whole. The toy resembled the phoenix, with its crimson and indigo feathers and golden, sinister eyes.
A large man burst out of the house, followed by a woman. “Lenya! Lenya, where are you?” 
The girl perked up at the sound of her name and tried to stand, but her legs were wobbly, and she fell back on her butt. A cry escaped her lips, and the man turned towards them. 
“Lenya, you’re okay.” The man scooped her up, hugging her tightly with tears streaming down his face. Pulling back, he looked over his daughter, who pointed at me. 
“He he’p me,” she said.
“Did the fox help you?” The man looked from the girl to me and back. “Did he keep you safe?”
The little girl nodded.
I stepped forward and dropped the phoenix in front of the girl. 
The woman picked it up, straightening the feathers. She smiled at it and gave it back to the girl, who held it tight. 
“Thank you,” the woman said as she crouched and petted my head. My ears flipped back, and I closed my eyes. 
“You saved my daughter, fox. I don’t know how to thank you. Do you want something to eat?” The man pointed towards the house. 
I blinked. Food did sound good. Better than trying to dig up a dead mouse or searching for berries. If the Earth hadn’t swallowed them all.
For the first time since the quakes began, I looked at the house. The facade had several cracks, but it still stood tall, as if nothing had happened. Human ingenuity. 
The woman took her mate’s arm and whispered, “Honey, I think the fox understands us. Give him whatever he wants. He’s special. I want to honor him properly.” She turned to me with a smile. “Maybe he is one of the Old Gods.”
The man nodded and grinned at me. “You hear that? You’re getting whatever you want. Feel free to live on our grounds. Consider this your home.”
I glanced from the house to the night sky. The two moons had drifted apart above the dome, each finding its own path again. It was done. Now, it was time for the world to heal.
Thank you, I said to them with my mind’s voice. The woman stiffened, then bowed low. In her eyes, I saw the reflection of Luna and Selena. Balance had returned, if only for a moment, and that was enough.






  
  Zenith’s Feather


On the northernmost edge of the Gravenberry Thicket, close to the endless sea of ice, there lived a mystical bird. A white raven, said to harbor weather magic in its feathers. When storms raged, he was angry. When the sun shone strongly, he couldn’t contain his joy. Rainbows were invitations to find him, although no one ever had. 
Jay had requested this bedtime story many times. They didn’t care for tales of the gods, the tribe’s history, or the spring festival. It was always the white raven who captured their imagination.
So different from his peers the raven was, but he was praised and admired. Unlike Jay, who was a head taller than the other faeries, and was treated like an outsider. The only chants Jay ever heard were filled with insults and humiliation. The other faelings made snide comments and threw rocks at them whenever the teacher’s back was turned. And the adult faeries who previously kept their opinions to themselves, voiced their fears and doubts freely after Jay’s parents died. They questioned Jay’s heritage even though Jay’s parents were both fae.
The raven’s stories gave Jay hope that things would one day change. They needed to believe that being different wasn’t a flaw. Without that belief, was it even worth trying? Without parents, Jay was alone. Leiun had taken them under her wing out of pity and taught them all they needed to go through the Rites and become an adult. But once the Rites were over, Jay had no reason to ask for Leiun’s time. They would truly be on their own.
After this morning’s lesson, Jay fled the village and climbed the tallest tree they could find, praying the bullies hadn’t followed. Climbing came easily for Jay with their long limbs reaching branches the bullies couldn’t, making the highest canopy a safe haven and giving Jay a clear view of the sky. 
They daydreamed about soaring through the skies as they waited for a rainbow to appear, for that one spark of hope that being different didn’t mean being lesser. So far, every rainbow had come and gone without the raven, and Jay had begun to wonder if the stories were real at all. But they kept hoping.
A burst of leaves pushed Jay off balance, and they clutched the branch tight to steady themself. The wind carried that familiar sweet scent of magic. When they turned, three faeries stood on a nearby branch. They grinned and laughed at Jay, flapping their new yellow and orange wings smugly. 
“Go back to the humans, Jay,” one of the bullies said. “They miss their child.”
“They can’t even complete the Rites,” another chimed in. “That’s what you get for pretending to be a faerie. You don’t even have magic of your own.”
All three of them laughed. “You’ll never have wings,” the last one said, flying closer and beating her
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