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To my family and the writers of the Write Practice Pro and the Friendship is Awesome Forum of Fimfiction.net

You guys helped Wing get to where she is today

Thank you all for giving her a chance. 
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Humans

Description: Bipedal primates; usually garbed in hooded armor or robes.

Abilities: Heightened intelligence, allowing them to out-wit what they can’t fight. Knowledge of the nerve systems of every other creature, allows them to kill or even incapacitate others with precise strikes. Masters of disguise, cunning linguists.  

Leader: King Connors

Home: The Walls of Cadmus, though several humans live in settlements scattered across the Roads of Gaia, with sanctuaries at the Sea of Sands or Skeptic’s Way. The strongest humans live with dragons at Fort Drake.

Demi-Wolves

Description: Uplifted canines with ability to stand quadruped or bipedal. Usually wearing deerskin armor over thick fur coats, with manes made up of dreadlocked braids of hair and scales. Each lock of hair/scales is a trophy taken from a human or dragon they’ve killed.

Abilities: Heightened senses of smell and hearing retained from their wild wolf origins. Above average strength putting them above humans, but still below dragons. Wolves descended from Shiva have the ability to access a Pack Link; a telekinetic bond that allows wolf packs to share thoughts, and energy, and increases their teamwork. Particularly powerful Pack Linkers can unleash bolts of lightning that can drain enemies of their energy to be used by the pack. 

Leader: Alphas Shiva and Luke, formerly Myst.  

Home: White Fang Wood.

Dragons

Description: Large, reptilian creatures. Varies in coloration based on breed: ventus-drakes have feathers and avian heritage, aqua-drakes have damp fish-like scales and serpentine bodies, terra-drakes have bulky, crocodilian physiques, and ignis-drakes have Tyrannosaurus Rex-like bodies (though with longer and more powerful arms). 

Abilities: Control over the elements based on breed. Ignis-drakes control fire, ventus-drakes control wind, terra-drakes control earth, and aqua-drakes control water. Every dragon can only control one element, however. All are trained in military combat and tactics, and are bred for fighting or protecting humans. 

Leader: General Drake

Home: Fort Drake, where they are bred and raised to defend humans.
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​Prologue: The Hatchling
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The storm battered Smith with wind and rain, but he forged forward all the same. He had to escape the creatures that wanted him dead for the ‘crime’ of being human.

Driven by the fear of what would happen to him if he was caught, Smith adjusted his bag of supplies securely on his shoulders. Buffeted by stormy winds and deluged in chilling rain, he glanced back over his shoulder, his ears straining for the sound of paws beating the ground behind him in pursuit. Though the sound of his hunters had ebbed, Smith couldn’t trust that the rain wasn’t drowning them out. Turning his eyes forward, he gazed up at Skeptic’s Way, a dangerous labyrinth of rocky mountains and angry storms. If the stories were true, there was a path to sanctuary. A place where no creature of non-human origin would ever touch him again. Smith just had to follow the signs left by humans who had come before him: inconspicuous patches of the purple flower known as ‘wolfsbane’ assured him he was on the path to safety. 

As he hiked, his breathing came easier. Though lightning cracked and sparked overhead, and the sharp rocks beneath threatened to punch through his boots, he kept following the small patches through a narrow path that would have sent larger creatures tumbling to their deaths or forced winged beasts up into the thunderstorms above. The downpour began to falter, and Smith was finally able to take comfort in the beautiful silence conveying that he had escaped his pursuers. 

As he made his way up the mountain, the storm finally exhausted itself, and the clouds parted for a full moon. And in the moon’s silver light, he saw it: an orb of what looked like obsidian, about the size of his own pack. Spots of gold and white glittered on its dark surface like the stars in the night sky above.

Smith paused, regarding the orb with curiosity. He cautiously reached for a rifle strapped to his bag. Was this some sort of trap? Bait? But what person used a rock as bait? 

Glaring around, Smith crept closer. As he did, he sensed something about the rock. Almost a strange glow to it, like there was fire inside it. 

No, Smith realized as he got close enough to touch it. Not fire... He touched the supposed ‘stone.’ It was warm. Something inside shivered. Something alive. 

Smith stepped back. It’s an egg! But what creature could lay an egg so big?

The answer came in his memories: dragons. He remembered their leathery wings, their shimmering scales. The way the very elements bent to their whims.

His thoughts brought forth further memories: villages in flames. The screams of the dying.

