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  For my mother, who gave me my first book of fairy tales, and for my father, who read them aloud, night after night, until magic felt as real as the stars above.
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  Before the First Light
Before the first hoof touched the Circle, 
before the first dance glowed in the night,
there was one who stood still
while the rest ran.

He stood in silence.
He stood in light.

And from that silence,
the butterflies came.

They did not follow strength.
They followed stillness.

They did not choose bloodline.
They chose heart.

And so they wait still,
for the ones who do not belong—
but lead.

For the ones who burn,
not to blind,
but to light the way.







  
  Chapter 1
The Foal with the Mismatched Eyes


[image: ]
High in the sun-kissed hills of Andalusia, Spain, morning light spilled across the dew-speckled grasses. Ferdinand stood atop a sunlit hill, a black Andalusian stallion with a mane of cascading ink and eyes like flint. His muscles rippled as he surveyed the valley—a land shaped by strength, by purity, by tradition. His valley. His legacy. 
A frantic rustle of paws broke the stillness. Lobo, a brown-and-white Spanish Water Dog, bounded up the hill, tongue lolling and chest heaving.
“Lady Isabel,” Lobo panted, “she’s calling for you.”
Ferdinand lifted his head, ears flicking forward. “At last,” he said, his voice low with expectation. "May he carry the fire of our line."
With a powerful thrust, he galloped down the hillside, his hooves slicing through mist and wildflower.
Inside the warmth of El Greco’s ancient barn, Isabel rested on a bed of straw. Her moonlit coat shimmered white-gold in the stable light. Tenderly, she focused her clear aquamarine eyes on the tiny creature wobbling beside her.
“Adrianno,” she whispered, nuzzling his damp neck. “My beautiful baby boy.”
The foal blinked up at her. His coat shone bright white, broken only by a bold black blaze that ran down the bridge of his nose. His damp mane and tail, already thick, streaked black and white, spiked at the withers. But it was his eyes that startled even the stillness: one a soft, lake-water blue, the other dark as polished coal.
He let out a soft whinny.
Outside, the sound of hooves announced Ferdinand’s arrival. The great stallion stopped abruptly in the doorway, framed by light and dust.
Adrianno squeaked and scurried behind his mother.
Isabel turned, calm but alert. “It’s a boy,” she said. “I named him Adrianno. After your father.”
Ferdinand stepped closer, jaw tight, eyes scanning the straw. "I want to see him," he said. There was tension beneath his words, a brittle silence that filled the barn like smoke. Lobo trotted in behind him, peering around Isabel.
Then he saw the foal.
Lobo blinked. “Oh, my.”
He quickly returned to Ferdinand’s side. The stallion tensed.
“What is it? Isabel?” Ferdinand asked.
Lobo looked up. “Let’s just say... he’s unique. In all my days, I’ve never—”
Isabel shifted, allowing her son to step into the open.
Adrianno took a cautious step forward, his glowing coat catching the light. The lone butterfly—Henry, with blue wings tipped in black—fluttered down from the rafters and landed gently between Adrianno’s mismatched eyes.
Ferdinand recoiled as if struck. His eyes locked on the foal’s mismatched gaze, the strange markings, the butterfly—so calm, so out of place.
He snorted, turned to Isabel, and spoke with ice in his voice.
“That..." He stepped back. "That is not my son.”
He looked at Isabel, voice sharp and breaking. “This is not the heir I was promised. He carries no sign of me. No sign of us.”
Adrianno lowered his head in shame. The butterfly remained, wings steady.
Ferdinand turned and galloped away, as if trying to outrun what he had seen.
Henry lifted off, hovering gently above Adrianno, wings pulsing in quiet defiance.
Isabel closed her eyes for a long moment. Then, slowly, she wrapped her neck around her trembling foal.
Outside, the sun climbed higher, but a chill remained in the air.
And so began the story of a foal unlike any other. A foal with a glowing spirit, a broken heart, and a butterfly who refused to leave his side.
But Ferdinand could not yet see what Isabel already knew—that difference does not break a legacy. It redefines it.

