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         Dear Diary,



I met someone new today! She's short and cute and has claws for days and hisses at people if things don't go her way and seems really smart and clever and her name's Catra! Don't you think that's just a wonderful name? It rhymes with my own, too! She recently got appointed Force Captain (that's how we met) and looks like she's already getting the hang of things. There are, of course, a couple of facts she doesn't know: she somehow never got told that she was supposed to attend orientation -- or that an orientation for Force Captains even existed, how odd -- which would have given her all the information she needed. Anything she gets stuck on, though, I help her out with. We've really built a rapport! I don't know a lot about her yet, other than the fact that she doesn't like it if hugs go on too long, and that she'll stop answering entirely if you ask her too many questions, especially ones she considers "too personal"; I'm glad, then, that we'll be seeing a lot more of each other, since Shadow Weaver wants us working together, because that gives me ample time to learn more. Maybe soon we'll even be best friends!



(I really, really want us to be best friends.)








Dear Diary,



Today has officially been the best day of my life.



Better than the day of my first mission, and my first victory against the enemies of the Horde. Better than the day both Lord Hordak and Shadow Weaver chose me to become Force Captain. Better even than the day I tried my very first cupcake and nearly died of bliss, it was so divine. No, today topped all of those days by a mile and a half. Is that statement correct? I'm not sure, but it's a close enough representation of how I feel about the past twenty-four hours. The past perfect, beautiful, incredible, awe-inspiring, victorious twenty-four hours. It's also been a very, very long day, so I'm writing this much later than I usually do; it may be lights out soon, but I'll try to jot down as much as I can before then.



I went to the Princess Prom! And I went with Catra! I was invited to the last Princess Prom, too, my being a princess and all, but I didn't go because a) it might have been considered to be consorting with the enemy, and b) I was ten years younger than I am now and wouldn't have been allowed to leave the premises of the Horde's headquarters back then anyway. My devious best friend, though -- and she is my best friend! -- thought up the perfect plan, and it involved going to the Prom, and dressing up and looking pretty, and having fun, and meeting people, and also at the same time being there because it was a mission for the Horde, approved by Lord Hordak himself, and have I ever mentioned how intelligent Catra is? If I haven't, let me just take a second to say it now: Catra is intelligent. Very, very intelligent. Nobody in the Horde had ever even imagined that the Princess Prom could have been a very useful road to defeating the Rebellion, yet Catra thought of the idea within minutes of hearing of its existence. Catra's often complained about her abilities not being recognized by anyone, and I think I might just be inclined to agree with her: it's not possible for someone to see how incredibly talented Catra is and not make her Force Captain sooner. Perhaps Shadow Weaver had her own reasons for not doing so; I don't want to judge her too harshly without knowing her true thoughts and feelings on the matter, you know? But I do believe that if Catra'd become a captain like me earlier, the Horde would have benefited greatly.



I'm getting off track. Princess Prom! The day went by without a hitch. Catra and I (and Lonnie, and Kyle, and Rogelio, but the people there didn't know that) were pretending to only be there for a fun time (Diary, I wore a dress! And I looked beautiful! And even Catra agreed!) but nobody could possibly have fathomed that our motives behind our actions were rather more... sinister. Sinister, ha. I like that word. I should use it more often. Well, to be fair, Adora did suspect something, so perhaps our sinister motives weren't as hidden as we assumed. Have I ever told you about Adora? She used to be Catra's best friend before she misguidedly left the Horde in order to ally with the princesses; from what I can make out of Catra's grumbling under her breath, she seems to be under the impression that Adora is yet another person like Shadow Weaver who never truly appreciated her worth and her quick mind, but I'm of a different opinion. Just the fact alone that Adora knew Catra well enough to understand that she probably had some bigger plan in mind, when nobody else did, is proof that she sees Catra's genius and doesn't underestimate her in the least! Then again, I may not have all the facts. At least Princess Frosta was quick to put an end t








Dear Diary,



Lights out stopped me from writing more last night, as you might have figured. I'm up early today to make up for that, though, so this time I'll actually give you the short version of the story instead of rambling on, I promise:



1) Princess Prom was fun!



2) We managed to steal Adora's huge, scary-looking but also kind of pretty magic sword!



3) We also captured Princess Glimmer and her fellow rebel Bow! I don't think the Horde has had a victory of this magnitude in the history of my time here!



4) Catra and I are best friends and are inseparable now!!



5) Well at any rate she's my best friend, and I might be hers too although she's never actually said it aloud, but making her say it out loud is next on my list!



6) Not this list, another one.



Time to go now; duty calls. Be back with an update on the whole situation tonight!








Dear Diary,



Have you ever cared about a person, cared about them very much, but known that you aren't as important to them, and might never be?



I suppose you haven't.








Dear Diary,



I'm sorry about last night's entry being so short as well as so sad; I wasn't in the best state then, and couldn't help but ponder some potential worst possible scenarios. But I'm feeling better now, so you needn't worry about me! I met a man today, whose name is Seahawk and seems like a pretty decent guy, even if we are technically enemies on the battlefield considering he's friends with the princesses and a part of the Rebellion while I'm here in the Horde, but we accidentally found ourselves in a sort of truce state -- long story, but I can tell you it involved a corrupted sword, lots of snow, and a couple of deadly centipede monsters -- and in that truce we had a very inspiring talk about shared difficulties, coming out of it much better people than we went in, I'm sure!



The talk was, as you might well have deduced, about unreciprocated emotions, and about the people we care most about not seeing us in the same light. Catra's my best friend, and has been almost since the moment we met, but I'm not hers: perhaps she's still hurting after Adora's abandoning her, and can't imagine having a new best friend so soon, or perhaps she's just too afraid of having a new best friend because they might leave her too, or perhaps it's just me she doesn't want to be best friends with, but that's alright. I'm not giving up on her, regardless of what she feels about me! Even if the feeling is anger and resentment following what happened today.



See, I had a choice before me: save Catra or retrieve the First Ones tech that corrupted Adora's sword. It didn't take very long to make my decision -- people will always be more important; Catra will always be more important -- but Catra was very displeased. She thought the tech was more important, as it might just be the key to a much more successful future for the Horde, and she's probably right, but I couldn't save it. She's pretty silent now, and hasn't been talking to me for a while, and I can tell she's unhappy with me about today's events, and there's nothing I can do to fix that right now, but it's better that she be unhappy and alive than... the alternative, right?



At least she's here.








Dear Diary,



I'm worried about Catra. I'm really, really worried about her. There was something very obviously wrong with her today, so I did the only thing I knew how to do to make things better, which meant wrapping her up in a blanket and singing her a lullaby, and it seemed to work, since she told me what was bothering her: Shadow Weaver escaped the dungeons. She's just been called by Lord Hordak about something, so I can't do any more to comfort her; I hope she's back soon, though. I know Shadow Weaver is significant to her, and this loss probably weighs far more heavily on her than it would on anyone else. She needs a friend by her side right now, and I don't think she'll find one in Lord Hordak's chambers.



Unless, of course, Entrapta's there. But I don't think Catra's been feeling too fond of her lately, and besides, she doesn't know Catra's troubles, so she won't know to console her.








Diary, I can't find Catra.








Dear Diary,



Elaboration on yesterday's entry: Catra's disappeared. She went inside Lord Hordak's rooms after she told me of Shadow Weaver's getaway and then never came out... or at least, didn't come out any time I was watching. I've searched the headquarters from top to bottom and haven't left a single place unexplored, but there is not a single sign of her.



I think Lord Hordak might have done something to her.



Hordak's little robot baby thing (what is it, exactly?) has been following me around, scuttling above my head ever since Catra went missing; I think it knows what she means to me. I don't want to write any more, in case it can read, so I'll stop here for now.



I miss Catra.








Dear Catra,



You will never read this. That's a promise, by the way, because if I find you I'll tell you everything that's written in this letter myself, word for word -- and I will find you. That's another promise. Maybe that leaves the writing of this letter pointless, but I'm writing it more for myself than for you, so there's that, I guess.



You've always said that nobody sees you for who you truly are. Adora left you for the princesses; Shadow Weaver overlooked your skills time and again in favor of Adora's; Lord Hordak, too, didn't appreciate your victories as much as he should have, focusing more on Entrapta's technologically inclined abilities. Here's the thing, though: I see you. I've always seen you, and acknowledged your talents and accomplishments, even if you've never really seen me. I know I'm not the person whose validation you seek, but I also wish you'd value yourself on your own without needing any other person's stamp of approval. You deserve that. You deserve to love yourself, as much as you deserve to have other people love you unconditionally, and I wish, oh how I wish you would understand that! I've been telling myself this for ages, but it doesn't matter if you think me your best friend or not: all I want is for you to know that I think you mine, to know that there's someone out there who cherishes you for who you are.



I'm leaving the Horde. It isn't because I suddenly disagree with their fight, which I don't, but because I need to find you. Even if it takes me a year and a half, I'll travel Etheria from end to end, leaving no stone unturned, no corner unsearched! I won't rest until I have you back by my side, safe from everyone who could possibly desire to hurt you. There's a raid scheduled on one of the Rebellion's smaller soldier outposts tomorrow, and I intend to sneak out during the fray before anyone notices. I can't take anything with me, as someone might think it suspicious, so I'll have to get all my provisions after I leave. That's only a tiny problem in the scheme of things, though: I'd rather face all the problems in the world than have to suffer even a single more moment wondering where you are, how you are.



I'm coming for you, best friend. Wait for me.



Yours always,

Scorpia
      

      
   
      On Scorpia's Watch


      

      
      
         From her vantage point atop the emerald walls of the Fright Zone, Scorpia looked out across vast, lifeless plains. The dreary hum of machinery and the biting odour of burning petroleum had faded for her after only a few minutes outside of the carefully-ventilated corridors, but every now and again her train of thought would be interrupted by the growl of some engine, or the thud of a piston. In the distance, the sun was setting, burning the sky in a deep orange blaze; on the horizon, the tiniest hint of a shadow stretched as far as the eye could see, the only evidence that any life at all existed outside of Hordak’s domain.



Guard duty friggin’ sucked.



Scorpia didn’t even have her cadets with her for company this time—Shadow Weaver had sent them to bolster the squadron that Adora was leading into Thaymor, and clearly she was using the opportunity to test the new captain’s leadership skills. Scorpia was fine with that, really. Adora had seemed nice enough: she was easily the most attentive of the group at Scorpia’s seminar for Force Captain Orientation. She’d treat the kids well.



It was dull without them, though. Guard duty was practically a formality at this point: the wasteland around the base, stretching almost as far as the eye could see, made attack or infiltration nigh on impossible. But Hordak wanted guards, so someone had to be on duty at all times. It gave everyone a break in their rotation, sure, but the loneliness was killing her.



The low roar of a skiff approaching snapped Scorpia to attention. Her eyesight wasn't the keenest, and it took a minute or two as the sound grew louder before she saw it—maybe two, three minutes away, a thin plume of smoke trailing in the air above it.



With hardly a moment's thought, she threw herself into a sprint. From where she was standing, a two minute run at top speed should get her to the main gates. With luck, she'd get there in time to catch her breath before the troops returned…



The gates opened just as Scorpia skidded to a halt beside them. Panting heavily, she locked eyes with the driver of the skiff—a fairly young cadet she didn't recognise, with a dark, fierce look in her eyes.



“Report,” she barked as best she could between heavy breaths.



