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Hello family, friends, and 

fans! 

I am Chaz Beebe, Journal 

Team Lead here at Write of 

Passion. I am filling in for 

our wonderful Allison Hinkle 

for now.  

I remember learning 

about mythology in school, 

and now as a teacher, writer, 

and editor, I see the strong 

impact these stories have in 

the way we understand the 

world, even when mythology 

had not been directly studied 

by the person. These stories 

covered many ideas and 

lessons. 

Allusions to mythology 

can be found in everything 

from texts to commercials to 

art in any form, which proves 

their importance to our real 

world. They have helped 

explain unexplainable 

phenomena and teach some 

of the hardest lessons.  

Our authors have 

wrangled mythical beasts to 

share new stories with all 

new lessons to share, 

reflecting the current  

concerns and ones that will  

be remembered for 

generations to come. We 

hope that, like the influence 

of old, you will allow our 

mythological creatures to 

sweep you away and guide 

your future. 

 

~ 
 

Writers, if you want to be a 

part of future influences 

through our literary journals 

or anthologies: 

 

➢ First, make sure the work 

is a polished final draft on 

the theme for the 

submissions period listed 

on our Important Dates 

page of the Write of 

Passion website.  

 

➢ Make sure the work has 

not been published. (This 

includes on personal 

blogs or websites.)  

 

➢ Use the specific 

guidelines set out on the 

Submissions Guidelines 

page to prepare and 

submit your work. 

(Currently literary journal 

submissions are unpaid, 

but we are trying to 

change that. However, 

accepted works are 

automatically eligible to 

be part of our annual 

anthology, along with 

accepted second-chance 

works.)  

 

➢ Once submitted, look for 

communications by email 

on the next steps. 

 

~ 
 

Find out more and follow 

Write of Passion on 

Facebook, Twitter, and 

Instagram as well as our 

website. 

 

Follow me on Facebook, and 

with my group, Adorkably 

Eclectic on Instagram and our 

Patreon. 

 

Letter from the Editor 
By Chaz Beebe 

https://writeofpassion.com/important-dates/
http://writeofpassion.com/submission-guidelines/
http://www.facebook.com/writeofpassion1
http://twitter.com/writeofpassion1
http://www.instagram.com/writeofpassion
http://writeofpassion.com/
http://www.facebook.com/ChazBeebeAuthor
https://www.instagram.com/AdorkablyEclectic/
http://www.patreon.com/AdorkablyEclectic
http://www.facebook.com/HayleyGAuthor
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Rachael Denessen is a mother, writer, and teacher. She 

lives in the jungles of Maui with her son, husband, two 

cats, assorted chickens and a revolving menagerie of 

tropical jungle creatures. She writes dark fantasy and 

romance and is incredibly excited to be featured in the 

upcoming Dragons Within: Embracing her Fire 

Anthology coming November 2021! 

 

Contact Rachael at rachael@writeofpassion.com. 

 

 

 

~ 

 

 

Amber Meade is a writer, editor, and voracious reader 

who currently resides in the palm of Michigan. You 

can most often find her lurking in the local bookstore 

searching for previously unread gems. When she’s not 

shopping for books, you can find her kayaking or 

playing with her dog. 

 

She studied English literature and creative writing in 

rural Utah, where she solidified her 

dedication to the written word. For Amber, 

experimentation is everything. She has published 

micro-fiction. Amber believes that the closest that any 

of us will get to becoming wizards is to become an 

author. Words are magic and she hopes to discover 

that magic in each and every story she reads. 

Contact Amber at amber@writeofpassion.com for submission inquiries.  

Meet the Staff Spotlights 

mailto:rachael@writeofpassion.com
mailto:amber@writeofpassion.com
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 Suzanne Mattaboni is an 

author, blogger, podcaster, 

and public relations 

professional. That being said, 

writing is not something that 

ever stops. Much like 

children may say, “my mom 

is a nurse,” Suzanne’s 

children say “my mom is a 

writer”. It is merely a 

foregone fact. 

Suzanne writes like many 

of us breathe. She 

procrastinates before starting 

her writing because she 

knows that she’s at the 

keyboard until all hours of 

the night once she starts. It 

has been that way for her for 

years. In her teen years, she 

would be up until 1:30 a.m. 

or later, scribbling by hand in 

a journal on her bedroom 

floor. Sometimes she would 

fall asleep with a journal in 

hand. She has kept all of 

them, in a tub in her 

basement. 

Given that she writes in 

her professional life as well, 

when her workday ends, she 

takes some time for herself 

and her family. She takes a 

break for dinner and then 

plugs into something where 

she can let go of the 

narrative. She will binge-

watch a few episodes of 

something. Then she will get 

back on the computer and 

write her fiction, more often 

than not until 2:00 in the 

morning. 

It is hard to pinpoint 

exactly how long it takes 

Suzanne to write a novel 

because she will sometimes 

put a book down and pick it 

back up after several years. 

Once In a Lifetime, her 

current book, took her 

approximately seven months 

from blank page to the end. 

In addition to writing novels, 

she is also a successful 

corporate writer. 