      [image: ]Time moved quietly in the hills. Adrianno grew—learning to run, to stumble, to rise again. But the shadow of his father’s silence never stopped following him.
Months passed, and Adrianno trained—again and again, chasing something he wasn’t sure he could name.
He never asked directly, but sometimes he’d glance at the barn door, hoping.
“Do you think he’ll ever watch me?” he’d asked Lobo once.
Lobo hadn’t answered. Not with words.
That evening, long after the sun had slipped behind the hills, the barn glowed with the low light of lanterns. Lobo stood in a ring of smooth stones etched into the straw, tail flicking in time with an old rhythm.
“Tonight,” he said, “we dance like Andalusians.”
Adrianno shifted uneasily. “I’ve seen the others do it. They don’t trip over their own tails.”
“They don’t glow, either,” Lobo replied. “Your job isn’t to copy them. It’s finding your own fire—and learn to carry it with grace.”
Adrianno took a breath. Then a step. Then another—awkward, halting, legs stiff. He stumbled through the circle, frustrated.
“Try again. Eyes closed,” Lobo said gently. “Feel the ground. Hear the beat inside you.”
Adrianno obeyed. And this time, something shifted.
His hooves found rhythm. His breath aligned with the stillness. He moved like a flame, remembering it was born to dance—elegant, fluid, radiant.
It was not an imitation.
It was a transformation.
From the open barn door, Ferdinand stood in silence, half-shadowed. His eyes didn’t blink. His jaw tightened as he watched the last steps.
When Adrianno finished, panting and proud, he turned to Lobo. “That felt… real.”
“It was,” Lobo said. “You danced like the blood in your bones remembered how.”
Adrianno smiled, radiant, then trotted out into the dusk. Henry followed in a shimmer.
Lobo didn’t look toward the door. “You can come in now.”
A pause. Then Ferdinand stepped inside, hooves soft on straw.
He said nothing at first, only glanced at the stone ring.
“He looked… good,” Ferdinand murmured.
“He looked like your son,” Lobo replied.
Ferdinand’s ears flicked. “He doesn’t dance like the others. He burns too bright.”
“That’s not a flaw.”
Ferdinand’s ears pinned. “It is when the light doesn’t match the herd. Herd unity is essential for the Andalusian legacy.”
Lobo met his eyes. “You should join the next session.”
Ferdinand hesitated.
For a moment, something flickered—curiosity, or maybe regret.
Then he shook his head. “The herd comes first. He doesn’t belong to it.”
“He belongs,” Lobo whispered in subtle defiance. “He just doesn't belong to your version of it.”
But Ferdinand had already turned, walking out into the dark.
Later that week, beneath a velvet dusk thick with stars, the herd gathered for the Night of Circles.
Crickets chirped in a steady rhythm. Birds sang in answer. Lanterns swayed from low branches, casting soft halos on the ground. One by one, the colts and fillies stepped into formation, hooves pressed to the edge of a magnificent ring etched in the earth. The Circle. It was where they honored their lineage—where unity became motion, and motion became legacy.
To join the circle was to say, I belong.
Adrianno hovered at the edge, his chest rising and falling too quickly. Lobo stood nearby, watching quietly.
“You ready?” the dog asked.
“I think so,” Adrianno said, though he wasn’t sure what ready was supposed to feel like.
He stepped forward. A hush passed through the ring like a change in the wind. The music of the field—crickets, birds, distant breezes—swelled around him. Adrianno closed his eyes and moved, hooves catching a rhythm older than words.
He didn’t mimic the others. He followed the beat in his bones.
And the glow followed him—gentle, warm, alive.
Then the silence.
The crickets stopped. The birds fell quiet. Even the leaves were still.
A single snort cut through the dark—sharp, unmistakable. From the tree line, Ferdinand stood watching, a silhouette of judgment. He didn’t speak.
He didn’t need to.
One colt stepped back, barely enough to notice. But then another followed. The gap widened—not with force, but with quiet agreement. It was like watching a door close with no one inside to slam it.
Adrianno stood alone, the line unbroken—but only because he was no longer part of it.
A giggle rose from somewhere in the group, quickly stifled. Someone whispered, “Too bright.” Another said, “Out of rhythm.”
He turned away, his hooves soft against the soil, his head bowed.
Down by the lake, the world was quieter. The moon floated like a silver coin across the water’s surface, casting ripples of light that shimmered like whispered lullabies.
Adrianno stood at its edge, the damp earth cool beneath his hooves. His glow shimmered faintly, flickering like a memory he was too tired to hold. The light drifted across the surface, warping his reflection—two eyes, one sky, one shadow. A mane streaked with frost and ash. A face he barely recognized.
He didn’t speak. Just stood there, silent, as the moonlight and sorrow mingled in the reeds.
Henry fluttered down beside him, landing gently on a smooth stone. The magical butterfly tilted his wings in thought, then slowly stepped closer.
Adrianno sighed, long and low, his chest heavy with all he had seen and felt.
Henry extended one glowing wing and gently brushed Adrianno’s cheek.
A soft warmth spread through him—like the first breath of morning after a long night.
Henry hovered upward and shimmered brighter, his wings flashing in slow, pulsing waves. One by one, butterflies emerged from the treetops, summoned by his glow. They drifted down like petals on the breeze, circling Adrianno in spirals of gold and blue.
Adrianno blinked.
The butterflies moved as one—twisting, twirling, pulsing in time with something deep inside him. A rhythm. A memory. A calling.
Adrianno lifted a hoof.
Then another.
And he danced.
He didn’t mimic the drills from El Greco or the rigid steps he’d seen in others. He moved in his own rhythm—light and sure, swift and free. The butterflies moved with him, illuminating the air in radiant arcs.
His glow brightened, not in bursts, but steadily—like joy filling every corner of him.
He tossed his head and reared high, hooves slicing the air as he whinnied toward the sky.
A gentle answering whinny drifted from the hill behind him.
He turned.
There, just beyond the edge of the moonlight, stood Isabel—his mother.
Her silver coat shimmered like water beneath the stars, and her blue eyes glowed, soft with wonder.
Adrianno met her gaze, heart hammering. Then he reared again, beckoning her. Join me.
Isabel stepped forward, regal
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