“Catr– Force Captain Catra sent us ahead.” Behind her, two other cadets stepped off the skiff. They were young, too, around her group's age. “We've taken heavy casualties. We need to get the medbay warned, now.”



“Of course,” Scorpia replied, grimacing and pressing a claw against her side as subtly as she could. She was not out of shape. She just needed to get back into the training exercises, maybe ask if she could be transferred out of education and into the field for a few months…



“Are you going to call them?”



The cadet's drawl snapped her back to the moment. “Yes! Yes, uh, I'll do that.” She fumbled at her belt for her communicator, and prodded in the key code for the medbay. The communicator crackled to life, and she kept her focus squarely on it, trying to avoid the cadet’s burning gaze.



“Medbay here. Who’s calling?”



Oh thank goodness for Geoffrey. He might have a no-nonsense attitude, but he was efficient and he’d get the cadet to stop staring at her.



“Hi Geoffrey!” A pause. “Uh, Force Captain Scorpia here. We’ve got a squadron returning from battle, I’m told they have heavy injuries. Can we get something prepared for them?”



“How many wounded?”



“Um, honestly I’m not certain on that one, but I’ll get—”



“Fifteen so badly injured they can’t walk,” the cadet recited, snatching the communicator from her claw. “They’re being driven back in the tanks, now, and should be here within half an hour. Five are knocked out, but were breathing when we left. And a couple of cadets have lost a lot of blood, too, after being hit by shrapnel.”



Scorpia’s eyes widened at that. Shrapnel? The rebellion hadn’t put up any real fight in years, but the dangers of the Whispering Woods weren’t the kind of dangers that caused explosions. What on Etheria had happened out there?



Were her kids okay?







When the wounded arrived, Scorpia found herself at a loss for anything to do. Geoffrey had sent a small group of medics to the gates with emergency supplies, and thank goodness for that because at least three cadets looked as if they were about to drop dead on the spot. Stretchers ferried the injured to the medbay, a brief stream of white and grey amid the smoke and metal. The medical team were a well-oiled machine—and one she had no part in.



She couldn’t even find her kids, among all the confusion.



So she sat with the cadets she’d met earlier in a comfortable silence. They weren’t her squad, but they were still junior—a good two or three years younger than her, if she had to guess—and looked like they could do with someone to look out for them. If she was having a rough time, she could hardly imagine what they were going through.



The final tank trundled in through the gates, and Scorpia watched as a small figure bounded out of the top and landed on the dusty floor, glancing around warily, cat-like tail twitching in anticipation. Scorpia glanced at the small patch of green on the girl’s chest. She was a Force Captain? Scorpia had never seen her before, and Scorpia made it her business to know everyone.



“Who’s that?”



Lonnie looked up, bored, and followed the direction Scorpia nodded her head towards.



“That’s Catra. She was on our squad till she got promoted, like, yesterday. She’s an ass, but she’s good in a fight.”



“Huh.” Scorpia wasn’t sure why they were sending out such freshly-minted captains on key missions like this, but if Shadow Weaver was going to send Adora out to lead one perhaps this was a new thing? Speaking of… “Wasn’t this mission supposed to be run by Force Captain Adora?”



“She disappeared last night,” Lonnie said. “I heard her and Catra get up, and she said something about being back soon so I just went back to sleep. Next thing we know, Catra’s been promoted in her absence and we’re being carted off to Thaymor.”



“Huh,” Scorpia repeated. That would explain the multiple promotions from the same squad. “I’m gonna talk to her. See how she’s holding up, y’know?”



“Yeah, good luck with that.” Scorpia shook her head and smiled fondly as she walked away from the cadets. Lonnie seemed pretty level-headed, but was a bit too much like Geoffrey for her tastes. Scorpia reckoned that kid would’ve been an easy contender for Force Captain, if she hadn’t been in a squad with Adora—and, it seems, Catra.



Across the impromptu medbay that was the front courtyard of the base, Catra carved a path through the crowd as she marched towards the barracks. Even from a distance, she looked dazed, distracted. All Scorpia wanted to do was bundle her up in a big hug and to tell her that it’d be okay, that everyone suffered some losses in their military career.



She should probably debrief her first, though. That would be the sensible thing to do.



“Hey!” she called out, pushing her way gently past a couple of medics as she crossed the courtyard. Of course Catra would be walking down the far side from her. Why wouldn’t she? It was like the universe was trying to remind her how out of shape she was. With a grimace, she broke into a jog. “Hey, Catra, wait up!”



The other Force Captain kept marching forward, not even slowing down at the mention of her name—if anything, Scorpia could’ve sworn she’d sped up. Trying to keep her breathing steady, she picked up the pace herself. She’d barely crossed half the courtyard and Catra was almost to the door—



A pair of white-clad medics pressed into her path, a stretcher held between them. Skidding to a halt, she glanced involuntarily down at the cadet—not one of hers, but they all looked so young that she couldn’t help but feel responsible for them—and by the time she glanced back up, the last glimpse of Catra’s tail flicked inside the barracks.



Damn. She must not have seen her. Taking a few deep breaths, Scorpia turned back towards Lonnie. Perhaps she could get a sense of what had happened from the cadets, now that things had calmed down. Besides, she’d have time to find the new Force Captain tomorrow, if she checked in the orientation classes.








Scorpia was not jealous of Adora.



Carefully fixing a heat bomb to a pillar of ice, her tongue poking out through the corners of her lips in concentration as she turned the device just so, Scorpia tried not to hear the gentle thrum of music from the grand hall, and the chatter that came with it. Proms were stupid, anyway. They deserved to get blown up.



Bomb successfully planted, Scorpia allowed herself a moment to breathe, and smiled. She still had a while to go until the first dance, and she was almost half done on the heat bombs already! If she worked hard enough, she might even get time to join in for the dance before they had to detonate them. Catra couldn’t need to work that hard distracting Adora, could she?



She definitely didn’t need to dance with Adora. That had been a dumb joke, and Scorpia had chuckled along dutifully at the time, but now she was starting to regret not really pinning down Catra’s side of this operation as well as hers. Sure, Catra needed the ability to improvise to pull off her distraction as well as she could, but they could have at least set out some ground rules on what was okay. Catra was her plus one, after all.



Scorpia stomped over to the next pillar—this one around a corner, and she had to duck out of sight of a couple of guests for a moment as she rounded it—and pulled out the next bomb from her bag.



Stupid friggin’ dances. She didn’t even want to dance with Catra, anyway. Not here, anyway: she had two left feet, and didn’t want to make a fool of herself in public.



It was just… She never could get over how fixated Catra would get on Adora. They would be preparing for some mission, going over tactics in advance and making sure they had a plan and were ready for any eventuality, and though she never seemed completely focused Catra would at least be paying attention. But then someone would mention She-Ra, and Catra’s eyes would burn with a fire that almost scared Scorpia, and she would suddenly switch from idly listening to taking control of the meeting, laying out a plan for keeping Adora at bay.



Sometimes it felt like the only person Catra really saw as, well, a person was Adora.



And that was fine! Scorpia got that they had been close—she’d been close with her kids, after all, and she knew what it was like to put everything else on hold while she made sure those who meant the most to her were okay—but they were enemies now. It couldn’t be healthy to have that kind of relationship with someone you were meant to be fighting. And yeah, maybe it did hurt a bit that Catra cared more about the leader of the Princess Rebellion than she did about her own squad. Because squads were meant to stick together, not ditch their dates to go and dance with their enemy—



Oops. Scorpia prodded gently at the heat bomb, now stuck in a small crack in the pillar where she had pressed it in perhaps a little too forcefully. It didn’t seem to be broken, still steaming away gently, and it seemed fairly sturdy and in place, so Scorpia shrugged and moved on to the next pillar.



She was not jealous of Adora.







She was so jealous of Adora.



“Do they really need to be dancing that close?” 



Her voice, drowned out by the loud music, was still laced with worry. Beside her, decked out as a guard watching over the ball, Lonnie shrugged.



Scorpia was tracking Catra through the crowd, craning her neck to keep an eye on her partner. Biting her lip, her eyes kept flicking back to Lonnie, surprised as always by the cadet’s ability to remain calm when plans were crumbling around them.



Catra passed Adora off to another princess, as the dance called for people to start switching partners, and Scorpia let out a breath she hadn’t known she’d been holding. It was an act. It was just an act, to keep Adora from spotting the real threat. And with the boy and the sword already theirs, it was working perfectly—but couldn’t they call it quits now? They had what they needed. Why wasn’t Catra giving the signal to detonate?



“The longer we keep this up, the more chance someone’s going to find those bombs,” Scorpia muttered. Beside her, Lonnie tensed. Finally, someone else recognised the problem.



“I’m sure Catra’s spotted us,” Kyle piped up. “She knows we’re ready. We’ve got to trust that she’s delaying for a reason. She must be keeping an eye for the best moment to strike, that’s all.”



“Or the best moment to flirt with Adora,” Lonnie grumbled. Scorpia whipped around to face the two of them, and Lonnie shrugged. “Oh come on,” she said, her voice heavy with frustration, “y’all know that’s the real reason she came up with a plan that involved her distracting Adora at a dance. I mean, look at her!”



Scorpia turned back to the crowd to see Catra fall into Adora’s arms, a smug grin on her face as she pulled Adora into a dip.



“This is completely unnecessary!” Scorpia wailed, quietly.



“That’s what I’ve been trying to say since we started this mission,” Lonnie said. “Screw it. Kyle, with me. We might as well get the prisoner to the ship. Captain, you’ve got the detonation switch?”



Scorpia nodded, giving her claw a shake and feeling the box inside it rattle back and forth. She winced—her claws might make excellent hiding places for weapons, stolen goods, or a snack snuck into a briefing, but they had a few sensitive spots that made them quite uncomfortable to use.



Behind her, Lonnie led Kyle away, and her attention drifted completely to Catra. There was such an intensity in the way her partner looked at Adora, and the dip certainly wasn’t helping prove Lonnie wrong. Catra looked smug and confident, sure, but even from here Scorpia could pick up on her tension as she hoisted Adora back up. It wasn’t hard to spot.



It was exactly how being around Catra made her feel, after all.








“Is this really how you spend your day off?”



Scorpia looked up from the quiet forms of her old squad at that familiar voice, and for once her heart didn’t quicken. She supposed that was progress. But wasn’t progress supposed to feel good?



“Every other week,” she said. “They deserve the company, but I deserve some days off to myself, you know?”



Catra nodded. “You holding up okay?”



Scorpia paused. How could she be holding up well at all? She'd messed up, she knew she'd messed up, and she wanted more than anything to just take it all back. But she couldn't. And even if she could, she wasn't brave enough to try.



“Yeah,” she lied, eventually. “I mean, I’ve still got you, and ‘Trapta, and your squad. And Darryl woke up a couple of weeks back, so I guess I’ve got more hope than before.”



Quiet. Not silence—the hum of machines, the beeping of monitors, the soft hush of breaths. Tense. Itching to be filled.



“I’m sorry.”



“S’not your fault.” Catra raised an eyebrow. “Morally, I mean. Obviously they were your responsibility, but just ‘cos Thaymor was your first mission and all doesn’t mean you could’ve planned for… y’know. Her.”



Somewhere in the corner of the room, a nurse carefully stripped a bed of its old sheets, and laid out fresh ones. The rustle of fabric joined the quiet.



“I’m sorry—”



“I wanted to apol—”



Scorpia smiled as Catra cut herself off, too, but it didn’t feel warm. She nodded for Catra to take the lead. She didn’t think she had the courage to try again.