The haunting thoughts made Smith’s heart skip a beat, and he stepped further back from the egg, aiming his rifle at it. He scanned the mountain for targets, ready for the night to come alive with angry dragons  

And yet, as he looked around, doubt began to settle in his mind. 

Where’s the nest? Where’s the mother? Surely, dragons won’t leave their eggs out like this all alone. Especially in such a hostile land.

He glanced at the egg again. The dark color did work for camouflage. Maybe this is how they protect the eggs; they leave them in shadow and then go to hunt during the night. With that on his mind, Smith scooted by the egg and focused on the next patch of wolfsbane, eager to continue on his path and hope that whatever had laid the egg wasn’t capable of following him to whatever sanctuary hopefully awaited on the other side of Skeptic’s Way. 

Smith paused. Except... weren’t dragons the protectors? 

The stories came back to him: some dragons were supposed to keep them safe from other creatures. Monsters made to fight monsters.

Not a bad premise, Smith admitted to himself. But how do I know this egg belongs to one of the heroic ones? 

In his moment of doubt... 

Click. 

He turned back, aiming his rifle at the egg. Did it just... jump?

Crack.  

It did. And it’s jumping again! A starburst-like crack appeared in the egg, cutting right through one of the golden spots. Something began to push out. 

Smith swore, moving back. If the egg was hatching now, then Mama surely had to be close by. Smith clutched his weapon and turned away, ready to leave the cracking egg in the dust. 

But then he heard a tiny ‘OMPH!’ And looked back before he could stop himself. 

The egg had shattered. Shaking off egg shards and stumbling to its feet was the strangest creature Smith had ever seen. Certainly, nothing like what he remembered dragons being described as in stories. 

It had the size and shape of a newborn wolf pup; a lolling tongue rolling out from a dog’s smile. 

But the little pup had no fur; instead, it had pitch-black scales, speckled with star-like spots like a piece of the night sky had been given life in the form of a dog. White horns shimmered over its pointed ears. Slit-pupiled, electric green eyes gazed up at Smith. And bat-like wings flared up from its shoulder blades, more starry spots glittering across the dark fibers of its wings. 

The little dragon-dog squeaked, flapping itself forward. Its talons reached out to Smith with another squeak.  

Smith stepped further back. “Sorry, kid, not your mama,” he replied, careful not to back over the edge of a cliff. “Your own mama should be around shortly.”  

But the creature was insistent. It scrambled after him. 

Smith turned away and broke into a run. Where was the actual mother!?

He managed to pass by another batch of wolfsbane and spotted another just up ahead, when a shriek sounded. 

Smith spun back around. The poor thing had stumbled over its own wings, and pitched over the side. It was barely hanging onto the edge, its small wings flapping in a desperate attempt to fly. 

It gazed at him, its eyes wide with confusion and fear. Already it’s claws were slipping! It was going to fall any minute; down to a what looked like rocky spikes below. 

Before Smith could think, the little hatchling lost its grip. It let out a scream as it began to plummet. Something – Smith wasn’t sure if it was pity or just not wanting to see something so young die so soon – propelled him forward. He just barely caught the hatchling by the scruff of its neck. 

For a moment, Smith tipped over the edge himself. The stones at the bottom reached for him like rusted daggers.

“No-no-no,” he whimpered, straining backward with all his might. “If I die rescuing a dragon...”

Luckily, however, his bag shifted its weight on his back, giving him just enough leverage to pull himself and the youngling back to safety. The creature shivered as it clung to his shirt in terror. 

“Easy now, I gotcha,” the man whispered soothingly, even though his voice cracked in doubt.

What was he doing? This thing wasn’t human! What had he been thinking rescuing it? He remembered the stories; how ruthless the people of Wolf’s Bane were in keeping dragons and wolves away from their home. The rumors of how avalanche paths had been deliberately set up to bury any non-human intruders under brutal barrages of boulders.

Then again...

“What were you thinking, little guy?” he asked, before looking around in caution. “Where’s your mama?” 

A growl sounded. But before Smith could panic, he realized the growl had come from the hatchling’s stomach. Carefully, hoping that the youngling didn’t have an appetite for meat, he slipped off his pack and delved into it, pulling out some berries.

Carefully, he dropped berries one by one into the fledgling’s mouth, settling the grumbling in her stomach. However, he kept a careful look out for a nest or parents. 

“Where are your parents, little one?” he asked. “I don’t want to risk them hurting me, but... why’d they leave you?”

The baby cooed and rubbed her head against his chest. 

“No?” the man asked gently. “No Mama?”

The baby’s grip only tightened. Smith got the sinking sensation that – whether he liked it or not – it saw him as its mama.

