
      Thinking in the Rain


      

      
      
         A nice Horde Soldier. Swift Wind never thought in all his years that he would ever meet one, and here he was, sharing a pyschic bond with Adora, a former Force Captain. 



Life sure has a funny way of taking your prejudices and stereotypes and tossing them straight out the window. In hindsight, that's probably how Adora felt about the princesses, having been raised her whole life believing they were the enemy. Now, of all people, she was best friends with the heir to Bright Moon's throne, and it was all thanks to the Sword of Protection. 



That sword changed both of their lives. Adora, by unlocking her innate ability to transform into She Ra, and Swift Wind, by giving him wings, a horn, and last but certainly not least, a voice. 



Being able to fly and use magic were both nice, but Swift Wind's favourite power of all of them is the ability to speak his mind. 



All his life, Swift Wind's voice had been locked inside of him, 

waiting to be unleashed, and now, thanks to Adora, it was. But what was the greatest contradiction of all? A talking horse, or a nice Horde Soldier? 



Swift Wind sat in a field, letting the rain soak him as these thoughts ran through his mind. His orange mane stuck to his neck and his feathers became heavier and heavier from the moisture as his mind raced. The talking horse would certainly thank himself later for wearing his waterproof eyeliner. 



Swift Wind became so lost in his own thoughts that he barely acknowledged a horse coming over and sitting on his left, save for his ear turning. 



As Swift Wind thought further, he came to a conclusion-Life was full of contradictions. Some amazing and wonderful, others cruel and heartless. His new abilities an example of the former, Adora's sightlessness at the hands of her former best friend an example of the latter. Seeing Adora learning how to navigate her world all over again made Swift Wind feel like someone had ripped his heart out of his chest and stomped on it. If Swift Wind ever got his hooves on that traitorous Catra.....he tensed in anger at the thought of seeing her again, grinning mischievously as he imagined that he would do to that fleabag. Swift Wind's violent yet cathartic thoughts were interrupted by a wing being placed over his shoulder. 



"Easy, honey, it's okay." Arrow soothed, rubbing Swift Wind's back. 



Swift Wind turned at the sound of his husband's voice. 



"Babe? How long have you been there?" Swift Wind asked. 



"Pretty much the whole time." Arrow responded. 



"Why didn't you try to get my attention? How are you not soaked?" 



"First question, I did, my love.-Arrow raised his feather as if counting, the way Etherians do with their fingers. Swift Wind had taught him how.-Three times. Second question,-Arrow raised his second feather-cause I brought an umbrella, silly!" 



Swift Wind did the flying unicorn equivalent of a facepalm, realizing that bringing an umbrella would have been a wise decision in hindsight. 



Arrow giggled. 



"C'mon, Swiftie, let's get inside and dry you off before you catch a cold." Arrow helped his husband up as he spoke. 



Holding wings the way Etherian lovers would hold hands, Arrow and Swift Wind walked home, the umbrella Arrow brought shielding them from the elements. 








      

      
   
      The Gardener


      

      
      
         Spoilers for the S3 finale




At the heart of Brightmoon, trapped on all sides by gleaming ivory towers, there is the Sanctum. Here pristine whites and shining golds give way to earthy greens and muddy browns. Instead of the endless roar of cascades, the water here is still; instead of the blare of royal trumpets, the music here is birdsong. And though it is but a small clearing in the forest of towers, it is the only place in Brightmoon where one can easily forget that one is in a city.



Only three people ever knew that the Sanctum existed. Now there is only one.



Queen Glimmer tends to the shrubs and the trees that her father planted for her mother’s pleasure. She kneels in the dirt to prune dying branches; she pulls up weeds and waters the bushes in the dry summer months. She brings food for the birds and the squirrels, and she sits and watches for a while as they chirp and chitter and eat, until the empty space at her side becomes too much to bear.



“Sometimes,” her mother once said, as she patted down the cool dirt around a newly-planted sapling, “when I miss your father so much that I can hardly focus, I come here. To focus my mind on loving as he loved. That, I think is the best way to remember those we’ve lost.”



Glimmer always had wondered how her mother would remember her.



She makes her own new traditions, as time passes. At the height of summer, she takes a basket into the Sanctum, and she picks the ripe blackberries from the brambles. Her hands come away stained with juices, and covered in tiny scrapes and cuts from the thorns, but her basket is full, and the cooks never question when she asks them to make jelly. She gifts the jars to her friends and allies; the Sanctum’s gifts are to be shared, not hoarded, even as their source stays secret.



(If Adora and Bow ever wonder where she goes twice a week, when she vanishes from the palace proper and returns covered in dirt and sweat, they don’t ask. Some days she resents them for it as though they are ignoring her pain, and on others she is grateful for the chance to mourn alone.)



It is a place that is heavy with the damp earth, with memories and with shame.