“I just… I wanted to apologise for the other day. It was pretty shitty of me to snap at you like that, when you were being so open with me.” Catra hoisted her feet up onto her chair, and wrapped her arms around her legs. “I should’ve let you down gently. Some friend I am.”



“It’s fine,” Scorpia said, although it really wasn’t. “I asked at a bad time, and it should’ve been obvious. And I ended up ruining games night.”



Catra chuckled a bit at that, and Scorpia found herself smiling, despite it all. 



“What do you even see in me?”



Scorpia frowned. “What’s not to see in you?”



“Please,” Catra drawled. “I’m a mess. I only made it as far as I have because I gave Entrapta an opportunity to try something crazy. And now she’s off with Hordak working on who knows what kind of mad scientist bullshit, and I’m just a dumb failure with abandonment issues.”



“That’s not true!” Scorpia said, reaching out a claw to pull Catra close for a hug. For once, she didn’t resist, burying her face in Scorpia’s shoulder, hair brushing softly against her neck and chin. “You’re not dumb—you’re way smarter than every Force Captain I know. Whose idea was it to even get ‘Trapta on board? Who saw the potential she had? Anyone else would have taken her captive and thrown her in a cell, but you saw a talent that would help the Horde!”



“I still can’t beat Adora though,” Catra mumbled. “She’s kicking our asses out there.”



“We’re at a stalemate,” Scorpia said, patiently. “She’s just given the rebellion the boost they needed to start defending properly. It sucks, but it’s not like they’ve pushed us onto the defensive or anything.”



Catra snorted, a muffled sound that sounded to Scorpia half-hearted. “I guess. I still think we need to take her down soon, though.”



“Are you sure that you want to take her down?” It was a lot easier to joke about Catra’s obsession with Adora now she’d gotten her own feelings off her chest. It was a kind of moving on. Progress.



Catra pulled away, a sour look on her face. “Ugh, not you too. Lonnie won’t shut up about that dumb idea of hers, will she? I’ve not got a thing for Adora. I just…” Catra paused, swallowed, and took a breath. “I just miss my best friend. And every time I see her, it reminds me that I can’t ever have her back. That she left me.”



She sighed. Scorpia watched her with a curious expression as she stood up and stretched.



“I am sorry I snapped at you, though,” she added. “I thought games night would distract me from the whole ‘one year without Adora’ thing, but I couldn’t stop thinking about her anyway. I do that a lot, and I think I end up treating you and Entrapta like… I dunno, like you’re not really there? It’s kinda fucked up. I’m gonna try not to.”



Scorpia smiled. There was something almost bittersweet about her confession bringing out Catra’s introspective side. “That sounds like a good idea to me.”



“Yeah,” Catra said. “Still, I’m sorry. If you wanna take a shift with someone else for a few weeks, y’know, for space, that’s fine…”



“No!” Scorpia said, perhaps a little too forcefully. “No. It– it’s fine, really. I, uh, I just want to keep to routine. It’ll be easier that way, for me.”



“Sure.” Catra’s voice was quiet, almost fading into the sounds of the medbay as she walked purposefully to the door. “Well, I guess I’ll see you in the morning?”



“Yeah.” Scorpia smiled as Catra hung on the doorframe for a moment. “I’ll see you then.”



Catra flashed her a flat smile as she turned the corner, and—not for the first time that week, and likely not for the last—Scorpia’s heart seemed like a vacuum in her chest. She turned her back on the door anyway, tried to push out the thoughts of Catra that never left, not really, and sat in watch over her old friends as her shaking breath slowly settled, until the medbay was quiet once more.
      

      
   
      Sparring


      

      
      
         Clamps grasped the ship with a hydraulic groan. The engine thrum receded. At the prow, Scorpia smiled and rubbed her claws together.



“Well, here we are!” she said. “Back in the warm again. Now, as for, uh, hanging out, I was thinking –”



She saw Catra was no longer standing beside her.



Being a talent Scorpia herself lacked, Catra's ability to move almost unnoticed impressed her far more than any feat of strength. But there were times when its exercise was frustrating.



“Oh. Alright then. Well, I .. I guess now isn't the best time,” she said to the absence, and headed for the gangplank.



Catra was already off the ship, bounding along one of the docking clamps to the loading bay beyond. “Get that thing to Hordak, ASAP!” she shouted at the running dockworkers and technicians. “Tell him the mission was success. And be careful. If anyone damages it  …” She stood in that confident hands-on-hips pose that Scorpia loved, and scowled a silent threat at everyone. “The rest of you, unload the ship.”



Lonnie, Kyle and the lizard guy whose name once again escaped Scorpia gave more detailed orders. Nervous workers trying to balance speed and caution rolled the disk down the gangplank. Others manned craned in the loading area or boarded the ship. 



Scorpia crossed the loading bay to meet her. “So, Catra – ” she began.



“I'm going with it!” Entrapta cried, running after the disk.



“Fine, whatever,” said Catra.



Catra turned back to Scorpia, who was about to try again.



“Get this unloaded,” Catra told her, turning away.



Scorpia's tail drooped. “Sure thing,” she said. After a moment's hesitation, she stepped forward. “Just, uh …”



Catra turned back to face her. “What is it?”



“What we said about hanging out.”



Catra was already striding away when she answered. “When I'm free.”



“Yeah, sure,” said Scorpia. “When you're free. I'll … I'll just help unload the ship. You can count on me!” She waved after Catra, who didn't turn round again.



Once Catra was out of sight, Scorpia went back to the ship. Unloading, yeah. She could do that.  Well, she could certainly lift the containers. And she knew she had to move them off the ship. After that things got a little hazy.



Lonnie joined her on the way back to the ship. She had to take two steps for each one of Scorpia's.



“Sounds like everything went well,” said Lonnie.



“Oh, yeah! Yeah, totally,” said Scorpia. “I mean, it was touch and go there for a moment, but in the end, it all worked out!”



“Pretty big piece of Ancient tech,” said Lonnie.



“Ancient tech?” Scorpia stared at Lonnie and scrabbled for context. “Oh. Right, yes! Ancient tech. Yes, we succeeded in getting the piece of Ancient tech. Which was our mission.”



“Right,” said Lonnie, the syllable almost a grunt.



Standing before the containers, Scorpia clapped her claws together with a sharp clonk. “Alright then,” she said. “Let's get this thing done!”



She cut through the rope securing them, picked up a stack of three containers, turned around, and realised that she could no longer see where she was going.



“Oh, shoot,” she said. “I was … not expecting that. Er, Lonnie?”



Lonnie, who had just picked up a single, rather small, container, sighed. “Hold on,” she said. After hefting her own cargo under one arm, she put her free hand on Scorpia's claw. “Follow me.”



They made several trips like this, Lonnie guiding Scorpia by the claw: “Stop! Okay, keep going. This way.” And when the ship was unloaded, they headed out of the docks together.



“Catra agreed to hang out with me!” Scorpia said as they headed down broad walkway. “I'm so excited! But … when I tried to arrange something, well, there wasn't enough time.”



“Well, what did you expect?”



“I know, I know,” Scorpia said. “But she's busy! She has to do almost everything here, she told me herself.”



“Okay, okay,” said Lonnie, a little too loudly. “Forget I said anything.” She sighed. 



“It'll be okay,” said Scorpia.



They walked in silence for a while, until Lonnie said, “I … guess you have some free time, then?”



“Yeah.” Scorpia sighed.



“The thing is, I need a new sparring partner. The robots aren't good enough. And Kyle is being a huge baby about it and won't spar with me since he broke his arm.”



“What about Jelly-oh?” said Scorpia.



“Huh?”



“Lizard guy, about so high.” Scorpia held up her claw.



“Rogelio.”



“That's the one! What about him?”



“Well,” said Lonnie. “He won't spar with me … since he broke his arm.”



Oh. So what you want,” Scorpia said flatly, “is a sparring partner you can punch as hard as you can without having to worry about them getting hurt?”



“Yeah, kinda.”



Scorpia grinned. “I can totally do that!” She gave Lonnie a friendly thump on the back. “Let's go! … Hey, Lonnie, you want help getting up?”



“No, no … I'm good.”








“Okay, try and hit me.”



“You mean hit you hit you? 'Cause that seems …”



“Whatever. Think fast!” And then Lonnie was running at her. Scorpia took a swing, missed, took another swing, missed again. On the third attempt, Lonnie ducked under her claw and landed the first blow. 



Lonnie was nearly as agile as Catra, Scorpia realised. Neat! And she could certainly throw a punch. But now she had come to a momentary halt. Scorpia swatted her lightly and sent her flying into the opposite wall.



“You, uh, you alright?” she asked.



Lonnie came up laughing. “Now that's what I want in a sparring partner!” she cried.



They got into a steady rhythm, Lonnie attacking, trying to hit Scorpia, and then getting out of range before Scorpia could knock her down. After a few attempts, they got talking in between rounds.



“You know … the Flay Desert?” Lonnie asked between breaths. She was circling Scorpia, looking for an opening.



“The one with all the rocks?”



“Well … rock formations. Yeah.”



Lonnie launched herself at Scorpia before she'd finished speaking and dived under a belated swing to get past her. Behind her, she leapt up and hooked her arm around Scorpia's neck and hung there.

“Hey, no fair,” said Scorpia, scrabbling ineffectually to grab her.



“I could ride around like this all day!” said Lonnie, laughing.



Scorpia backed into a wall to try and dislodge her. Lonnie landed her punch and leapt away before Scorpia hit the wall.



“Another point for me,” said Lonnie. She stood up and brushed herself down. “Yeah, the Flay Desert. I'm gonna go hiking across it when I get some leave. One place in the Fright Zone where you can get away from all this.” She gave a vague gesture at the whole room.



Scorpia looked around them. “Walls?” she ventured.



“Sure. Walls. Ceilings. Lights. Pipes. Wires. Metal and concrete,” said Lonnie. “Don't get me wrong, I wanna stop the Rebellion as much as anyone, but you gotta have downtime, don't you? Hell, Hordak knows you can only work so long before your effectiveness drops. He wouldn't give us leave otherwise, would he?”



“No. No, I guess not,” said Scorpia. Truth be told, she'd never really considered the matter.



“Anyway, what about you?” said Lonnie. You were a force captain before everything got all weird, weren't you? What did you use to do back then?” 



Scorpia hesitated for a moment, then gave a small, embarrassed laugh. “Oh, nothing. Nothing important, really.” She waved her claw to dismiss the topic. “It doesn't matter.”



Lonnie looked up at her, grinning. “Now I have to know.”



Scorpia tapped her claws together. She knew when she was beaten. “I … read.”



Lonnie stared at her. “Seriously?”



“Yeah.”



“You?”



“Yeah.”



“Huh.”



“Yeah.”



“So, uh, do you mean like those trashy romance books that fall apart when you open them?”



“Not quite,” said Scorpia. “I read older stuff.”



“Like what?”



“The pre-Maran classics..”



“Right, right …” Lonnie frowned. “Wait. How do you, y'know … turn a page? I mean, everyone knows you can't stand paperwork 'cause you keep dropping it.”



“I have a reading stand and this sticky stick.”



“Sticky stick?”



“It's a stick, and the end is slightly sticky so it can lift a page. Like this.” Scorpia mimed the motion.



“That is so …” began Lonnie.



Scorpia's face fell. She shouldn't have said anything. Her fellow cadets hadn't even believed her when she told them.