Suzanne lived with the 

plan to write. She wanted her 

fiction to reflect the real 

world, so she lived a life that 

could be written about. 

However, she is also 

adaptable. The changes 

currently going on in the 

marketplace have guided her 

away from coming of age and 

women’s fiction stories and 

back to her first love of gory 

horror. Suzanne cites Stephen 

King as an inspiration, as she 

was a devout fan of his 

earlier writings. So now she’s 

turned to more macabre 

occurrences and strange 

urban legends for inspiration, 

working in her way to set 

people free from reality. 

She has written two 

novels and a short story 

collection thus far. She loves 

all of her literary children 

equally, but the `80s’ milieu 

of Once in a Lifetime is 

perhaps her favorite. For her, 

the `80s was a fantastic, artsy 

decade, with a unique and 

vibrant music scene unlike 

anything before or since, and 

she loved commemorating 

that and creating excitement 

for that moment. She says 

that new writers need to write 

in the moment. They need to 

commit to the emotion and 

the intimacy of a moment 

rather than dictate what’s 

happening in a story. 

Suzanne can be reached 

at her email 

suzanne@mattaboni.com. 

She has Twitter, where she 

can be contacted at 

@suzmattaboni. Facebook at 

https://www.facebook.com/su

zanne.mattaboni, and 

Instagram at 

suzannemattaboni.

Author Spotlight: 

Suzanne Mattaboni 
By Avery Graycastle 

mailto:suzanne@mattaboni.com
https://www.facebook.com/suzanne.mattaboni
https://www.facebook.com/suzanne.mattaboni
https://www.instagram.com/suzannemattaboni/
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 Charles Kelley is an author of 

character-driven work. He does 

minimal plotting and frequently has 

to wait for his characters to tell him 

their stories. His process varies. 

Each book has its process that starts 

with a subject that interests him. 

Rough drafting takes approximately 

three to six months, and each book 

takes about eight to twelve months.  

He got his start writing after reading a 

mystery novel by a local author. Before 

stumbling upon that book, he had thought that 

authors only consisted of the prominent 

household names. Thanks to reading Reaper by 

Patrick J. O’Brian, Charles learned that 

becoming an author was possible for anyone. 

He works a full-time day job and tries to 

squeeze in one to two hours per night, and 

sometimes he will write on weekends as well. 

Charles has a wife and two sons, so his 

weekends are frequently full. He publishes 

using the website www.blurb.com, and he has a 

friend who designs his book covers. Charles 

published his first book in 2016 at 34 years old. 

He is three books into his first series, and his 

first story is still his favorite. 

To other writers, he says, “There 

is no right way to write a book, but 

there are certainly wrong ways.” He 

advises that new writers learn the 

rules of writing a novel before 

deciding to break those rules. 

Breaking them to further the story. 

He also suggests that you have a 

clear end goal in mind, even if you 

do not plan the rest of the book.  

Charles writes character-driven stories, 

which is a big part of what he believes makes a 

good book. He says, “A book can be about life 

on a non-existent planet in an alternate 

dimension that nobody could understand or 

relate to. But if the characters are believable and 

the reader can connect with them, then the story 

around the characters will work.” 

Charles can be reached across a variety of 

methods. You can email Charles at 

authorcharleskelly@gmail.com. His website is 

ckfiction.com, his Facebook is 

www.facebook.com/ckwriting, his Instagram is 

ckfiction, and his Twitter is @CKFiction.  

Author Spotlight: 

Charles Kelly 
By Avery Graycastle 

http://www.blurb.com/
mailto:authorcharleskelley@gmail.com
http://www.ckfiction.com/
http://www.facebook.com/ckwriting
http://www.instagram.com/ckfiction
https://twitter.com/CKFiction
http://www.writeofpassion.com
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Nicola Italia is a prolific author of historical 

romance with a happy ending and mystery. She 

self-publishes her books on Amazon, which 

takes approximately 72 hours to be made 

available to readers once the book is complete. 

Nicola started writing at 15 years old, writing 

the story of a ballerina and her circle of friends. 

Nicola published her first book in 2014 on 

Amazon. That book, The Shiek and the Slave, 

started as individual chapters on a blog. In 2013, 

she began to tie everything together into a 

novel.  

Nicola’s 75-80,000 word novels can take 

about two months to complete while she writes 

at night after work. She writes on a schedule of 

1500 words per day and tracks her word count 

in a spreadsheet. Her ideas come from various 

places, and she has written about Arabia, 

France, England, and Ceylon. The most 

surprising thing she learned when creating her 

books was that someone would pay for them 

and enjoy them.  

 When she was young, she didn’t want to 

be a writer. She wanted to be a singer. So when 

she’s not writing, she likes to sing, watch 

movies, and television. Recently she has been 

addicted to Chinese historical dramas on Viki.  

Her family is supportive and her cousins 

follow her social media. She has an active fan 

base and hears from them on Facebook, 

Goodreads, and Amazon reviews. The best thing 

she has ever heard from a customer was about 

her first book. Her reader was on the treadmill 

and all she could think about was Mohammed 

and Kat, the two main characters. 