There is a single stone laid flat, barely rising above the earth, right in the heart of the Sanctum. Polished and smooth, its grey face is obscured by low-lying branches and overgrown roots left unpruned as if to clothe its naked surface; it doesn’t belong here, in this monument to nature, where all things are grown, not built. It is here only because it is wrong that it should even exist.



She promised herself long ago that she would inscribe upon it the perfect words to immortalise her mother again, and they would be left here in the Sanctuary, a place that exists for remembrance. She still doesn’t know what words to choose. In hindsight, it seems an impossible problem.



What do you write as an epitaph for someone who could not die?
      

      
   
      The Heartfelt Caution


      

      
      
         Slinking in shadows on little cat feet she went, turning corners in lissome confidence and passing unheard and unseen through the ventilation shafts. Warm air flowed around her as she crept along, holding in mind her mental model of the secret location. This time, she would make a go of it. She had six shiny things she’d accumulated already, and the next was practically around the corner.



She’d memorized guard rotations, electrical schema and floorplans for months, and despite all her efforts she’d had to abandon everything on the last attempt. This time, she’d be better prepared. She scanned ahead through the darkness of the unlit shaft as her hair lifted and ruffled. She was determined to be professional. Through the rectangular sheet metal tube she crawled, alert for alarms.



Despite her precautions, the floor of the ventilation shaft bumped and squeaked as she passed gently through. She froze, listening intently. There were guards passing through the corridors below and she was ready to spring into action, or flee if need be. She pawsed on the edge of flight, her claws extended, her ears listening with full focus as her brain analyzed the sound of each footstep.



The footsteps faded to silence. They hadn’t noticed! She let go the breath she’d been holding and took a tentative step forward. There was a chance this evening would pay off after all. There was a tension between her great desire for her prize, and her need for caution. But you couldn’t just wait, either; sometimes you just had to calculate the risks, then step up and take a swing. Sometimes you might just get by with a cute smile, and sometimes you had to be ready to back up your actions, and be clever, and pick your battles carefully.



She was committing herself to it now, as she worked her way further down the shaft, and rounded a corner, and saw the faint glow of light ahead. She worked her way up to the vent grille and peered through. There was the red-velvet lined case, and there was the object she sought, gleaming gently in the subdued light. There were no guards in the room proper; the next inspection would be ten minutes from now. Just time enough if she was bold!



She extended a long pole, a pole that once had had a few colored feathers tied to the end, but which was now modified to suit her purrpose.  She slipped it through the louvres, and lowered the string gently, gently, snaking it around the infrared beams until the string’s lowest loop was just able to snag the object of her desire. She lifted it slowly as the seconds and the minutes ticked away. She dared not make a sudden move or it would fall to the floor and alert the guards. Up a bit more, carefully.



As it neared the vent, she got another tool ready, a long forceps, and as she drew the pole with her prize close, she suddenly darted out with the forceps to seize the prize before it could fall from the string. The prize was hers!



She slowly pulled it through the louvres and stashed it in her pouch just as guards started to approach the door. She held her exhilaration down as she turned and moved for the escape hatch and the rendezvous point. But her heart hammered with the truth inside her.



She was the Queen of cats, the Cat-Ra, and this was her night, and this prize was her prize.
      

      
   
      Basking in the Glow


      
      
      
         
         Leaping into the Fray

      
      

      

      
      
         "Keep it moving, cadets!" cried Scorpia. "You're doing great, trust me!"



The simulation wasn't perfect, but it was more than enough for the moment. The cadets took to enjoying what little rest and relaxation they could get, which in this case meant kicking around a ball in a field of bluish grass. Scorpia stood at the sidelines, preferring to spectate over deflating yet another air-filled ball with her claws. It was a peaceful hour. The cadets were having a good time, and Catra was nowhere to be seen.



Except... Socrpia tried to keep her mind off the fact that Lonnie of all people was sitting this one out.



She'd been like that all day, and slowly it got on Scorpia's nerves. Before the catastrophe that had nearly killed them all, Lonnie was the first to take part in tests of physical strength and vigor, yet today she had been sitting under a tree with dying bluish-brown leaves.



"The heck's gotten into her?" uttered Scorpia.



Feigning boredom, she popped a squat under the tree next to Lonnie.



"So, uh... feel like joining the next round?" ask Scorpia.



"I don't think so." Lonnie kept watching the game, her knees pressed up against her chin.



Scorpia let out an awkward faux-gut laugh. "C'mon, you know you want to!"



Lonnie's nose scrunched up. "You haven't talked to Catra much since Entrapta got sent away, have you." She blinked and looked at Scorpia with almost a sympathetic eye. "When was the last time you talked to her?"



"When I didn't have to? Um..." Scorpia realized she had to think about something. "Must've been... wait... no, that's not it—"



"You don't like her so much anymore," said Lonnie. "Figured."



"I still like her!" she cried defensively. "She's still Catra, after all! She's just—" She sighed. "She's not herself right now. I thought punishing Entrapta would make everything better, at least for her, but I can't remember the last time she said anything nice to me." She tapped her chin. "Was I just imagining all the good times we had together? Because I feel like they happened, but..."