“ … cool!” said Lonnie. “I totally did not expect that at all.”



“Aw, shucks. Well, thanks, Lonnie.”



“And here's something you won't expect,” said Lonnie, pointing behind her.



“What?” Scorpia turned around to look.



The next thing she knew, Lonnie had leapt up to grab her back again. “Yeah! Gotcha!”








Scorpia found Catra in her office, shouting at a group of force captains: “I don't care how you do you, just get it done. We're slipping. We have to take the offensive. Understood? Good. Now get out of here.”



Scorpia jostled past the line of force captains as they were trying to get out. “Catra! Hi!”



“What is it?” said Catra.



“Well … I've been thinking about what you said, about how we could work something out later,” Scorpia explained. “And now is later. So maybe we could, y'know, arrange something?”



Catra put her forehead in the palm of her hand and groaned. Her ears fell flat against her head. “Do you know how busy I am?”



“Well, well, yes, But …” Come on, you can't fail now. “But!” Scorpia straightened up to offer her lecture. “You can only work so long before your effectiveness dropped. Even Hordak knows that,” she added wisely. “He wouldn't give us leave otherwise.”



“Okay, fine,” said Catra. She looked through the mess on her desk for a moment, then gave up with a shrug. “I think I've got a couple of free hours the day after tomorrow. We can … I dunno … do something. That work for you?”



“Oh, absolutely,” said Scorpia, putting her claw on her chest. “I won't let you down.”








“Have you ever been to the Flay Desert?” Lonnie asked, dragging her hand across her forehead to wipe away the sweat.



“Never,” said Scorpia. “Hah. Wow, it's amazing the places in your own backyard you never get around to visiting, isn't it?”



Lonnie was circling her, staff held out defensively, looking for an opening. “It's really worth going,” she said. “Are you any good with deserts?



“Yeah. Yeah. Maybe. I don't know,” Scorpia admitted. “I'm good with heat.”



“Thought so,” said Lonnie. She ran at Scorpia, staff raised, and brought it down very hard on her shoulder. The staff ricocheted off Scorpia's armour. She grabbed it and, without meaning to, cut  it in half.



Lonnie looked at the sheared-off end of the half she was still holding. “Again?” she sighed.



“Oops,” said Scorpia. She picked up the other end and gave it to Lonnie, who threw both into a pile of similar pieces. Perhaps she should try and stick them together again. No one would notice, surely?



While she was getting another staff from a slot in the wall, Lonnie said, “So , uh …” She stopped to examine the new staff in detail. “I thought I might take a book with me.” She looked at Scorpia for a moment, then away again.



“Yeah! That is definitely a thing you could do,” said Scorpia.



“Do you … uh … what would you recommend?”



“Everything!”



“That doesn't help.”



“Okay, well, um. Right now I'm reading the Ishariad. It's so good! And so sad! The final book always makes me cry. And I think think you'll like it, 'cause it's got loads of cool fighting.”



“I'll give it a try.”



“Actually,” Scorpia went on, caught in a surge of enthusiasm, “one of the characters is a bit like Catra. Such a good fighter, and so amazing, and noble and passionate even though she's not always super friendly, you know?”



“Uh huh,” said Lonnie, looking away.



“Oh and when we were up north, Catra was willing to sacrifice herself –”



Lonnie came running at her from behind, staff raised.



“And I just thought wow, she'd do that to stop the rebellion?” Scorpia's tail curled round the staff, wrenched it out of Lonnie's grasp, and used it to knock Lonnie's legs out from under her. “Hey, look,” she said, brandishing the staff. “I didn't break it this time!”



“Yeah. Truly amazing.” Lonnie stood up slowly. She caught the staff when Scorpia threw it, but didn't bother holding up in a defensive posture.



“But we can't lose Catra. She's too important,” said Scorpia. “I mean, she went from a cadet to force captain to Hordak's second-in-command in less than a week, that's how good she is. Don't you think?”



“Yeah, getting promoted is so difficult, isn't it?” said Lonnie, studying the far wall. She turned her gaze on Scorpia. “How the hell did you become force captain?”



“I destroyed twenty-six robots,” Scorpia said immediately. She grinned. “You know, you're not the first to ask me that.”



“Huh?”



“Well, they used to have a thing where in the final test, whoever destroys the most robots in each group of cadets becomes force captain. That was me!” Scorpia thought for a moment. “Also, my instructor broke his arm.”



Lonnie looked at her for a moment, then started to laugh. Scorpia laughed with her



“I'll check out the Ishariad then,” said Lonnie with her grin, and ran at Scorpia, staff raised.








Scorpia paced up and down the corridor, her tail flicking back and forth. “Okay. Okay. It's cool. It's just two best friends hanging out and doing … something. Yeah. Should I ask her what to do. Or should I decide? Oh, goodness, no time to worry about that now. We'll figure something out. It'll be fine.” She stopped in front of Catra's door, took a deep breath, lifted her claw, put it down again took another deep breath, and – 



The door opened.



Catra glared out. “What the hell are you doing out here?”



“I, uh, well, I, I mean we, decided … How did you know I was here?”



“The amount of noise you were making, I bet the whole section knows where you are.”



Scorpia gave an awkward laugh and rubbed the back of her neck. “Hah. Yeah. I guess I'm not much of a stealth person. Anyway, I'm here because … ”



“Because we agreed to hang out,” said Catra. “I know.”



Catra knew! Of course she did! She wouldn't let her down, not really. Not when it come to something important like this. She beamed. “Yeah! So what do you wanna do? I know you we didn't decide on anything, but maybe we could just … I don't know. Do something fun!”



“Yeah,” Catra said. “About that. Something's come up. It's Shadow Weaver, and it can't wait.”



“Oh.”



“Look, I'm sorry. We can do it some other time, I promise,” said Catra.



“Yeah,” said Scorpia, putting all her energy into maintaining a smile. “Some other time. That's fine. You go talk to Shadow Weaver.”








“She cancelled on you? Just like that?”



Scorpia nodded. “Yep. Something to do with Shadow Weaver.” She let the staff crash down on her shoulder, and made a vague and ineffectual attempt at grabbing it. “I'll just have to try again, that's all.”



“Why?” Lonnie fell back, dropped the staff on the floor and gave her a long look. “Why do you bother? You're just making yourself unhappy.”



“But I have to keep trying!”



Lonnie sighed and shook her head, and slumped against the wall.



The silence that followed seemed to be trying to suffocate Scorpia. “Don't you wanna hit me?” she said offering her shoulder.



“I really do,” growled Lonnie. She pressed her palm against her forehead. “Okay, let's keep going.” Leaving the staff, she advanced on Scorpia, and made a few lacklustre feints. “I … just don't see why you keep going back when it's obvious she's going to cancel again.”



“Because she won't!” said Scorpia. “I know she won't! She'll notice me when she's not so busy. Nobody seems to see it, but she's great! She's passionate and fiery and capable, but so vulnerable beneath it all. She cares so deeply about life! And … and … she's capable and smart!”



“Yeah, sure she is.” Lonnie brought her fist down on Scorpia's armour to punctuate her words. “Catra, Catra, Catra. She's so wonderful, isn't she? ‘Oh, my life is so difficult, being made Hordak's second in command days after graduating. Poor me. My life is pain.’ And it's not like anyone else had to deal with losing Adora as a friend, is it? No, it's only her.”



Scorpia let the punches fall. She barely noticed them, until – “Lonnie … Lonnie.” She stepped grabbed Lonnie's wrist as gently as she could.



The knuckles were covered in blood.



Lonnie stared at them for a moment. Her throat bobbed. Scorpia let her pull free. She turned around and wiped her eyes with her other hand. “Maybe … ” She took a deep breath. “Maybe she's so wrapped up in her own obsession that she doesn't notice you.”



“Lonnie –”



But Lonnie walked out of the training room, muttering about needing to disinfect the wound. She didn't look at Scorpia, and she didn't come back.








Scorpia didn't talk to Lonnie for the next couple of days. She saw her a couple of times, working with other soldiers, but Lonnie never looked at her.



Uncertain what to do, she tried to put the matter out of her mind. When she had a moment, she went to see Catra. Remembering what Catra had said last time about noise, Scorpia tried moving down the corridor as quietly as she could.



As she lifted her claw to knock on the door, she heard Catra speaking:



“It was always about Adora, wasn't it? You never cared for me. It was all Adora, Adora, Adora.”



There was no reply.



So wrapped up in her own obsession she doesn't notice you.



“Oh,” Scorpia whispered to herself. “Oh.”



She moved back down the hallway as quietly as possible She would talk to Catra, but there was something she had to do first.








She found Lonnie coming out of the training room where they had been sparring. After a moment of eye contact, Lonnie had turned and began to walk away.



“Lonnie! Hey, Lonnie, wait up!”



“I'm kinda busy here,” said Lonnie without turning around. She quickened her pace.



A fraction of a second later, Scorpia caught up with her and pulled her into a hug. “I'm so sorry!” she cried.



“Let go of me!”



“I didn't realise you felt that way about me!”



“I don't know what you're talking about,” said Lonnie, wriggling free of Scorpia's grasp. “And … keep your voice down.” She still wouldn't meet Scorpia's gaze. She was blushing.



“I had to –”



“Wait,” said Lonnie. She looked up and down the corridor to see if anyone was around, then grabbed Scorpia's claw. “In here,” she hissed, dragging Scorpia into the training room.



Inside, Scorpia sat down on one of the benches while Lonnie paced up and down.



“I can't believe this is happening,” said Lonnie. “You really are an idiot. No. No, I'm the idiot. I don't know what you see in Catra, but … you do. And I can't compete with that.” She stopped and finally looked at Scorpia. After a moment, she came over and sat beside her, and put her head in her hands.



Scorpia put her arm around her. Lonnie didn't resist. “You're right,” Scorpia said. I can't stop …” The word tripped her up for the moment; she'd never voiced it before. “ … loving Catra.”



“I know,” Lonnie said. “I never thought it would go anywhere.” She snorted. “People like us don't get what we want. No … I just liked spending time with you. That's not too much to ask, is it?”



Scorpia thought of Catra for a moment. “It seems like it is with some people,” she said.



Lonnie looked up at her. They laughed softly.



“I do love Catra. But … I really like you too. And … and I don't want to do this thing of avoiding each other. Look, I can't offer much …”



“No false promises,” Lonnie warned.



“No false promises,” Scorpia agreed. “But … how about we keep hanging out? And I promise not to talk about Catra any more?”



“Yeah, I could work with that.”



“And I totally understand if you don't want me along anymore, but … maybe if you want …. I could go hiking in the Flay Desert with you.”



“If you tell anyone about this … I'll deny it, okay?” said Lonnie.



“About what?”



Lonnie turned and kneeled on the bench, which gave just about enough height to lean over and kiss Scorpia's cheek. “Yeah, let's go together.”

 
      

      
   
      The New Adventures of Old Dryl


      

      
      
         Dryl was a terrible kingdom. Few exports, no army, barely any land, horrible weather, high mortality rates, a crippling amount of debt, and a national anthem that sounded like a tone deaf raccoon playing with scrap metal. And considering that one month ago, Princess Entrapta left without telling anyone and got herself killed, the future didn’t look too bright.



But if those weeks spent in anarchy had accomplished anything, it was giving Nolfi some time to herself. She’d spent most of her life as Entrapta’s personal waitress. Never went on vacation. Even when the robots came in and took over most of her shifts, she still ran around the kitchen, helping the others however she could.