 For Nicola, a good story needs good 

writing and strong characters. She especially 

likes to create intelligent females who want 

sexy, smart males. She has some advice for 

those who wish to follow in her footsteps. Keep 

writing. Keep striving towards your goal. Don’t 

give up. If you love it, go for it. If you would 

like to follow Nicola, you can do so on 

https://linktr.ee/authornicolaitalia. 

  

By Avery Graycastle 

Author Spotlight: 

Nicola Italia 

https://linktr.ee/authornicolaitalia
http://www.writeofpassion.com
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How do I know what lore to use in my work? 

The great thing about lore is that there is so 

much from so many different outlets that you can 

pick and choose or even alter it to fit what you 

need for your own work. Different areas could 

have lore about the same thing, but it comes from 

a different source and could have been altered 

through word of mouth before being recorded. 

 

What if I want to change an existing creature? 

Changing an existing creature is just fine. I 

would be careful to know the history of that 

creature and the culture it comes from as far as 

making sure not to be disrespectful of their 

culture. If you choose to alter something, you 

could also add the accurate information about it 

in the book as a way of giving credit to where it 

came from. 

 

How do I make a new creature? 

Making a new creature could work one of two 

ways. You could either start from scratch and just 

go straight from the imagination or you could use 

something for inspiration. Say you need an 

animal for your character to ride. You could use a 

horse, dinosaur, or some other large animal that 

would be capable of carrying them and their stuff. 

Change things such as eyes, limbs, fur in the 

sense of size, quantity, or shape. 

 

What if I get backlash for my creature? 

Not everyone will like your work, and that is 

okay. You can always add information about 

these creatures or lore and why you chose to use 

them in your work. This information could help 

them to understand your decisions as well as to 

avoid any misunderstandings. The goal is to 

always represent the information you include in 

your work with integrity and honesty. 

Ask Ani 
By Ani Cox 

http://www.writeofpassion.com


 8 

 

February 1st, 2021 

Chester said he’d take us to 

Mythic Gardens again, but it is 

unseasonably cold for winter 

right now. I heard that back in 

the day, winters were always 

cold. That hasn’t happened in 

at least 300 years though, so 

this is new to all of us. Since 

we can’t go to Mythic Gardens 

right now, Chester said we 

could go to the Underground 

Mythic Seas. We went and got 

to see so many water-bound 

creatures. It was amazing. We 

entered in through a cave, and 

it was so dark. 

I don’t fully understand 

how they did it, but the 

structure of the sea is set up so 

that the water is suspended in 

the air above us as we walk 

through the caves. The air was 

damp, and we could reach up 

and reach through the water to 

touch the creatures in certain 

areas. Something I didn’t 

expect to see at all happened 

though. Chester, being an alien, 

looks different than us. He has 

no facial features, is extremely 

tall, and almost iridescent. His 

colors shift between a red and 

orange normally. While we 

were in the caves, he changed 

colors though. He began to 

change between a soft blue, 

green, and yellow while we 

were there. Looking at him was 

like looking underwater and 

watching the colors reflect. 

When we went through the 

siren area, the men had to wear 

special ear plugs so that they 

wouldn’t hear their songs. 

Chester said he didn’t need 

them because he’s not human 

and doesn’t hear the songs the 

same. He actually said that it 

sounds like a high-pitched 

static noise to him. I think 

Purdy’s favorite part was 

seeing Cthulhu. He was 

napping when we went 

through, and his chin tentacles 

were drooping out of the water, 

and people were having to 

duck. Purdy just had to touch 

one and got a picture with it. It 

was so gross, but she’s into 

weird stuff like that. 

My favorite part was the 

mermaids. A lot of people 

think they are the same as 

sirens, but sirens evolved to 

look like mermaids and are 

related. Mermaids aren’t nearly 

as nasty. 

Overall, it was a great trip 

to see everything, and we took 

tons of photos and made so 

many memories. I love the 

outings Purdy and I go on with 

Chester. I’m surprised that no 

one has said anything about it 

though. Our parents just seem 

to accept that he’s a responsible 

adult, and no one looks at him 

weird despite his appearance. 

I’ll have to ask him about that. 

I know things are way different 

than they used to be, but aliens 

are still a pretty new concept 

for us. 

 

~Dork 

 

Purdy and Dork 

 By Ani Cox 

https://bit.ly/FracturedRealities
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 Have you heard the phrase: “Showing, not 

telling”? Some may say this technique and 

phrase are so cliché! Or maybe, you are 

wondering what the phrase really means?  

Both of these are legitimate responses to this 

often confusing saying, which is a guide to help 

writers improve their writing. 

“Showing, not telling” means you take a 

very direct statement about someone or 

something in your manuscript, and you explain 

it using actions by the characters, hints within 

the setting, and sensory words, so the reader can 

make an inference. An inference is when the 

reader uses the explicit information given and 

hints in the text to make an assumption. 

This means that “telling” only provides the 

explicit information to let the reader know what 

is happening. An example of “telling”: 

She called her dad, crying about how Mike 

had hurt her. She was sad and angry. 