Smith looked to the next patch of wolfsbane. There was no way whatever community was out here would accept her. The whole point of Skeptic’s Way was to get away from creatures like this! He couldn’t be this creature’s parent. He had to leave it behind.

He tried to pry the hatchling from his chest, but she just clung tighter. A whimper of confusion escaped her, and she stared up at him with pleading, green eyes.

She squeaked. Despite her childish babble, Smith swore she had said, “Don’t leave.”

“I can’t...” he insisted, feebly tugging at her claws. “M-My people. Y-You’re part of an evil species, my people won’t accept...” 

The hatchling cried as he pulled one of her claws from his shirt. As her tear-stained eyes locked with his, he could see her confused terror. He could even imagine her voice whispering to him: 

Why are you doing this? Why are you abandoning me?

Smith couldn’t bring himself to pull anymore of her claws away. His eyes closed in shame. Taking the opportunity, the hatching hugged him tightly, pleading with her whole body to not be abandoned.

Smith gazed down at her in sorrow. He was going to get rejected for her. Surely, he was.

Unless...

It was a long shot; more than likely it would fail. But with him unable to pull her away, Smith instead pulled off his jacket and bundled it around her, shifting the fabric carefully so that she could cling to his chest and be concealed from view.

“You gotta be very quiet,” he warned her. “Your kind ain’t exactly popular where we’re going.”

The baby cooed and snuggled against him, as if trying to promise him she’d be good. He smiled through his worry and stroked her head, before pulling his pack back on and continuing down Skeptic’s Way. As he walked, the baby sighed in relief and snuggled into her new father’s arms. 

“So...” he offered nervously. “I’m Smith.” He managed a grin despite his pounding heart. “And you... are probably too young to call ‘my fair lady,’ yeah?”

The dragoness giggled, and he chuckled back.

“Yeah, probably. So, what do I call you?”

The dragon spread her wings as wide as she could under his jacket, almost like she was trying to show the human the constellations her spots made.

“Starry Wings,” he noted, before an idea occurred to him. “Is that what you want me to call you? Star Wing?”

The dragoness tittered and smiled up at him. Smith found himself smiling back. 

“Alright then,” he decided. “Star Wing.”
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​Chapter 1: The Legend
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A Few Years Later...

Wing snuggled into bed, poking her head out from under a bundle of covers, and gazed with anticipation at her adopted father. Though she had grown three feet in a rather short amount of time, she hoped she never grew too old for bedtime stories. Bedtime meant she had her father and his wonderful tales of heroes defeating monsters all to herself. No cheering audiences or eager fans to compete with now; just her and his wonderful narratives, ready to lull her into dreams of glorious adventure. 

She just wished he didn’t look so disappointed in her. 

“I was just going to look around,” she protested against the disapproval in his eyes. “You never let me see the rest of the village. Why do I have to stay inside all the time?” 

He patted her head gently, his brow creased in thought. “I can tell you.” He sat down before her, and opened a large black and silver book. “But it means tonight’s story is going to be a little different.”

His voice was ominous, but Wing couldn’t help but wriggle forward in excitement. “A new story? A new adventure?” Her eyes sparkled. “I’m ready, Daddy. Tell me what happened!” 

Failing to hide a smile at her antics, Smith cleared his throat. “Legend tells of a giant black wolf, whose hatred of humans was matched only by her appetite for destruction. She traveled the land, leaving chaos and ruination in her wake.” 

Wing narrowed her eyes. “That’s... Myst right?” She couldn’t hide her disappointment. “You said this story would be different. A lot of stories have Myst as the bad guy.” 

“And for good reason,” her father replied. “She caused a lot of pain back in the day.” 

Wing toyed with her blanket. “But what does that have to do with me? Or sneaking out?”

“Well, sit tight, and I’ll tell you,” he replied, returning to the story. “Over the years, many myths and legends have been made of those who have tried to defeat this dangerous dog.” 

Wing perked up. “Is this story about the ones who succeeded?” 

Her father didn’t answer, merely giving her an unreadable look before returning his eyes to the book. 

“In a village trapped in the path of the evil wolf, three brothers believed themselves capable of defeating the beast. They each wagered their lives that they could find a way to protect their village from the monster.” 

Wing leaned forward in awe, her eyes wide. 

“The first brother was a hunter by trade,” her father explained. “He believed that the wolf could be nothing but another animal for him to hunt. Using his experience and piles of straw, he tried to use fire to spook the wolf back.” Her father shook his head. “Unfortunately, the wolf was not cowed by flames, and cooked the hunter with his own fiery straw. The first brother had failed.”