But now, without anyone to serve, all she could do was sit in the corner and think.



Her friends grieved in other ways. Crema, the head baker, poured herself into her work, filling the halls with tons of tiny food—with no princess to eat it, it just went stale. And Mitch, the soda brewer, had become addicted to his product, cradling a bottle against his chest as he rocked himself to sleep every night. 



Nolfi could only watch. And think. And eat however much she liked.



It took a long while for Nolfi to put the words together, but one day while her friends worked, she lifted her head and asked, “Should we be doing something?”



Crema didn’t look up from her mixing bowl. “What do you mean? We are doing something: making dinner! Again.”



“That’s right,” Mitch said. He filled up a fresh bottle of soda and immediately downed it.



“No, I mean, about Dryl.” Nolfi shrugged. “It’s been a month. Shouldn’t we have, like, a new princess by now?”



“New princesses don’t grow on trees, kiddo,” said Crema, hands on hips. “This isn’t Plumeria.”



“Yeah, but there’s gotta be somebody around who’s right for the job,” Nolfi said.



Mitch snorted. “Like who? A robot? One of the goblins?”



“I think they prefer ‘tunnel dwellers,’” Crema said.



Nolfi twiddled her thumbs. “I mean... it could be one of us.”



The trio paused.



“We do know more about the kingdom better than anyone,” Crema said, scratching her chin.



“And we do know the layout of the castle,” said Nolfi. “Mostly.”



Mitch nodded. “And we are quite cute.”



Crema shook her head. “But wait, wait! This is crazy! We don’t know anything about how to rule a kingdom!”



“Neither did Entrapta,” Nolfi said.



Crema closed her mouth, blinked a bit, then nodded. “Good point. I’m in.”



Nolfi went back to staring at her feet. “So... which one of us should be the Princess?”



Mitch threw back another soda and leaned against the wall all cool-like. “Why, me, of course! I’m the oldest and the wisest.”



“What are you on about?” Crema scowled. “You, wiser than me, the greatest baker this side of Etheria? That’s a joke. And besides, you can’t be a princess—you’re a man!”



“Men can be princesses,” Mitch said, turning up his nose. “But I wouldn’t expect a... not-wise person like you to understand that.”



“Why can’t I be the Princess?” Nolfi asked, jumping to her feet. “You’re all old. You’ll die way before me, and then we have to go through all this again.”



The three spent the next hour bickering—a month of staying in a dark room doing nothing had pretty much destroyed their understanding of time – before Crema groaned, grabbed the two hard by the shoulders and said, “Why don’t all three of us just rule as co-Princess?”



“Good idea!” chirped Nolfi. She wrapped Crema in a hug. “I always knew you were the wisest.”



Mitch pouted.












For their first official act as Princess, the trio wrote a long royal decree, declaring that Dryl was under new management. As to keep the balance of power equal, they wrote the letter together—literally together, each of them keeping a hand on a single pen. It all came out a bit messy. And Crema and Nolfi were right handed while Mitch wrote with his left, which didn’t help.



But by the end, they’d crafted an almost entirely legible proclamation. Almost. With heads raised high, they taped the scroll to a robot pigeon’s leg and sent it off to Brightmoon. Surely the Princess Rebellion would be ecstatic when they heard about Entrapta’s replacement.



But they weren’t truly the Princess yet. Even Entrapta, as young as she was, had a crown. A lot of them, actually. Entrapta saw her royal crown as just another gadget to be improved upon, and spent days at a time adding new features to it, only to get bored, throw it down the garbage chute, and make a new one. 



So if the three of them wanted a crown, they knew just where to go.









Most visitors to Dryl, of which there were none, wondered how it could be called a kingdom with no citizens. The truth was that Dryl had loads of citizens, but most of them were dirty, putrid, smelly goblins who lived underground, at the end of the garbage chute, and weren’t allowed to come outside.



Holding hands and trembling, the three pushed their way through the streets of the goblin city—Uglyville, it might have been called?—trying to ignore how everyone glared at them. What had they ever done or said to make these subhuman beasts so upset?



Maybe, Nolfi figured, the goblins were just upset at how awful the city they’d built for themselves was. Just consider at the sort of buildings that lined their streets: banks, libraries, schools, hospitals, aromatherapist offices. Even a public park—what kind of town had one of those? Where were their mindless robots? Or their endless maze filled with dog pictures? What a weird place.



“This place gives me the creeps,” Nolfi whispered to her companions. She recoiled as a goblin carrying a suitcase scurried between her legs. “Can’t we just make our own crown? We’ve got loads of dough back in the kitchen.”



“Hush up!” Crema said, elbowing her. “Too loud, and the little monsters might gnaw your ankles off.”



Nolfi gasped and jumped into Mitch’s arms.



A few paces away, two goblins harrumphed, adjusted their gold-framed monocles, and took off on their tandem bicycle.



It took a few minutes of wandering before the trio found their destination. The garbage chute led from Entrapta’s lab to a massive building in the middle of Uglyville. A sign on the front of the store read, “Supermarket.”



Crema placed a firm hand on each of her comrades’ backs. “Stay strong, friends. Who knows what kind of freakshow they’ve got going on in here.”



Heads down, they scurried inside—and at once, froze at what they saw.



Food.



So much food! Fruit, vegetables, sweets, juice, even soda! Colorful plastic packaging, lining the walls from floor to ceiling! The smell of freshly baked bread, wafting through the air, turning the legs to jelly!



“Wait,” Nolfi said. “Goblins can eat?”



Crema snorted. “I’ve never seen it.”



Mitch sprinted over to the soda shelf and started shoving bottles down his shirt.



As the resident goblin shoppers whispered and stared and pointed, Nolfi scanned the store with squinted eyes. “Look! Over there!” she said, pointing at a rack of shelves on the other side of the store. Crema and Nolfi grabbed Mitch and dragged him over.



A sign reading “CLEARANCE” in big red letters hung above the shelves, which were lined with all of Entrapta’s crowns—alongside a smashed bottle of ketchup and a She-Ra doll missing a leg.



“Ooh!” Nolfi picked up a plain gray crown and placed it upon her head. “I’m feeling more regal already!”



“This one has some fancy lights attached to it,” said Crema, her head glowing.



“And this one’s got a cupholder!” Mitch said, placing a bottle of soda inside.



“So! We’re finally deemed worthy to receive a visit from the Princess’ puppets.”



Nofli shrieked and jumped behind Crema. Behind them stood a goblin in a top hat and suit coat, with a long sash around her torso that read “Mayor.” In her stubby arms, she held a basket with bread and eggs.



Her frown looked practiced. “We haven’t seen your kind down here in quite a while.”



Mitch shrugged. “Well, you are pretty gross.”



The mayor’s frown only deepened. “Right. Princess Entrapta couldn’t even bother to make the trip herself, eh?”



“Of course not,” Crema said, chuckling. “She’s dead.”



The entire store stopped—whispers and murmurs grew—then the entire building broke out into a unified cheer. Mothers wept as they held their children. Customers ran into the streets, whooping and hollering.



The Mayor’s frown had grown into a wide grin. “Oh, well, that’s... that’s such awful news! I take it that means we’re free from the rule of any princess now, eh?”



“Not quite.” Nolfi puffed out her chest. “We’re the Princess now.”



“I see.” Holding her hat in her hands, the Mayor sidled up to the trio and smiled. “I don’t suppose there’s any talk of finally giving us goblinfolk some representation? We’ve got some... concerns about the way we’ve been treated all these years.”



The trio had already walked away. “Sure, sure,” Mitch said, waving away the Mayor’s words. “Once we figure out this ‘becoming a princess’ thing first.”














After five hours of sitting in Entrapta’s throne—an office chair with one of the armrests missing—each wearing their own crown, the trio was starting to think that maybe they weren’t cut out to be Princess. They felt exactly the same as they had without the crowns, only with more aches and pains from all sitting in the same chair. What had they done wrong?



“Maybe we need to rediscover what ruling Dryl is all about,” Crema finally said, wrenching herself free from the chair.



“Friendship?” Nofli tried.



“Absolute monarchy?” Mitch added.



“No!” Crema said, hands on hips. “I just meant, why don’t we check out Dryl’s constitution? All these kingdoms have one of those, right?”



“Oh, definitely,” said Nolfi, nodding and not knowing at all what Crema was talking about. “But where is it?”









“This store has everything!” Nolfi said, plucking a CD-rom from the clearance rack. Its jewel case was cracked, and it had a piece of duct tape slapped on it that read “Dryl Constitution” in black marker.



“Back again?” the Mayor asked, sauntering up to the trio.



Mitch cast her a raised eyebrow glance. “You sure do spend a lot of time at the market.”



“I forgot the milk,” the Mayor said, blushing. “In any case, have you solved your dilemma? Are you back to give us the rights and civil liberties we so truly deserve? We’d love to come above ground occasionally, and—”



The trio had already run out.









Back in Entrapta’s lab, they inserted the CD into Entrapta’s computer and let it load. It popped up on the massive screen with a ping, and the three began to read:



Dryl is a kingdom.[1][2][3][4][5][6][7][8][9][10][11][12][13][14][15][16][17][18][19][20][21][22][23][24][25][26][27][28][29][30][31][32][33][34][35][36][37][38][39][40][41][42][43][44][45][46][47][48][49][50][51][52][53][54][55][56][57][58][59][60][61][62][63][64][65][66][67][68][68.5]
 



And on and on like that it went, with enough footnotes to fill up the screen. Crema pressed a button to skip to the end of the footnotes. The computer made a sharp electronic screeching sound, and then crashed.



The three spent a moment sitting together in the dark, considering the life choices that had brought them here.



Crema turned to her companions. “What were the ideas you two had for what ruling Dryl was all about?”



Nolfi’s eyes sparkled. “Friendship?”



“No, no, the other one.”












Stood on top of a toppled statue that looked suspiciously like Entrapta, Mitch called out to the citizens of Uglyville: “Hear ye, hear ye! Your new Princess has an announcement!”



The goblins stopped their parade floats and snuffed out their fireworks. Grumbling and mumbling, they gathered in a crowd before the trio.



Nolfi, Crema, and Mitch, each decked out in their own crowns, stood high and mighty above the Uglyville residents. “As your Princess,” Nolfi said, “we hereby declare absolute authority over you all!”



“And for our first decree, we say that you will have tiny food for every meal!” Crema said.



Mitch nodded. “And fizzy beverages for every drink!”



“And no representation for any of you!” Nolfi shouted, throwing up her hands.



“Welcome to New Dryl!” they announced together.



The goblins stayed silent. Then they marched.












Two weeks later, in a Horde tank out on the road that led to Dryl, Entrapta jumped to her feet and pointed at the front gate. “Look!” she chirped to Catra and Scorpia. “I told you I knew where Dryl was!”



Catra grabbed Entrapta by her collar and held her in the air. “We’ve been wandering around this mountain range for a week! We ran out of food two days ago!”



Entrapta, still smiling, just blinked. “Well, sure. But it was a nice drive.”



Scorpia, looking quite gaunt, chuckled. “Don’t worry about her. When Catra gets hungry, she can get a bit... catty.”



Catra spun around. “Say one more word, and I will tie your tail to your tongue.”



Scorpia threw a claw to her mouth, until Catra turned around, when she whispered, “That’d give a new meaning to ‘the cat’s got your tongue—’”



“I swear to Hordak—”



Parking a few yards away from Dryl’s front gate, Entrapta jumped out of the tank. “Last one to the door is a corrupted hard drive!”