“Showing” has the reader use more hints to 

have the reader make informed assumptions on 

what is going on. The above “telling” example 

revised to be “showing”: 

Her hands trembled as she dialed the 

number, worried that her dad may not 

understand. Her ragged breath was all he heard 

when he answered.  

After a moment, she screamed, “He left me, 

Dad! He left me for another woman!” The hot 

tears rolled down her cheeks. 

Pace can also be affected by your choice of 

“showing” or “telling.” Pace is the speed in 

which the reader is able to read the text. It not a 

precise measurement, but a general gauge, from 

read slowly to read quickly.  

To help your pace move quickly, like fight 

scenes, then fewer words are what you need. 

More “telling” would be good in this 

circumstance to help pick up the pace. 

To slow down the reader, like when you are 

building suspense or adding descriptions, add 

language that will help the reader to see, hear, 

taste, touch, smell, and feel. The thoughts, 

feelings, experiences, and places in your 

manuscript would be more detailed and thus 

slow the reader down. 

A writer must be careful when adding 

details, because too many unnecessary details 

becomes boring for the reader and slows down 

the pacing.  

Many experienced writers use both “telling” 

or “showing.” A writer must be aware of this 

tendency as well to be successful in including a 

realistic, varied pace throughout the text. 

“Showing,” not “telling” is appropriate in 

certain contexts, but it should not completely 

rule your writing. If you make sure you write a 

mixture of “showing” and “telling” to make 

your pace fit your purpose, you will have a 

riveting manuscript that readers will covet. 

Writing Tips: Pacing using  

Showing and Telling 
By Chaz Beebe 

WARNING: “Showing,” not “telling” is easy to say, but you must 

remember that pace is driven by using words in different ways. 
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As the weather begins to 

change and leaves fall, our 

minds start to turn towards 

the spooky and supernatural. 

It is fear of the unknown and 

of nature that created the 

most iconic monsters of all 

time in mythology. Imagine 

not knowing what a blue 

whale was, and then, when 

looking across the sea, a giant 

creature jumped out of the 

water. Fear would be a more 

than reasonable response, and 

that same fear helped create 

the mythological creatures 

we all know and love. 

Mythology is rife with stories 

of grand and powerful heroes 

going on epic quests, but we 

often forget just how dark 

those stories were and what 

kind of horrors awaited the 

heroes.  

 Many of the hero’s 

quests are to seek out and 

destroy an evil monster that 

has been plaguing the land. 

Hercules’s trials had many 

examples of monster-hunting 

adventure: Hercules and the 

hydra, and Perseus and the 

centaur. These adventures are 

some of the bases for many 

of the fantasy stories today, 

such as Percy Jackson and 

The Lord of the Rings. 

The creatures in 

mythology are terrifying 

because they are rooted in 

humanity's fear of the 

unknown and nature’s fury, 

over which humans have 

little to no control. Many of 

our genres today use the 

same elements such as 

horror, dark fantasy, and 

science fiction. 

In the dark fantasy realm, 

there are many examples of 

heroes having epic battles 

with what had been a 

powerful and unknown force. 

One of the first stories to use 

these element in a fantasy 

story was the epic poem 

Beowulf. In Beowulf, the hero 

comes to another kingdom to 

save them from a creature 

named Grendel who was 

murdering their people at 

night in brutal ways. This 

story used a universal fear of 

the unknown and also of the 

dark to make the villain 

terrifying just by the fact that 

it came at night, and no one 

who saw it survived to tell 

people what it looked like. 

That was until Beowulf set a 

trap for Grendel and defeated 

him. This was a classic story 

of something coming from 

the dark and unknown, with 

beast-like qualities with ties 

to nature and killing without 

remorse. Many fantasy 

stories have heroes braving 

terrible odds against powerful 

creatures, and this trope 

began with mythology.  

In mythology, nature was 

a dark and mysterious force 

that was usually out to kill 

humans. This was why the 

gods had to control these 

forces in many of the Greek, 

Roman, and Nordic myths. 

Great titans in stories were 

large forces of nature that 

gods in Greek mythology 

defeated in order to keep the 

world in balance. However, 

these titans still threatened to 

be unleashed on humanity at 

any time. A volcanic eruption 

and other large forces of 

nature were said to be great 

titans that were battling the 

Gods.  

The power of the 

unexplained and the natural 

world are still used in many 

genres today. Dante’s Peak, 

Jurassic Park, and Jaws are 

By Mary O’Donnell 

 

Genre Overview: Mythological Creatures 

and the Fear of the Unknown 
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all about how the natural 

world will destroy you if you 

don’t respect it. Nature is 

beautiful, but it can be cold, 

dark, and mysterious, too. 

Even today, with all we 

understand about nature, we 

still fear her fury, represented 

by many mythological 

creatures such as the titans or 

mermaids that lure men into 

the sea and drown them.  

Celtic mythology also 

used the fear of the unknown 

and nature. In Celtic 

mythology, the Fae, or 

fairies, were supernatural 

creatures that were 

unpredictable and powerful. 