Wing’s stomach gave a lurch at the idea of eating a human. “Yuck,” she muttered.

“The second brother set out, eager for both glory and vengeance. He brought with him several of the best hunting hounds he could find, hopeful that their superior senses would match the evil wolf’s.” Her father again shook his head. “But the wolf was cunning, and turned the hounds on their master. Together, they devoured the second brother, with him joining his first brother in failure.” 

A shivering sensation spread through Wing’s arms. She hugged herself, trying to quell her beating heart.

“The third and final brother,” her father read. “Did not immediately charge out to face the killer of his brothers. Instead, he traveled far up into the mountains. For it was said that a dragon – the greatest warrior of their time – lived up in those mountains.” 

A grin formed on Wing’s face. 

“The third brother found this dragon,” her father said. “He challenged the dragon, telling him that he was going to help him save his village. The dragon was amused, and told the third brother that if he could defeat the dragon in combat, he would willingly help him.” 

“And the big bad wolf?” Wing asked. 

“Drew ever closer to the village,” her father replied. “Time was running out, and the third brother could not let his siblings die in vain. He accepted the dragon’s challenge, but was crafty. Using bricks made of the toughest clay, sand and lime, he crafted a shield that could withstand the dragon’s flames. Rendering the dragon’s fire useless, the brother baited the dragon into charging at him. He redirected the warrior over a cliff, and when the dragon spread his great wings to avoid a nasty fall, the brother leaped onto his back, riding him to his home, which had just come under attack from the wolf.” 

Wing gasped in delight. “And he saved the village?” 

Her father’s gaze was dark. “This isn’t one of those stories, my dear,” he said. “The dragon was already infuriated at how he had been tricked. To be ridden like a common work horse was the final insult. He drew in a great breath, and unleashed a storm of fire and lightning. The black wolf was driven back, but the dragon was not satisfied. The dragon proceeded to burn down the entire village, punishing the brother for his insolence and pride.” 

Wing’s grin melted like chocolate in the sun. 

“The brother attempted to control the dragon,” her father said sadly. “But the beast had never been a tool to be exploited. It flung the brother from its back, sending him screaming into the fiery pit that had replaced his beloved village.” 

Wing gaped at her father with wide, horrified eyes. “That... that’s a horrible story.”

“Not a story, my girl,” her father replied, closing the book. “A legend, and one that came with a valuable lesson. One that the survivors of the village brought to the people who founded our home, and one that they’ve imparted on all that live here. Except, obviously, for you.” 

Wing winced and looked down at her body; though she was able to walk bipedal and had hands and arms like humans, the similarities didn’t last long beyond that. Her skin was covered in black scales, speckled in white like stars in a night sky. Bat-like wings emerged from her shoulder blades, instinctually tucking over her shoulders like a cloak. A reptilian tail swished between her legs. Claws replaced the nails on her fingers. And if she looked in a mirror, she’d see slit pupils in her electric green eyes, staring sadly out from a lizard-like face, framed with white horns, with the snout tipped with a wet-spongy nose like a dog. 

Her father’s glare faltered as he beheld her despair. He patted her head gently. 

“I’m truly sorry, Wing,” he said. “I wish it could be different.” He held the book up. “But thanks to this legend... people will always be wary of those who are not human. For while great power does come with great responsibility, many are not capable of handling that responsibility. They let power corrupt them; they let themselves believe they are above consequence.” He tapped the book. “Just like the dragon. He was insulted by the brother’s attempt to use him as a tool, so he made sure that the man and his people paid for their pride.”

“But all they wanted was to defend their village,” Wing whispered. “I’d have happily helped them if I could’ve.” 

Her father smiled sadly at Wing. “I bet you would. But they don’t know that.” He indicated outside. “Our neighbors will look at you, and only see either the wolf that killed so many... or the dragon who was willing to burn those that tried to control it.” He touched her cheek. “That is why you can’t go out there, Wing. That is why you must stay here. Secret... but safe.” His eyes grew watery. “I don’t want to lose you.” 

Wing hugged her dad, careful not to crush him with her strength. Yet, as he tucked her in, he added, his voice full of concern, “Remember that legend. The village won’t accept you, so don’t risk yourself.” 

His words were intended to help. She could tell by the concerned way he looked at her. The way he kissed her forehead and even still gazed back at her one last time before shutting the door. 

