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Pirra
A golden-haired faerie, a little smaller than the others, casts rocks into the pond
Her wings droop, and her glow dims into a faint remnant of what used to be; her proud disposition. She plucks a lone flower from the soft grass.
“You’re alone too, huh?”
All the other faerie, big and small, are having their garden party with the forest animals and hidden creatures. A candlelit table full of various food is laid out; pies, cooked meat, drinks from the modern world. 
She could join, it’s only a few paces away
but why would she?
She looks back at them for a second time, sees their happy faces and chatty mouths, enjoying the party without her.
Nope. If she looks too long, she’ll be boiling with anger. It’s already visible on her body. Her glow turns red. Rocks and dirt around her gently levitate. The plucked flower in her hand is crushed by her grip.
Sigh.
Two Faeboys flutter above with a wooden bucket, and dump its water onto her.
“Ack—!!”
Then they pour silver fairy dust and hydrangea petals on her.
“Join the party!” They say together.
She was angry at first, but after hearing their words, she wonders if their intent was well-meaning. It is party initiation to get water and dust poured on you (it was the party master’s dumb rules).
She shakes her arms and flaps her wings free of water. She takes another glance at the partygoers. A unicorn foal has just joined the party, getting dumped with water and fairy dust. A water serpent is curiously eyeing a chicken and her chicks. A duck with a top hat is busy chatting with a water dryad. There are so many water creatures at this party...
Uh oh
Her glance is met with the gold eyes of the forest king. Piercing gold hues stared into her soul but she quickly withdrew.
￼[image: Picture 9]His gaze lingers on her for a moment, before he returns his attention to the party like nothing ever happened. She’s just a passing thought. No trouble will be had tonight.
She wouldn’t dare look at him again.
Through the magnificence of white hair and an outfit more intricate than the other Feas, there was something hiding in him.
She knew what it was.
“Pirra?”
His voice is in her head.
“You aren’t going to cause any problems tonight, will you?”
“No, mirsorsir,” she answers aloud.
“Good.”
She looks at the partygoers again. She sees a few eyes turn away from her as she greets the scene. Hands at mouths, whispering things. A few laughs or disgusted expressions.
“They’re talking about me again.”
 
His Egg is a Gift to You 
 
Frost was the youngest Riv’ve sworn into service from the Aeringa Regional Army.
He was proud, always telling everyone he met about this achievement
His family was proud, they told all their friends
His village was proud, they held a parade at the village square was in his honor.
His shiny new ship, Fires of Zel, had been utilized by many Riv’ves who led successful campaigns in deep and near space.
...But after a year of service, he started to long for something.
He broke the rules and deserted his post...
***
Pirra is one of few faeries in her forest who did not fear dragons. Even when the war put dragons on the side of the hated, she was still fascinated by them.
The Fae King of the forest, Lavenrace, watched her
either with his own eyes or through the eyes of his subjects
she continually assisted dragons who happened upon the forest
bringing food or medical supplies to any injured dragon that wound up there
or giving solace and friendship to the scaly enemy
it seethed his inner core.
“Stop endangering our home.”
“If you keep helping those lizards, they’ll bring more of their people here.”
“We don’t need their war on our tree stump.”
She used to argue with him
stating her claim about
“Mirsorsir, They’re not so bad.”
“Why don’t we help them?”
“We used to be best friends with them.”
Faeries gathered to watch and listen to the argument, silently judging which side was right or wrong.
Lavenrace wouldn’t allow one of his subjects to argue back with such ferocity—especially if they made no sense or spoke heresy. This display in front of the faeries had to be dealt with a show of power.
“Cease, Faeling!”
With a swipe of his arm, he used an ounce of his power to deal her mouth shut for a week.
she continued to fly around the perimeter of the forest, avoiding the armored faerie that guarded it.
she would downsize her body to hide under branches, leaves or in tree hollows as the guards passed her.
“Hypocrites.”
She had done enough research into dragons to know that the Guard Fae wore armor that was made by dragons and Fae, from an era when the creatures worked together to better their societies. It was evident in the dragon fins that were sculpted to the sides of the helmets.
In her continued search for dragons, she finds a human laying beside a log. 
this could be a dragon!
She carries him to her home,
A hollowed-out tree that used to belong to the serpent of Eve
The home had never been smudged; cleansed of its bad aura
Pirra was denied the golden dust that could complete the task
Living here was her punishment for constantly defying Lavenrace.
It took hours until the human wakes
He’s immediately cautious,
His body became cold to the aura that lingers
Pirra explains her situation,
Of why she never gives up on the dragons
Of why her heart continues to hope for faeries reunion with dragons.
Frost felt her gentle spirit
It fills him with calm
Stills his quickened breath
And quells most of his racing thoughts.
He’s stuck here, whether he likes it or not.
“I abandoned my post,” he tells her
“I wanted to have an egg.”
Something he wished he did before he joined the dragon armada.
For the next few weeks, protection of his body, and the growing egg inside, is the most important task of his life.
Pirra wants to know, “Who are the parents?”
When he thinks about them, memories flash
The peace in his body is broken
He chokes up, lurching forward as he feels everything in his head descending to his feet
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There was two of them; a male wyvern and a female six-limber
Purple haired woman and brunette man in their human forms
His best friends
They knew all of his wishes, of his deep desire to have his own egg
They’re the ones who helped him
Together, they reached a mutual agreement to create an egg
Away from the prying eyes of other soldiers
The ship was big enough for them to find a secluded area
More than once
Status reports to the home-world excluded any mentioning of onboard egg creation
They were spared the details of that, and any copulation activities
(Even if all of it wasn’t strictly for the intent of an egg)
He loved them
He spent most of his time with them
He’s kept them close
They guarded each other
He favored them
And the whole crew noticed
And because of that, they would be the first to be interrogated
And if he was doing the interrogation, they would most certainly be killed.
Pirra pulls him out of his pain
She applies healing touch, with the minimal power available to her.
“Th-thanks,” he says, but nothing has changed.
The pain and anxiety are still heavy
Heavy around his throat, crushing it and making each breath a chore.
Pirra’s eyes well up but she holds back the tears, “I don’t have any pink dust, or gold dust, so my power is limited. I...i wasn’t born with a lot of Inner Power.”
She lays him down to rest
Normally, resting would be done outside because of the dark aura
But she can’t risk him being seen by the Guard Fae
The next day, Pirra refrains from seeking out more dragons
Instead, she reverts to her old tasks that she used to have
Caretaker of the forest
Tending to dying flowers, collecting fallen branches and rehoming predators who overeat
When she has enough firewood, she takes it back home
Frost watches her from the window
He’s been told to never step outside without her
His tail wags in gentle motion as he figures out what she is doing
His eyes follow her movement as she set her collection in piles categorized by the size of the branches; small, medium, large.
She leaves again for her next tasks, tending to dying flowers and relocating predators who are eating too much.
It takes an entire day and she doesn’t come home until night
She brings her collection of firewood indoors to light her fireplace.
“What do you...do here?” Asks Frost, “You were gone all day.”
“I was doing my tasks so the other Fae won’t have to.”
Frost sits by Pirra at the fire
Out of boredom, he sparks a random conversation about his home
He goes on and on and on about his village, his parents, the food and his old friends
He speaks with such passion and body movement, 
flailing his arms at exciting parts
or
White Dragon
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