Catra and Scorpia got out and followed after. They watched as Entrapta entered a code to open the front gate, and walked inside.



What they found stunned them. Chrome buildings, reaching up to the sky. Flying cars, speeding through the air. Laughing goblin children, looking as healthy as could be. A true utopia, untouched by the poisons of monarchy and capitalism.



“This is Dryl?” Catra asked. “I thought you guys were, like, poor.”



“Wow,” Entrapta said, marveling at it all. She clapped her hands together. “I must have been a way better princess than I remembered!”



A few goblins in armor, holding spears, approached them.



“Oh, hello!” Entrapta said, waving. “It’s been a long time since I’ve seen you filthy goblins. How have you been?”



From the shadows, about a dozen more armored goblins appeared. They quickly ambushed, overpowered, and neutralized the Horde invaders.



Catra, Entrapta, and Scorpia were taken underground and thrown into a jail cell — alongside Nolfi, Crema, and Mitch. When the door closed, all of them were bathed in darkness.



Catra sighed. “Entrapta?”



“Yes?”



“Your kingdom sucks.”



“I know!” Entrapta squealed. “Isn’t it great?”

















“I can’t read any of this,” Glimmer said, shaking her head.



Adora and Glimmer stood over the letter they’d received from a robot pigeon. It just looked like a bunch of scribbles.



Glimmer frowned. “Is it First Ones writing?”



“Not any that I can read,” said Adora. She picked up the letter and turned it sideways, upside-down. “Nah, I got nothing.”



“Hm.” Glimmer tapped her chin. “So what should we do with it?”



They exchanged a glance.



Adora crumpled it up and threw it in the trash. “Eh.”
      

      
   
      Sightless


      
      
      
         
         Darkness

      
      

      

      
      
         A/N: So, I was thinking; what if instead of Adora's back, Catra had scratched her eyes? Been a while since I saw the S1 finale, so sorry about all the wonky details. This is also my first time descriving a battle, so apologies if it sucks. Hope you enjoy the story never the less! :) 



To say Adora was in pain would be the understatement of the century. 



Not even menstrual pain could compare to the feeling of her former best friend's claws digging into her. 



Catra cackled, fleeing the scene after injuring her former comrade. 



"Adora!" Swift Wind cried, having witnessed the entire ordeal. 



The Princess of Power tried to locate her trusty steed, but found she couldn't see him, or anything else for that matter. 



("Wait, what?! Why can't I see anything?!") Adora internally panicked, trying desperately to ascertain her surroundings. 



Soon enough, she heard 4 hooves landing in front of her. 



"Adora, thank the First Ones! C'mon, let's get outta here!" The flying unicorn said, spreading his beautiful multicolored wings. 



Adora tried walking to Swift Wind, but ventured off in the opposite direction. 



"Uh, Adora? I'm over here." Swift Wind deadpanned, thinking it was just a joke. 



"Swiftie?" Adora asked, walking in another direction. "I can't see you!" 



Swift Wind gasped, closed his wings, and raced over to the former Horde soldier. 



"Adora, why can't you see me?" Swift Wind panicked. 



"I don't know! All I know is that Catra scratched me and then all of a sudden I can't see anything!" Adora frantically explained. 



"You don't think she-?" Swift Wind covered his mouth with a wing as a horrible realization hit him like a ton of bricks. 



"What is it, Swiftie?" 



"Adora, please promise me you won't freak out." 



"Why would I-?" 



She was interrupted by Swift Wind covering her mouth. 



"Adora....." Swift Wind took a deep breath, knowing what he was about to tell his best friend would be hard for her to hear. "I think Catra blinded you." 



Adora gasped and covered her mouth, not believing what she had just heard. 



In the Horde, blind soldiers, useless to Hordak, were either kicked out or even...."taken care of" in the incinerator. 



"Hey, hey, it's gonna be ok, Adora." Swift Wind soothed. 



The blonde hadn't even realized she had started crying until she felt Swift Wind wiping her tears with his wing. 



"No......" Adora sobbed, collapsing to her knees and shedding her magical form, grasping her sword like it was a lifeline. 



"Oh, Adora....c'mere, follow my voice." Swift Wind offered, opening his wings. 



The former Force Captain walked over to her steed and bawled, shoving her face into Swift Wind's withers. 



"Sh.....it's gonna be okay, Adora, it's gonna be ok...." Swift Wind soothed, rubbing her back with his wing. 



Hearing Adora cry shattered the flying unicorn heart into a million pieces, but he couldn't show his feelings now. There would be time for that after they drove the Horde out of Bright Moon. 



It was then that he decided Adora wasn't safe here. He had to get her out of there, before she got hurt, or worse. 



"Adora, I'm gonna get you out of here, okay? I'll explain everything to the Queen later." 



Too tired and panicked to argue, Adora nodded after wiping her tears, and climbed onto Swift Wind's back. 



The flying unicorn took to the skies, carrying his injured-possibly-blinded passenger inside the castle and over to the infirmary, miraculously without injuring her even further.



Swift Wind bridal carried Adora to a vacant bed, gently laid her down, and tucked her in. 



"I'll be back when it's all over, ok?" Swift Wind, promised, giving Adora a hug. 



Adora nodded, and quickly fell asleep. Swift Wind tiptoed out of the room as quietly as he could, closing the door behind him. 



Swift Wind was horrified at the sight of the pedestal holding the Moonstone, the source of Queen Angella and Princess Glimmer's magic, about to fall over. 



Suddenly, much to his and the Rebellion's relief, Princess Frosta arrived just in time to freeze the pedestal. 



"I hope I'm not too late." The 12 year old remarked. 



"No, you're right on time." Glimmer reassured, then began scanning her surroundings. 



"Bow, have you seen Adora?" 



The archer fired an arrow at an arrow at a Horde tank as he thought. 



"No, not since she and Catra started duking it out. Why?" 



"I can't find her!" Glimmer elaborated, punching a Horde Soldier that was about to attack Bow. "You don't think something happened to her, do you?" 



"What if she got captured?!" Bow panicked. 



Glimmer gasped as she round house kicked a soldier, knowing her best friend's theory was far from a stretch. 



She swallowed the urge to teleport inside each tank and rip it apart looking for Adora, remembering her mother's talk about impulsive behaviour, and the fact that defending Bright Moon was more important right now. 



Meanwhile, Swift Wind placed Adora's sword down in front of him, debating whether or not to try transforming into Swift-Ra. 



("Swift Wind, you handsome devil, are you out of your mind?! It won't work!") Part of him argued. 



("Its worth a shot anyway!") The other part argued. ("Our best friend is hurt, and we may just be the Rebellion's only shot at keeping Bright Moon safe from the Horde!") 



His decision made, Swift Wind knew there was only one thing left to do.



"FOR THE HONOUR OF GRAYSKULL!" 



Swift Wind felt himself getting taller. In a burst of magical flame, horse shoes with red skirts appeared on all four hooves. His mane became longer and blew in a non existent wind, becoming braided, and a modified version on She Ra's tiara appeared on his head, accommodating his horn. Swift Wind threw the sword, and stomped his front hooves causing an elaborate chest plate to form. He caught the sword, somersaulted, and struck a pose. 



Glimmer and Bow stood there with their jaws on the floor, unsure of what had just happened. 



"Uh, Bow? Either I'm dreaming, or Swift Wind just turned into She Ra." 



"If you're dreaming, then we're *both* dreaming." 



"Swift-Ra, thank you very much." Swift Wind corrected. "Wait, what?!" He panicked, the Princess and archer's words finally hitting him. 



"Fight now, panic later!" Netossa cried, trapping one of the Horde tanks in her namesake. "Now, babe!" 



Spinerella nodded, using her powers to lift Sea Hawk's burning ship onto another Horde battalion. 



Glimmer teleported onto Sea Hawk's burning ship, and, after timing it *just right,* teleported both of them off, dropping Sea Hawk into Mermistas arms. 



Meanwhile, in a blind rage, Swift Wind was dead set on finding Catra and making her pay for what she did to his best friend. He landed and hopped from tank to tank, crushing them like steel cans. 



Swift Wind smiled evilly when he saw that mangy fleabag Adora used to call a best friend barking orders at her fellow soldiers. 



The flying unicorn pounced on the Force Captain, knocking her out cold. 



Swift Wind cursed to himself. He hoped that she could be stayed conscious, so he could threaten her. 



But, there was one thing he *could* do.....



"Force Captain Catra, in the name of the Rebellion, I, Swift Wind, hereby place you under arrest." 



Swift-Ra picked Catra up and lazily threw her onto his back, not caring if she broke her neck. 



"Oh no you don't!" Another Force Captain, a mix between woman and scorpion, cried, rushing over to Swift Wind. 



Scorpia reached out one of her crustaceous arms to grab Catra. 



Before she could even make a move, Swift Wind turned his head and bit her, the sound of bones breaking amusing him to no end. 



Scorpia fled, heading to the Horde's first aid tent. 



("They're so tough until you break their limbs. Then, they run like the cowards they are.") Swift Wind thought, laughing to himself as he flew back to the castle dropping Catra off in the Bright Moon dungeon, making sure to pick the dirtiest cell. He spat on Catra, slammed the cell door shut and threw himself back into the battle. 



If the situation wasn't so serious, Swift Wind would've started laughing. With one Force Captain down for the count and the other in Rebellion custody, the Horde soldiers were running around like decapitated chickens, desperately trying to win the battle. 



("Idiots. Don't they already know they're screwed?") Swift Wind thought to himself, rolling his magenta eyes. 



Despite being tasked with protecting Bright Moon's runestone, Adora's sudden disappearance from the battle field did not escape her attention. She prayed to the First Ones that the Princess of Power was ok. The last thing the Rebellion needed was a fallen She Ra. 



Speaking of She Ra......had Swift Wind just turned into the flying unicorn equivalent, or were all those sleepless nights after her husband's passing finally catching up to her? 



Angella shook her head. She would demand an explanation from the flying steed later. At the moment, her only priorities were keeping the Moonstone and her kingdom safe. 



Princess Perfuma of Plumeria may be a pacifist at heart, but when a fellow kingdom was in danger, the floral princess didn't hesitate to come assist. 



Now, however, she felt tired, like she needed to recharge. But she couldn't go back to her runestone, not until she knew that Bright Moon (and the Whispering Woods) would both be okay. 



Perfuma sent a vine over to a Horde tank, snapping it like a stick. 



Mermista of Salineas once associated the saying "Beware the nice ones." with her. 



("Oh, beware the nice ones indeed.") Perfuma silently concurred, snapping another tank in the same fashion as the first. 



"Need a hoof? I've got four." The Princess heard a voice offer. 



Perfuma turned to see Adora's horse. What was his name, Fast Breeze? 



"Much appreciated. Want to crush tanks together?" 



"Last one to finish is a rusty horseshoe!" Swift Wind challenged, taking off. 



Perfuma shook her head at Swift Wind's childish challenge, but destroyed tanks anyway, knowing how cathartic it felt.



Swift Wind destroyed some tanks, cheering to himself all the while. Who knew destroying things could be so much fun?! No wonder Adora likes hitting punching bags so much. 



Adora.....



Swift Wind back as worried at the thought of her. Would she be okay? Would she ever see again? What if her blindness was permanent?! 



Swift Wind was too distracted by his thoughts to notice a Horde soldier dragging him off the tank he was standjng on by his tail. 