The Fae were feral in their 

ideology, which meant that 

their connection to nature and 

the wild made them 

untrustworthy and alien to 

our own civilized world – or 

what we considered civilized 

at the time. There are many 

Irish folklore tales of children 

being taken by the Fae and 

replaced with sickly Fae 

children and of men who go 

traveling in the dark woods 

only to be lured to the Fae 

world either never to return 

or returning hundreds of 

years later when they thought 

only hours or days had 

passed. Time in the Fae 

world works mysteriously 

and dangerously, as do all 

things in the Fairy realm. 

Authors such as Susanna 

Clarke in her novel Jonathan 

Strange and Mr. Norrell used 

these old mythological tales 

to create their own fairy tales, 

which are as dark and 

mysterious as the world of 

the fairies itself.  

Mythological creatures 

were a reflection of human 

fear. Humans were afraid of 

nature’s wrath, darkness, and 

the unknown. Now, in today's 

world we have a lot more 

knowledge of science and 

how nature and the world 

work. However, there are still 

many mysteries that 

humanity hasn't solved. As 

writers, it is within those dark 

crevices of the unknown 

where we see interesting 

ideas emerge and stir our fear 

and imagination just as they 

had thousands of years ago. 

So next All Hallow’s Eve 

season, as the days grow 

shorter and the wind grows 

chilly, perhaps it will be 

stories of mythology that 

would make great Halloween 

stories to read or, even better, 

to read out loud with a group 

of friends while sitting by a 

bonfire. Nature, the dark, and 

a good mythology story will 

be all you need to feel the 

thrill of the fall season 

creeping up on you.

https://bit.ly/FracturedRealities


12 

 

With a creak of its large 

wheels, an old wooden cart 

rolled onto the paved road, 

where blades of grass and 

wildflowers pushed the 

pebbles apart. The man that 

held the reins had the most 

unusual of appearances. With 

long black hair tied behind his 

neck with a leather cord, a 

golden loop in his left ear, a 

cunning smile on his lips, and 

a smoke between his fingers, 

he had every man and woman 

turning their heads as he rolled 

past them towards the city. 

But his looks weren’t what 

made them whisper things into 

each other’s ears. It was the 

little lizard of deep blue that 

sat on the man’s shoulder. It 

flapped its wings, opened its 

mouth to let out a puff of 

smoke, and hopped around, 

trying to catch its spiked tail. 

The cage in the back of the 

cart rattled on the next bump 

in the road and had the crowd 

that had gathered gasping and 

jumping away. No matter 

what was kept under the dirty 

canvas, it didn’t seem to 

preoccupy the man who sat at 

the front puffing on the hand-

rolled cigarette between his 

fingers. 

Before the cart could reach 

the line of guards in front of 

the city gates, the man pulled 

on the reins, and the horse 

stopped. It clacked its hoofs 

on the road and snorted, lifting 

its head high. 

“Easy, Raven,” the man 

muttered in a deep voice as he 

jumped down from the cart 

and patted the neck of the 

horse. His gaze was set on the 

soldiers who checked the bags 

and crates of each man, 

woman, or merchant arriving 

late to the market. 

“Oi!” cried the merchant 

who rolled to a stop behind 

the man’s cart. “What’s the 

hold-up?” 

The man didn’t answer 

and only extinguished his 

cigarette on the sole of his 

boot and slipped the butt in 

the pocket of his long coat. 

“Move!” shouted the 

merchant again. 

The man looked up and 

bared his teeth. The drako on 

his shoulder hopped around 

and mirrored the gesture of its 

owner, followed by a low 

croak that could only be 

identified as a chuckle. The 

merchant frowned and leaned 

back, but the man turned away 

with a curse on his lips. He 

caught the arm of an urchin as 

the boy dashed from his side, 

sliding a leather pouch into the 

too-large shirt that hung from 

his shoulders. 

“Let me go!” 

“You have something of 

mine,” the man said with a 

half-smile. 

“You are mistaken!” cried 

the boy, tugging on his arm. 

Another voice had the man 

and the boy lifting their heads 

to the merchant who had 

turned his cart of overcharged 

goods to pass around them. 

“Is there a problem?” the 

merchant asked. 

The man pulled his coat 

away from his belt with his 

free hand, uncovering a sword 

and a set of daggers. 

“Why don’t you mind 

your own business?” the man 

asked. 

The merchant’s gaze 

flickered to the weapons and 

back to the man holding the 

urchin. He swallowed and 

turned to the city without 

another word, but he couldn’t 

hide his shaking hands as he 

ordered his horse to move. 

As soon as the merchant 

was out of earshot, the man 

The Butcher 
By Iren Adams 
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turned to the boy. 

“I’ll let you keep half of 

what’s in the pouch you’ve 

just cut if you tell me what’s 

with all these guards,” the 

man said and pointed with his 

thumb at the city gates. 

Some guards had stepped 

forward to inspect the 

merchant’s wares, but most 

still observed the scene. The 

boy quieted, unwilling to get 

noticed by the guards as much 

as the man was. 

“A few merchants have 

turned up dead in the villages 

around the capital. The King 

wants the killer found and 

hung,” the boy said and 

tugged on his arm. “Let me 

go. That’s all I’ve heard, I 

promise.” 