Yet, all she could feel was frustration. It wasn’t fair! Just because a few wolves and dragons had been mean, meant she had to be locked up? Maybe others could see she was different. Maybe they could accept her if she was given a chance to show she was good. 

She gazed longingly up at the ceiling; blocking the sky she knew she could reach with her wings. Why must she be denied because of the actions of creatures who weren’t her? 

“Maybe this is why the dragon and the wolf wanted to hurt people,” Wing’s Heart pondered. “Their dads said they would be seen as monsters, so the wolf and dragon chose to give them monsters.”

“But who does that help?” Wing’s Head asked. “No one. Everyone’s just left more hurt, and nothing changes.”

Her gaze turned towards her bookshelf; towards other stories Smith had read to her in the past. Much nicer stories of heroes who saved the day from evil monsters.

“There were heroes in those stories that weren’t accepted,” Wing’s Head reminded her. “Like that one about the poor little deer with the weird nose that everyone made fun of. Did he become mean? No, he became a hero.” 

Wing gasped and almost sat up in bed. “That’s it! I need to be a hero. That’s how I’ll change everyone’s mind!” She gazed eagerly up at the ceiling again. I’ll make a legend greater than that prideful dragon. A legend about a brave and kind dragon who saved the world despite everyone thinking she was evil. 

The Legend of Wing, she thought as she closed her eyes, visions of heroic escapades dancing in her head. 
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​Chapter 2: The Winged Wolf
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Several Years Later...

The five windswept and ragged thieves glared at their target: the village of Wolfs Bane. Created by the wealthiest survivors of Myst’s rampage, the village lay on the other side of Skeptic’s Way; a dangerous maze of harsh mountains and brutal storms.

With such obstacles having deterred Myst, her demi-wolf hordes, and even the destructive dragons that regularly battled the wolves, the denizens of Wolf’s Bane believed they were beyond the threat of monsters, and could enjoy a peaceful life.

Unfortunately, they failed to account for the threat their fellow humans could still pose. Something that the thieves seemed to know, as they grinned wickedly while scurrying like rats out of Skeptic’s Way. Their goal was within sight: a series of walled orchards and gardens, bursting with ripe fruits and fresh vegetables.

Breaking the lock on one of the gates, four of the thieves scurried inside, the fifth standing guard, ready for potential heroes. But he didn’t think to look up. 

Then again, even if he had, the night sky would’ve still concealed what was watching him: a figure with electric green eyes glaring down at the thieves. A pair of star-spotted wings tucked, as the figure dove down towards her prey.

“Quickly now, quickly,” the lead thief declared, caramel brown eyes sparkling from under a black beret as they loaded their sacks. “We should have company soon.”

“What’s got you in a hurry, Kyle,” one of the thieves protested. “The constables won’t be here for at least another half hour.”  

“Oh-ho-ho, my friend,” Kyle said with a grin. “The constables aren’t what I’m worried about.”  

THUD! The shadowy figure crashed into the thief outside, the shockwave from her landing sending a shiver through the various plants. 

The thieves spun, staring in shock as their attacker rose up. Kyle, however, kept his grin. “Star Wing,” he greeted, like an old friend. 

As Kyle and Wing regarded each other, the memory of their first meeting flashed through their minds: back then, Wing had still been such a tiny thing; a mere puppy with wings. 

Yet, she had proven useful; though she had ripped open Kyle’s bag of food and scared away a beautiful cow Kyle had been planning to bring back to Gaia for meat, when her squeaky roar caught the attention of the constables, they had panicked and pursued her, allowing Kyle to escape with what little he could still scrounge up. 

Now... Kyle had to chuckle at how fast dragons could grow. It was common knowledge that dragons were bred to grow quickly so as to ensure there was a steady stream of soldiers to battle against the demiwolves, but seeing it for himself, Kyle had to admit the growth rate was impressive. 

A year or so had passed since their first meeting, and already, Wing stood six feet tall, her wiry, wolf-like frame compact with muscles. Despite having the body of a demi-wolf, her face was draconic, with a splash of white freckles across her snout, and the sides of her head adorned with small white horns. Her body glittered with black scales, accentuated by starry white spots like a living portal to space, and her big electric green eyes shined with the light of either a genius or a madman. 

The thieves stepped behind Kyle, their eyes alive with fear. As Wing glared them down, she stepped closer... and smiled. 

“Hey Kyle,” she greeted, in a chipper voice. One that cracked as her wings caught on the gate frame, far too small for her massive wings to fit comfortably through. “I know the... people here...” she muttered, struggling to fold down her wings and squirm inside, “...have some pretty tasty fruits...” She managed to pop her way in, and her smile returned. “But unfortunately, they don’t belong to you.” 