"What do you think you're doing?!" Lonnie questioned. "If you think you're going to win, you're out of your mind." 



"Oh, honey, I came here to eat apples and kick butt. And I'm all out of apples." Swift Wind sassed, promptly knocking Lonnie and a string of other Horde soldiers unconscious. 



Back at the castle, the princesses tried their best to defend Bright Moon, neither wanting to admit that they were getting their butts handed to them. 



("Where's Adora when you need her?!") Glimmer internally panicked, breaking a Horde soldier's jaw. 



Swift Wind landed in front of the girls, overly optimistic despite the current situation. 



"You girls ready to end this once and for all?" Swift Wind asked, speaking around the sword in his mouth. 



Glimmer sighed in relief. "Never thought you'd ask, Swiftie. Let's do this!" 



The princesses glowed as they placed their arms on each other's shoulders. Sea Hawk and Bow joined in for moral support, the latter's chestplate glowing. 



Swift Wind raised Adora's sword, and sent out a rainbow wave that defeated the Horde in one fell swoop. 



After the Horde's defeat, the princesses celebrated hugging each other, (making out in Spinerella and Netossa's case) and cheering. 



Swift Wind was overjoyed, but he also wanted to check on Adora. 



Before he could leave, however, Queen Angella landed, She Hawk and all the other princesses paying their respects. Angella acknowledged a few of them, before turning to Glimmer and pulling her into a hug, inviting Swift Wind in.



Swift Wind hesitated. He would never normally turn down a hug from the Queen, but he was worried about Adora. 



Bow squealed and ran into the hug, dragging Swift Wind behind him.



Queen Angella opened her wings so she could hug her daughter, her best friend, and the loyal steed. 



Then, a question she had suppressed since the battle had jumped to her tongue. 



"Swift Wind?" 



"Your Majesty?" 



"Where is Adora?" 



Swift Wind nudged his head toward the castle, silently expressing his desire to explain privately. 



"Of course." Angella scooped her daughter up and Bow climbed onto Swift Wind's back. 



After thanking the Princesses for their help, Angella and Swift Wind flew back to the castle. 



~~ONE EXPLANATION LATER~~



Angella gasped. Glimmer teleported to her room, Blow running after her. 



"I know this was hard to hear. I *really* hope it isn't true." Swift Wind said. 



The sound of Glimmer crying broke the uncomfortable silence. 



"Swift Wind. Check on Adora while I comfort my daughter." Angella ordered. 



"Yes, my Queen." Swift Wind saluted, leaving at once. 



The flying horse was about to enter the infirmary, but was stopped by the head nurse. 



"You can't go in there." 



"I sure can under Queen Angella's authority. She wanted me to check on Adora." Swift Wind explained. 



The head nurse excused herself, and entered the infirmary. 



"I'm sorry, Adora will never see again." The nurse disclosed. 



Swift Wind gasped in horror as his worst fear was realized. 



"No........" Swift Wind breathed in disbelief. 



"I'm sorry, we tried everything we could to save her vision." 



Having heard enough, Swift Wind flew out of a castle window. 



Meanwhile, Glimmer's cries were slowly turning into sniffles. 



"Shhh, Mommy's here." Angella soothed, holding her daughter. 





After a while, the Queen began to realize that it had been a while since she had ordered Swift Wind to check on Adora. Had that horse gotten lost *again?!* 



A knock sounded at Glimmers door.



"My Queen?" 



Angella would recognize the head nurse's voice any day of the week. 



"Enter." She commanded, offering Glimmer a tissue. 



The head nurse obeyed her Queen's command at once. 



"Am I interrupting something, Your Majesty?" 



"No, Vidalia. What news do you bring?" 



Vidalia removed her nurse's cap. 



"We tried everything we could, but unfortunately, Princess Adora was permanently blinded in the battle." 



Angella gasped in horror. How could the Rebellion stand a chance against the Horde with a blinded She Ra? 



"Where is Swift Wind?" Angella asked. 



"He flew out of a window. I have no clue where he went, Your Majesty." 



"I'll find him." Angella tucked her sleeping daughter in, kissed her on the forehead, and took off. 



The Queen of Bright Moon knew of a spot Adora always retreated to when upset, and no doubt existed in her mind that Swift Wind would be there as well. 



Angella landed and found Swift Wind facing away from her, gazing out at a lake surrounded by lush trees. 



"Swift Wind?" 



Swift Wind replayed the moment when Catra robbed Adora of her sight in his head. Why hadn't he done anything to stop it?! 



Swift Wind whimpered, tears racing down his cheeks. Unable to hold his composure any longer, Swift Wind fell to his knees, bawling hysterically. 



Angella calmly approached the crying unicorn, crouched down, and gave him a hug. 



"I don't deserve to be Adora's steed! How could I have let her go blind?! Why didn't I do anything to stop that mangy fleabag??" Swift Wind cried, his tears beginning to form a small puddle. 



"You are not to blame for this Swift Wind. If anyone deserves to be blamed for this, it's Catra." Angella spat the Force Captain's name like a deadly poison as she momentarily released the flying unicorn to wipe his tears. 



The more Swift Wind tried to calm down, the more he cried. Why couldn't he have been blinded instead of Adora? 



Swift Wind bawled into Angella's shirt. 



"Everything's going to be ok, Swift Wind. I promise." 
      

      
   
      The Catra's Heart Campaign


      
      
      
         
         Scene in Her Dreams

      
      

      

      
      
         	"He-e-e-y, sleepyhead!" Scorpia said.



	Catra sat up in her bunk, eyes determinedly closed.  "What."



	"I made you break-fast~!"



	"I'm going to open my eyes," Catra said.  "If I see the stupidest thing I've ever seen, I'm gonna start scratching and I'm not gonna stop until it goes away."  She opened her eyes.



	Scorpia stood at the foot of the bunk in a poofy, pink-trimmmed PLEASE ENGAGE IN CORDIAL CONVERSATION WITH THE COOK. THANK YOU apron, a tray of toasted bagels, lox, and cream cheese held out in her bone-crushing pedipalps.  She wore a wide, open-mouthed smile and wide-open hopeful eyes.  "Eh?  Eh?" she said.



	Catra closed her eyes again.  "It's not the stupidest.  Gimme."



	"Of course, babe~" Scorpia said, setting the tray on Catra's lap.



	Catra heaped cream cheese, dashed caper and onion, and went (perhaps ironically) ham with the lox.  "Is there a drink or anyth--" she said before Catra produced a carafe of orange juice from a hidden carafe harness tied to her tail.  "Okay," Catra said.  She set the carafe down and took a bite of her food.



	Scorpia watched her eat like a small child would watch a kitten hatch from its egg.  (That's how it worked for serkhets and that's how it must work for magickats, Scorpia reasoned.)  "Well?" she said.  "Is it delicious?"



	Catra finished her first sandwich and made another, eyes still closed.  "S'aright.  It's fish, can't go too wrong with that."



	"Do you perhaps have any constructive criticism to lay out on me?  Or is it perfect beyond your wildest dreams?"



	Catra shrugged, too busy eating to respond.



	"Well!" Scorpia said.  "There's a comment card tucked under your plate so just be sure to fill it out once you're done so I know how I'm doing okay thank you have fun!"  Scorpia darted out of Catra's room and into the rumpus room.



	She shut the door behind her, then languished against it at maximum drama levels.  "Oh, Atlach-Nacha," she said, "Dream Weaver, She Who Spins, Mother of Spiders and Fun Wine-Aunt of Scorpions, cast your net over this poor girl's heart that it not break the bounds of her weakling chest."



	"How'd the breakfast trick go?" Entrapta said.  She was at her desk, tinkering with a low-recoil mortar launcher for firing from the shoulder.  It seemed like something that could be useful for fighting the notoriously difficult-to-injure-if-you're-not-Catra Scorpia.



	"It's not a trick, it's a... it's a work in progress, Easy E," Scorpia said, lying on her belly on the cool ground, tail flicking through the air.  "Fastest way to a lady's heart is through her stomach, right?"



	"Hmmm," Entrapta said, chewing on one of her designated chewing pens.  (She ruined one too many writin' pens and learned her lesson at last a few days ago.)  "You know, that sounds like a workable hypothesis.  I know that the thing I miss most about my palace is the number of people who'll just make me tiny food as I like it."



	"Exactly.  I'll make her so addicted to delicious breakfasts made with love that she'll have no choice but to reciprocate my emotions in a compassionate, mutually supportive relationship!"



	"Heck yeah."  Entrapta strapped a large pair of earmuffs on.  "Hey, Scorpia.  Think you can survive an explosion?"



	"Huh," Scorpia said, sitting up.  "You know, I think I've been exploded at a few times and I haven't died yet.  Actually, let me double-check my journal, 'cause I could be misremembering."  She stood up, trying to remember where she'd set her darn ol' journal last.



	"What?" Entrapta said.  "Whatever."  She spun around on her chair, shouldered the mortar, and fired a bomb directly at Scorpia.



	Catra's breakfast was interrupted by the door to the rumpus room exploding open and a flaming Scorpia tumbling across the ground and at her.  Her final skip across the ground sent her sailing just above Catra's bunk, but the sting of her tail caught Catra's breakfast tray and yanked it away from her as Scorpia smashed against the back wall.



	Scorpia pried her head free from the wall.  "Hey, kitty," she said.  "How... how was breakfast?"



	"Ruined," Catra said, with a huff.  "I'm going to get today's mission."



	"Sorry 'bout that, babe," Scorpia said.



	"Call me 'babe' again and I'm gonna scratch you super hard," Catra said, standing up (there was no upper bunk left to oppose her standing up in bed) and walking out the do', one shuffling footstep at a time.



	"You already did," Scorpia whispered, tears welling in her eyes.  "On my heart... on my heart."



	"Did you die?" Entrapta said, standing in the exploded doorway.



	"Only on the insi-hi-hi-hi-i-ide!" Scorpia said, bursting into profound, uncontrolled sobs.



	"What?" Entrapta said.  "I have my earmuffs on, you're gonna have to speak at like... can you do 300 decibels?"



	Scorpia continued crying.



	"What?" 








	Later, after the day's mission, Scorpia settled on the rumpus room's couch while Entrapta played video games.  (The door and bunk had been fixed by Entrapta's drones, though not very well.)  "Easy E, I wanna ask you something."



	"Sure," Entrapta said, trying to guide the irritating stick through a tricky angular hallway.



	"Do you think I even have a chance with Catra?"



	"I'unno."



	"So you're saying there's a chance!"



	"I'unno."



	"Right.  So... let's brainstorm.  What are things that Catra finds attractive?"



	"Well, she likes Adora, right?"



	"Yes, super obviously."  She fetched a sheet of paper and pencil.  "What are some traits of Adora that Catra might find attractive?  I mean, I'd ask, but I think she's still mad at me for making and then ruining breakfast."



	"Wait, it's been breakfast?"



	"Yeah, breakfast, lunch... it's dinner soon."



	"Huh!  Noted."  She jot that down with a pen in reach of her ponytail.  (Jot it down on the wall.)  "Anyway!  Attractive traits!" Entrapta said, "Adora's big and super-strong about half the time, maybe, so maybe she's only into part-time giants."



	"Gotta shrink a little, but only sometimes, got it," Scorpia said, writing SHRINK SOME.  "You know, I never liked being big.  I like... I like to think that being little would work out a lot better."