The man clicked his 

tongue. “Let’s make another 

deal, shall we? You keep the 

other half if you can tell me a 

way to Dylan’s shop that 

doesn’t cross the city.” 

“You seek the dealer of 

oddities?” 

“I’ve never understood 

why everyone calls them that, 

but yes. I have something for 

him.” 

“It’s up there,” the boy 

said, motioning at one of the 

overgrown paths that circled 

the city walls. “I can guide 

you there if you want.” 

“So you can strip me of 

my other trinkets?” the man 

asked with a smirk. “I don’t 

think so.” 

He dropped the urchin’s 

hand, but the boy didn’t run 

and played with a stone under 

his foot. 

“You are curious about the 

man, aren’t you?” 

The boy shrugged without 

lifting his gaze from the 

stones. 

The man sighed. “All 

right. You accompany me 

there, but as soon as I tell you 

so, you leave and don’t look 

back. Understood?” 

The boy looked up and 

nodded. 

“Hop up,” the man said, 

climbing onto the cart. 

As the urchin circled it, 

the cage in the back rattled. 

With a frown on his face, the 

boy stopped and looked up at 

the man. 

“You are either coming or 

you are not, but I’m leaving 

now,” the man said as one of 

the guards motioned at them 

and said something to the 

others in the group. 

The boy swallowed hard 

and climbed onto the cart and 

sat down on the wooden plank 

that served as the bench. The 

man picked up the reins. With 

a beat of its hoofs on the road, 

Raven started towards the path 

that ran from the bridge over 

the moat and behind a curve 

of the wall of the city. 

The wheels of the cart 

creaked each time they hit a 

bump on the neglected road. 

As the cage rattled again, the 

boy threw a glance over his 

shoulder. A raven croaked 

somewhere deep in the forest, 

and the boy jumped up in his 

seat. 

“What’s your name?” the 

man asked with a smirk as 

they rolled further away from 

the gate and closer to the 

forest of yellowing birches 

and evergreen pines. 

“Alfredo, but everyone 

calls me Al,” the boy 

answered with the innocent 

smile of a child. “Yours?” 

“Logan,” the man said. 

The drako on his shoulder dug 

its little paws into the man’s 

coat. The man chuckled and 

scratched its chin. “He’s Luke, 

and he doesn’t like it when no 

one asks about him.” 

“What is he? A dragon?” 

“A drako. Luke only has a 

few years behind his back. 

He’ll never grow into the size 

of a dragon, but he’ll be larger 

than this cart. Still, he'll be a 

formidable enemy if you ever 

decide to anger him.” 

Luke stumped its little 

paw on Logan’s shoulder and 

opened its mouth. Nothing 

happened, and it shook its 

head. He stumped his foot 

again, and this time a little 

flame showed from his throat. 



 14 

“You must know what 

Dylan deals in if you wish to 

see him,” the boy said, 

looking at the drako and back 

at the man. 

“Of course,” Logan said 

without adding anything else 

on the matter. 

With a long, straight 

stretch of road ahead of them, 

the man slid the reins on his 

knee and rolled another 

smoke. He put the cigarette to 

the drako’s lips, and with a 

burp and a cough, he lit it with 

a flicker of flame that didn’t 

last for more than a second. 

“Are you hungry?” Logan 

asked, letting out a cloud of 

smoke. 

Al pulled on the cuffs of 

his too-large shirt and nodded. 

Wedging the cigarette 

between his lips and puffing 

on it, Logan took a leather 

pouch from behind the bench 

and passed it to the boy. 

“Take whatever you 

want.” 

With a little frown, the 

boy untied the knot to reveal a 

couple of apples, a sandwich 

wrapped in a greasy wax 

paper, and a little metal 

container with dried fruits and 

nuts. Al glanced at Logan, 

who took another pull on his 

cigarette. The man didn’t add 

anything and only looked at 

the road ahead of him with a 

small frown on his face. 

Before Logan could change 

his mind, Al picked a few 

dried apricots and nuts and 

cracked into the red and green 

skin of an apple. 

“How old are you, Al?” 

Logan asked as the boy dried 

his mouth with the sleeve of 

his shirt and threw the apple 

core into the high grass, still 

green even this late into 

autumn. 

“Thirteen.” 

“And where are your 

parents?” 

“Never knew my dad. 

Mom is the one who threw me 

on the streets.” 

“Why?” 

Al winced and turned 

away. 

Logan let out another 

cloud of smoke and spit the 

tobacco fibers that got on his 

tongue. He didn’t insist on an 

answer, and neither of them 

spoke again. The creak of the 

wheels and the rattle of the 

cage were the only things that 

broke the silence that fell on 

them. 

They rode for another 

half-hour, and the man had 

rolled another cigarette before 

a small house appeared behind 

a few trees. The cold autumn 

wind wafted a column of 

smoke into the sky from the 

stone chimney and made the 

low branches of the pines 

brush the outer walls of the 

house. 

Logan looked up and 

down the road that stretched 

from the high walls of the city 

and into the forest. It ran by 

the house, and from the 

absence of a single wild bush, 

Logan guessed it was the 

usual route to the merchant’s 

house. 