Kyle tsked. “Ah, such a good, virtuous girl, you are. Too easily blinded by virtue to see that they have plenty to go around.” 

Wing smirked. “Well, if they have so much, why not just ask for some?”

Kyle raised an eyebrow. “Have you ever tried?” 

Wing shrugged. “You’re way more handsome than I am; maybe you’ll have a better shot.” 

Kyle laughed, but his fellow thieves weren’t in the mood for humor.

“T-That’s a dragon!” the smallest of the group whimpered. 

“Can’t be...” another stammered. “Look at the body! It’s a wolf with wings!” 

“But Kyle... it isn’t... you said...” 

“I did, my friend, and now you see,” Kyle said in an ominous voice. “See the black color? The star-like spots? It’s Myst! Come back to haunt you for your sins!” 

The thieves gasped, quivering amongst themselves, even as two of them tried to look brave.

Wing, however, ignored them. She rolled her twitching eyes, but kept her grin. “That rumor again, Kyle?” 

“I’m doing you a favor, my dear,” Kyle replied with a winning grin. “Do you know how hard it was to convince these gents to come with me? Once they heard you might be around, they were paralyzed with fear.” 

“Fear?!” the biggest thief demanded. “I’m not afraid of this pup!” 

“Yeah, let’s get it!” the second biggest thief roared. 

They tried to draw weapons, but Wing was faster. Launching forward, she tucked into a cannonball. Kyle and the other thief dodged – the latter taking cover behind a peach tree -  but the two big guys weren’t as speedy. Wing kicked them both in the chest, sending them crashing into an apple tree. Both men fell to the ground stunned, before a series of red apples shaken loose from their branches pelted them on the heads.

Wing turned to Kyle with a raised eyebrow. “Oh yeah,” she drawled. “They were just quivering in their boots, weren’t they?” 

Kyle shrugged sheepishly. 

Wing sighed. “Be honest, Kyle. I’m a big girl now, I can take the truth: you’re just saying I’m Myst so the constables will spend more time going after me instead of you.” 

“You do have to admit,” Kyle pointed out. “The wolf who murdered thousands of men is a much bigger threat than a poor refugee trying to feed his community.”

“But Myst is gone,” Wing insisted. “I’m not her, and I never will be.” She cracked a grin. “Why do you think you’re still in one piece?” 

Kyle laughed. “And here I thought you were just entranced by my smoldering good looks.” 

Wing couldn’t help but laugh alongside him, but the humor didn’t last. “Please, Kyle,” she said. “If it really is that bad back on Gaia... why go back? You can make a living for yourself here. You don’t need to spend all your time stealing just to get by.” 

Kyle rolled his eyes. “Oh, Wing, surely spending some time among these arrogant cowards would’ve shown you...”

“I’m aware that they don’t accept me,” Wing replied, her tone cooling her voice despite her grin. “But you don’t have scales or wings.” 

“Nope,” Kyle admitted. “But I do have experience with people. Especially those who have it all like the folks here at Wolf’s Bane. Who think their actions have no consequences.” 

At that moment, his eyes darted to behind her. Wing’s heart skipped a beat as she remembered, “Wasn’t there another one of these guys?”

Pain shot up her shoulder as a throwing knife glanced off her scales, thankfully not penetrating the skin, but leaving a stinging sensation all the same. 

“OW, YOU...” Wing’s curse was covered by a fireball blasting out of her mouth. The thief behind her jumped to the side as the fireball surged past him, sending one of the trees up in flames.

Wing covered her mouth in horror and rushed forward, leaping onto the flames and squashing them. As she struggled to contain the fire, she saw Kyle rush to the door. She tried to block his path, but without her stopping it, the fire spread, causing a branch to fall off and pin the thief that had stabbed her. Wing whirled back to him, as Kyle stepped over the doorway. 

“Our choices show who we truly are, Wing,” he noted. “Myst would stop me.” He nodded at his friends. “But a good hero – someone who wasn’t Myst – would save them.” Cracking a salute and a grin, he skipped out the door and vanished into the night. 

Wing seethed behind her smile; refusing to let him see her angry – even on the off-chance he looked back. Because as annoying as he might have been... he did have a point.  

Before the fire could spread even further, Wing leaped back onto the tree, folding her massive wings over the smoldering branches. 

The fire crackled and sparked against her scales, but it was of her creation, and had never managed to hurt her
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