	"It's got its ups and downs.  Oh, right!  Blonde hair, she likes that," Entrapta said.



	"I can dye.  Next?"



	"Huhhm..."  She contemplated.  "Adora's her adopted sister, right?  Maybe she's into sisters."



	"Hold me closer, tiny dancer!" Scorpia said.  "That might just be the trick!  I have a plan of attack."



	"Do you need the gun I just made?"



	"Metaphorical, Easy.  Metaphorical attack."



	"Aaah... so the gun I made last week."



	"No."



 




	The next day, Catra woke up to no-breakfast and ominous silence.  She ate her normal breakfast (two protein bars) in silence and crept from her bunk towards the rumpus room.  She pressed her ear against the door and heard the faint rustling of clothes, like someone was doing an excited dance in place.  She gambled it all and swung the door open.



	Scorpia turned in place to face her.  She was kneeling in a shallow pit, maybe a foot deep.  She'd dyed her hair highlighter yellow and was wearing some kind of cat costume--a brown body stocking with stripes painted on it, a big fuzzy brown warmer for her tail, and a pair of cat's ears.  If Catra had to describe it, it would be "racist."  And she had one of Adora's spare jackets thrown over her shoulder, not that she could actually wear it.



	"Oooh!" Scorpia said, pitching her voice up high and framing her face with stuffed cat paws each the size of, like, if a beanbag chair were a beanbag ottoman.  "Buenos dias, hermana Catra!  Estas muy guapa hoy, miau!"



	Catra's eyes doubled in size as her irises shrunk to pinpricks.  She took a deep breath and shrieked in mortal terror as she never had before before sprinting away on all fours to the nearest alcohol dispensary.



	Scorpia looked back at Entrapta, who was hanging from the ceiling by her ponytails, upside down, 'cause that's what she felt like doing.  "What went wrong, Easy?"



	"Maybe the hole shoulda been deeper," Entrapta said.  "Did you try shrinking?"



	"I did!  I got really small!"



	"Mm.  Then you did everything right.  Wait!  Maybe you got too small and she saw you as a mouse or rat and that made her hungry and she ran in terror for fear that you had been hit by a magic spell or something."  She took a sip from her bottle of Caramel Coloring Added Cola Nut Beverage.



	"Maybe..."  She whimpered.  "Damn it, Easy.  I've fed her, I've dressed up, what else is there in life?"



	"Murder?"



	"Attles bless me, I love murder," Scorpia said, yanking off her cat paws.  "And Catra loves murder.  Murder is so great.  But we murder people all the time and that doesn't get her lovi..."  She hiccupped.  "Wait.  Does Catra... not love me?"



	"Hrm?"  Entrapta lowered herself from the ceiling.



	"Does she... does she not love me?  Does she think I'm just a big stupid bug?"  She wiped away tears, which never worked with her crushing, chitinous claws.



	"Hey, you're not a stupid bug," Entrapta said, giving her a big warm hair-hug.  "Bugs are way dumber than you are, on average, not counting brain bugs.  But you're not dumber than bugs that aren't known for being smart."



	"Thank you," Scorpia said, reciprocating with a regular scorpion hug.  Entrapta gasped for breath.  "There has to be a way, Easy... some way that I can get her to, like..."



	"Register you with her sensoria?"



	"Yes.  Exactly."



	"Hrrrmmm..."  Entrapta tapped her chin with one of her ponytails.  "Rumor has it that judging people by appearance is an entry-level technique.  So you started by appealing to one of her basic needs, and then you started by appealing to superficial aspects... maybe you need to forge an emotional connection to get her liking you."



	"Something that isn't shared love of murder?" Scorpia said.



	"What else is something you both enjoy but haven't done?"



	The next day, Catra woke up very carefully and with a taser in each hand.  "Hello...?" she said, waving the tasers around in a wide arc testing for Scorpia, just in case she'd developed some kind of invisibility venom.



	She found nothing but an envelope with gilt filigree.  She tased it a few times to make sure it wasn't alive or trapped, stopping only when her brain woke up more and she realized tasing a possible bomb would not make it happier to see her.



	"'...happier to see me,'" Catra grumbled, opening the envelope.  "She Who Scratches, I drank too much last... day."  The alcohol had blessedly dimmed her recall of why she had to drink that much; all that remained was the surety that something had come over Scorpia and it was worth only forgetting.



	Someone had left her an invitation.  She had a strong feeling who it might have been:



	You are Cordially Invited to

	the First Annual

	ST. MOSTLY MITTENS STAG DANCE

	Show Up Without A Date

	Maybe You'll Find One There!!!

	Signed,

	Your Secret Admirer



	"Scorpia," Catra said, "what in the wet red hell is wrong with you this week?"  She crumpled up the invite and tossed it aside, then crawled out of bed and smoothed the invite back out to see where the stupid dance was happening.



	Okay.  Location memorized.



	It was tonight at seven in "the mother of all gyms."  She should probably skip it, in case Scorpia tried to make breakfast while dressed as--



	Pain, like an icicle in the brain.  She was dressed as--



	Something she drank to forget.



	Maybe she needed a little hair of the dog to smooth her nerves, seal over that awful itch in her brain.  Yeah... something like a good stout IPA if she could steal one from the Force Captain lounge, or maybe she could lick some of the rum drippings from the distillery hidden in the cadet locker room.



	"Am I an alcoholic?" Catra said.  "Am I just now finding this out?  ...  Sort it out later, Catra.  Pack that down next to the file cabinet labeled 'Shadow Weaver' and the library wing labeled 'Adora.'  Nice... nice little shelf.  The 'alcoholic' shelf.  Aw, crap, now I'm talking to myself.  Is that a sign?"



 




	The dance was held in a disused gymnasium.  It was disused because it spent a year as some kind of gestation chamber--not by design, sometimes things just happen in the Fright Zone--and every full moon for a year it calved some awful thing.  After the third full moon culled a few more Hordesmen than Hordak was comfortable with, the door was sealed with a piece of tape reading DO NOT ENTER, which kept nothing in and, after the room stopped spitting out monsters, nobody out.



	Like Catra.  Catra pulled open the door and bore witness to a slightly clean gymnasium floor lit with a few flashlights set on their butt ends in a wide circle.  There was an end table with a few cans of Sweetened Cola Beverage.  There was a middle-aged serkhet gentleman sitting on a folding chair, reading a book designed to be read by someone with giant claws.  And Scorpia was here in a ballgown that looked like a wearable wedding cake.



	"Hey, wildcat," Scorpia said, curtsying.  "Did you get the invite?"



	"No," Catra said, "I just wandered half a mile from our building and wound up here on accident."



	Scorpia wilted.



	"...that was a joke.  You said there's a dance?"



	"Yes!" Scorpia said, clapping her claws.  "Enrique, if you please."



	The other serkhet reached to one side while keeping his eye on his book.  He set a boom box in front of him and pressed "play."  Decent music played.



	Catra looked around.  It was just them.



	And Dragstor, who had brought motor oil and locker room rum and was shotgunning them both.  It was his life's goal to crash every single party in the Fright Zone.  At least he was off in an unlit corner with his engines on idle.



	Scorpia blushed.  "Well... wanna dance?"



	Catra smiled, stepping closer, and held out her hand.  "Sure."



	The two danced hand-in-pedipalp as the song played.  It wasn't the kind of dance that Catra did with Adora, the intimate, chest-to-chest sexy threat dance; it was more in the genre of "eight-year-olds awkwardly pretending to be cool grownups."  Scorpia articulated it around the time she lurched to the left so fast Catra had to jump just to maintain her footing: she was an anchor dragging her entire cat act down.



	Scorpia's blush deepened and her dancing, already halting, came to a stop.  "Oh..." she said.  "Dang it.  I screwed up."



	"Screwed up how?" Catra said.



	"Oh, no..."  Scorpia felt a hitch in her throat.  "You can't even notice when something goes wrong."



	"What went wrong?"



	"I can't dance," Scorpia said, letting go of Catra's hands.  "It's like the most important thing a serkhet does and I can't even do that properly.  And you don't even know!  It's like I'm made of glass.  But not like a glass unicorn or a mirror, like I'm a pane of glass that's just sort of standing upright in the middle of the floor and you only notice me when you walk into me late at night looking for the bathroom or 'cause someone sneezed on me."



	Catra considered.  "Well, that's... well, that's a vivid image.  I like it.  But, uh..."



	"It's right, isn't it?" Scorpia said, burying her face in her bone-crushing chitinous claws.  "You just... you've just been looking right through me!  'Cause I'm a pest!  I really am just a big dumb bug!"



	Catra sighed and contemplated a course of action.  "Well," Catra said.  "That's... not right.  I mean, you're like half this team's muscle.  Entrapta's the brains, I'm the unstoppable instrument of divine vengeance, and you put the hurt on people.  And, uh.  You... uh..."



	Scorpia snivelled.  "Dang it, Catra.  If I'm so precious, why were you so mad at me the day before yesterday?"



	"Because you woke me up two hours before my alarm did."



	"...oh, yeah.  That was the latest I could reserve the kitchen.  And the next day?"



	Catra's nose gushed a thick black liquid that wasn't blood.  "I don't think I'm supposed to remember that day."  She wiped her nose on Enrique's sleeve.  He allowed it, though not happily.  "But... whatever.  That's just two weird days in a row.  Two weird days isn't gonna change what we have."



	Scorpia peered above her claws.  "What was that about what we have?"



	"You know, this... uh... this... professional... relationship... we have."



	"So we have a relationship!"



	"Yes!  Professionally."



	Scorpia took a deep breath.  "Wanna try dancing again, wildcat?"



	"Stop calling me 'wildcat' and the answer is yes," Catra said, holding her hand out.



	"Consider it done... what would you like me to call you?"



	"'Catra.'  'Catra' is fine.  ...  Maybe 'captain.'"



	"Yes, Captain Catra."  Scorpia took her hand.



	"Follow my lead," Catra said, and she closed the friendly gap she'd kept between them.  "Move with me, one step at a time.  And... just 'Catra' for now.  A'ight?"



	"A'ight," Scorpia said, a little more high-pitched than she intended.



	"Match pace, don't overpower," Catra said, punctuating each sentence with a little display of grace, inviting Scorpia to follow each her own way.  "Go with what feels right, not with what some jackass said is the logical follow-up to your moves.  Be who you are and don't apologize for it.  You don't apologize when you dance; you show the universe who you are and they just have to stand back and accept it.  If someone gives you shit about it, you... are a six-foot-two scorpion woman."



	"I am, aren't I?" Scorpia said.  "With super-strength.  And I'm a princess!  And I'm rich!"



	"So don't worry so much, okay?" Catra said, patting her cheek.  "You're nine times as badass as anyone else where and you got nothing to prove.  So, please, stop trying to prove yourself, it's scaring the hell out of me."



	"Gotcha," Scorpia said.  "Life lesson learned."



	Catra parted and spun about and bowed to her; Scorpia bowed in return.



	"Good job," Catra said.  "Now can we please skip to the next song on this playlist?"



	"It's not a playlist," Scorpia said, "it's a mix tape that's just that one song lie fifteen times."



	"...then how about we go to the cafeteria and whale on anyone sober enough to try and fight us?"



	"Let's do exactly that, wild... I mean, domestic cat who sets her own rules.  Startin' with you!"  She picked up the end table and flung it at Dragstor, who didn't have long to notice the flying table until it smacked him in the head.



	The evening was soaked with blood and quite entertaining indeed.
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