Logan pulled on the reins 

and jumped off the cart. Al 

followed him, still eyeing up 

the cage at the back. 

“What did you bring to 

Dylan?” the boy asked, 

stepping to the man and 

dropping his voice to a 

whisper. 

“Something he won’t be 

able to resist.” 

The boy looked at the man 

with a frown much more 

mature than what his young 

face should be able to muster. 

“Don’t do it…” 

Logan leaned on his cart 

and crossed his arms over his 

chest, but his half-smile 

danced on his lips. “Why 

shouldn’t I?” 

“Don’t you know what 

he’s doing with them?” 

Logan winced and clicked 

his tongue. 

“You are no better than 

him,” Al said. 

He took the pouch he had 

cut from Logan’s belt and 

threw it to his feet. The coins 

were still clanking when Al 
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disappeared behind the first 

line of bushes. The drako 

snorted on Logan’s shoulder 

and let two small columns of 

smoke from his nostrils. 

“I know. It seems that 

even an urchin doesn’t want 

any of my dirty money.” 

Extinguishing his cigarette 

much the same way he did not 

more than an hour ago, Logan 

picked the pouch from the 

ground with a sigh. Tying the 

reins to a swaying wooden 

fence, Logan straightened his 

coat and started towards the 

house. His boots clicked on 

the wooden planks as he 

stepped on the porch. Logan 

glanced over his shoulder and 

back through the opened door 

as the drako dug his paws in 

his coat again. 

“Calm down,” he muttered 

as much to the drako as to 

himself and cleared his throat. 

“Now, let’s get it over with. 

He rapped on the door 

with his knuckles and watched 

through the doorway as a 

middle-aged man stepped into 

the room, drying his hands on 

an apron covered in rusty 

stains. His face, creased by the 

sun and age, split into a 

welcoming smile, and Logan 

mirrored it, even if a muscle 

jumped up and down his jaw. 

“Step inside,” the man 

said. “I’m Dylan.” 

“Logan.” 

The merchant stretched his 

hand towards the visitor as he 

entered, but Logan didn’t lift 

his. Dylan forced a smile on 

his lips as he let his hand fall 

back to his side. 

“Buying or selling?” 

“Selling,” Logan 

answered. 

The man motioned at the 

drako on Logan’s shoulder 

and shook his head. “That one 

is too small.” 

Luke curled his paws 

around Logan’s shoulder, 

making him wince as its claws 

dug into his skin. 

“This one is not for sale. I 

have something in the cart 

outside,” he said and motioned 

at the door and the yard 

behind it. 

“All right, let’s have a 

look,” the merchant said, 

walking towards the door. 

As soon as Dylan stepped 

onto the porch, Logan pulled 

Luke from his shoulder and 

set him on the counter inside 

the room. 

“Are you coming or 

what?” Dylan asked from 

outside. 

Logan nodded and 

followed the merchant to the 

cart. As soon as they stepped 

next to it, he pulled on the 

canvas. 

The creature in the cage 

lifted its gaze at the two men, 

hate burning in its human 

eyes. Hair of pure red was tied 

in a braid with jewels woven 

into it, and it fell down the 

slender back of what looked 

like a young girl. Except it 

wasn’t a girl. The arms of the 

creature ended just above the 

elbows to become wings 

covered in feathers of blue, 

purple, orange, and liquid 

gold. The same feathers 

shielded her chest and belly. 

Her legs were those of a bird, 

and she scratched the wooden 

floor of the cage with her 

claws. 

“An alkonost,” Dylan said, 

nodding with approval. He 

reached into the cage and 

tugged on the piece of cloth 

that was lodged in her mouth, 

checking if it was tight 

enough. “I see you’ve taken 

precautions.” 

“I wouldn’t want for her 

voice to be the last thing I hear 

before she charms me to my 

death.” 

Dylan smiled and showed 

two rows of pearl-white teeth. 

“How much do you want for 

her?” 

“I suppose you will be 

selling her in pieces, as you do 

with the rest of your 

merchandise,” Logan said 

without looking at the man. 

“Not that it should matter 

to you.” 

“It does matter when 

you’ll be making on each 
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piece as much as you’ll give 

me for the whole thing.” 

“One hundred orens is my 

offer,” Dylan said. 

“She’s worth much more 

than that. I want four 

hundred.” 

The merchant sighed. “A 

little high, but I must say, I’ve 

never dealt with a beauty such 

as this one.” 

“You’ll be 

earning…what? Twelve, 

fifteen hundred on her?” 

Logan asked, still not looking 

at the man. “Four hundred is a 

fair share for the one who has 

captured and brought you the 

alkonost.” 

The man scratched his 

neck and after a couple more 

seconds of deliberation, he 

offered his hand. “Deal, but 

you carry her inside.” 

Logan clasped the man’s 

hand, leveling his gaze to the 

merchant’s. As soon as Dylan 

stepped aside, Logan pulled 

the cage from the cart with a 

grunt and followed the man 

into the house. 

The alkonost hopped 

around the cage, flapping her 

wings, making each of 

Logan’s steps a struggle. 