Lonnie's gaze lowered from the playing field to her own feet. "Thinking about Adora so much must've made her crazy."



"Oh, the A-word!" Scorpia's ears seemed to perk up. "That must be it! Catra's gotten so caught up in wanting to beat Adora that she let it get to her! I mean, I don't blame her, the Rebellion's a mean bunch."



"No." Lonnie's eyes appeared as if they'd be watery, if the simulation had been programmed to show such a thing. "I don't think she cares too much about what the Rebellion does, if they end up winning this war or not. And if I'm being honest, I don't care too much either at this point."



"But—" Scorpia couldn't help but guffaw at that. "But the Rebellion are a bunch of treacherous goons! We have to crush them, and... all that stuff." She sounded unsure of herself.



Lonnie looked up, and her mournful gaze met Scorpia's. "Adora was my friend too."



"I mean, yeah." She scratched her head. "But you're at least handling it better than Catra, right?"



"I guess," Lonnie replied. "I think about Adora a lot too, which doesn't make me and Catra so different. I was always there when Adora doubted herself, which was actually more times than I can count. For pretty much our whole lives we were like the best of teammates. Sisters in arms and all that. But I don't think she's ever thought of me, since she became She-Ra. I don't know if I exist to her anymore."



A strange wave of emotion ran through Scorpia's body, and she got the instinctual feeling that she knew what Lonnie meant. "Sounds pretty bad, to lose a friend like that."



"It feels so wrong," said Lonnie. "Part of me wants to win the war, but I just wanna see Adora again. But even if I were to betray the Horde, I don't think she would talk to me like I was anything other than Horde scum." She clenched her fists, as if wanting to hurt herself. "It's not fair."



"No," said Scorpia. "I guess it isn't." She gave Lonnie a sad look. "You gonna be okay?"



"Sure," said Lonnie. "I'll get over it." She kept watching the game, her mind in a different place.



Scorpia left Lonnie by herself and made her way back to the frolicking cadets.



"All right, next round!" she yelled.
      

      
   
      Lancing the Wound


      

      
      
         “Alright George, what’s wrong?” asked Lance, rolling to face his husband.



“What makes you think anything is wrong?”  George turned the page, stared at the page briefly, and then turned back.



“Because you haven’t said a single thing to me since we came to bed, and you’ve been reading that same page for at least ten minutes.  It’s about Bow, isn’t it?”



“It hardly takes great insight to figure that out after what happened today.  Now let me read.”  George stared at the page, his unmoving eyes betraying his lack of progress to Lance, who still watched.



George finally lowered the book, turning his head to Lance, and huffed.  “Look.  I don’t want to talk about it.  Good night, Lance.”  He leaned in, shared a kiss, and then turned away.  Marking his page, he set the book on the nightstand and shuttered his light.



“Good night, George.”  Lance shuttered his own light and settled in facing George.  He waited.



George sat up and flipped his pillow, plumping it before settling back down.



Lance waited.



George turned to lay on his back.



Lance waited.



“Alright, fine,” said George, turning to face Lance.  “I’m mad.  Because—”



“Bow joined the army,” they said together.



“I made a promise to this family to not get involved in another war.  And now Bow’s gone and joined the princesses.  Where did I go wrong, Lance?”



“You didn’t.”  Lance reached out, stroking George’s arm as he spoke.  “Bow’s his own man now.  He’s got to make his own decisions.  His own mistakes.”



“I just can’t believe he’d do this to me.  He knows how I feel.  He knows it would hurt me, and he did it anyway.”



“And how did you respond?”



George sighed.  “With love and support.”



“But it still hurts, doesn’t it.”



“Yes,” George said, tears welling in his eyes.  “I don’t want to lose my family again.”



Lance embraced his husband, kissing his head.  “Whatever happens, we’ll get through this.  As a family.  You’re a good man, and a good father, George.”



George joined the embrace.  As his tears fell, he buried his face in Lance’s shoulder, while Lance rubbed his back.



“Everything will be okay.”  Slowly, their embrace relaxed.



“I don’t know.  What if the fighting comes here, Lance?  We should do something.”



Surprised, Lance asked, “You want to fight?”



“No,” said George, shaking his head.  “We need to make sure the kids are safe in case of an attack, and do something to protect the more-valuable books and artifacts.  You saw what that thing did just to protect an artifact.  Imagine a bunch of soldiers trying to destroy what we have.”



Lance shuddered.  “So what do you want to do about it?”



With a frown, George admitted, “I don’t know.  We can talk about it tomorrow.  I really do just want to get some sleep.  Today’s been exhausting.  Being both mad and proud about the same thing is draining.  Plus all the cleaning up we had to do.”



“Alright.  Tomorrow.  Love you.”



George leaned forward, rubbing noses before Lance rolled away to get comfortable in his embrace.  “Love you too.”
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