Before following the merchant 

into the house, Logan glanced 

up and down the road and 

stepped inside. 

“Where do you want me to 

put her?” 

“Right here is good 

enough.” 

“You are paying me to 

carry her. This doesn’t look 

like the place where you store 

them.” 

“If you are offering,” 

Dylan said. 

He guided Logan into the 

back of the shop but didn’t 

walk towards a half-closed 

door. Instead, he descended a 

set of stairs nearby. At the 

bootom, Dylan opened 

another door with a key from 

his belt and led Logan into a 

basement where a dozen 

candles stood on barrels and a 

low table, offering enough 

light to see everything in the 

room. 

Logan clicked his tongue. 

He thought this place would 

not affect him after so much 

time, but he was wrong. It still 

made the hairs on his back 

stand. 

“You can put her here,” 

Dylan said and motioned at 

the corner of the room. 

Logan nodded and put the 

cage down as the girl inside of 

it threw him a withering look. 

Logan didn’t react as he 

glanced around the room. 

A basilisk scratched the 

floor of its cage with the nails 

of his legs, knocking on the 

bars with a metal cap that 

covered its head to protect 

anyone from catching its gaze 

and dying. A phoenix jumped 

up but couldn’t spread its tied 

wings. Even a griffin sat at the 

back of the shop and clacked 

its beak at the thick bars. 

Dylan captured Logan’s 

attention as he pulled a knife 

and cut two pouches from his 

belt. One big and one much 

smaller. 

“Four hundred,” the 

merchant said. 

Logan nodded and, with 

the pouches in his hand, 

walked up the stairs. Instead 

of turning towards the exit, he 

stepped through the other 

door. Luke ran into the room 

behind him but stopped at his 

side with a quiet whimper. 

Jars, pouches, and 

containers filled the shelves 

around them, each with a 

bone, organ, or scales filling 

them. All of it, an ingredient 

for a spell or a part of a future 

talisman. 

Logan had to unclench his 

teeth to prevent them from 

shattering. He had seen it all 

so many times that he could 

name each shelf and jar with 

his eyes closed. He took a 

deep breath and leaned down 

as Luke tugged on the leg of 

his trousers. The drako 

climbed up the sleeve of 

Logan’s coat to hop up onto 

his shoulder. He jumped 

around, puffed smoke, and 

whimpered. 



 17 

Logan clicked his tongue 

and scratched Luke’s chin. “I 

agree. We’ve seen enough.” 

When Logan walked back 

down the stairs, Dylan jumped 

up from where he was 

crouching next to the cage 

with his newest acquisition. 

“You’ve given me a 

scare,” he said with a smile. 

“Even if in cages, you never 

know what to expect from 

these beasts.” 

Logan didn’t answer. 

“Can I help you with 

something else?” Dylan asked 

with a nervous smile 

spreading on his lips. “I know 

I’ve said I’m not interested, 

but I can offer you ten silvers 

for that drako of yours. It 

would look much better on a 

leash.” 

“I would imagine you 

would say that,” Logan said. 

Dylan climbed to his feet 

with a frown. Before he could 

do anything else, Logan pulled 

a dagger from his belt and 

threw it at Dylan. The 

merchant ducked, but not fast 

enough. The dagger’s blade 

went right through his 

shoulder. Blood seeped 

through Dylan’s fingers as he 

grabbed it. 

“What do you think you 

are doing?!” 

“Paying you back for 

something you’ve done,” 

Logan said and stepped closer. 

He pulled the dagger from 

Dylan’s shoulder and kneed 

him in the groin. As the 

merchant fell to his knees, 

Logan crouched next to him. 

“Who are you?!” Dylan 

cried. 

“I’ve told you, my name is 

Logan. But your friends gave 

me another name that has even 

the King worried.” 

The merchant pulled away 

from Logan, who smirked and 

stepped closer to him. 

“You…you are the 

Butcher!” 

“I see the rumors of my 

deeds reached you, but I’m 

here on a more personal 

matter. Not that it will help 

you,” Logan said. He rolled up 

the sleeves of his coat to 

reveal thousands of scars on 

his forearms. “I was in your 

care once. You insisted I 

didn’t have a name then. You 

said I was nothing more than a 

beast like the rest of the 

creatures you have here.” 

“The drakain that 

escaped!” 

“You recognize me. That’s 

good. I was but a boy when 

you forced me to shift and 

plucked all of my scales one 

by one. A drakain is nothing 

without those,” Logan said 

with his half-smile spreading 

on his lips. “But I guess I have 

to thank you. It’s easier to 

hunt your kind without them.” 

Dylan fumbled with the 

sheath on his belt and pulled 

the same knife he had used to 

cut the pouches. He pulled his 

hand up to strike at the man, 

but Logan caught it. 

“It’s time to end this,” 

Logan said and ran his own 

dagger through the merchant’s 

heart. 

The drako on his shoulder 

lifted his paw and uttered 

something reassembling a 

roar. 

Logan nodded. “The worst 

kind of monsters. It seems we 

agree; he got what he 

deserved.” 

He closed his eyes and 

took a deep breath. Retrieving 

his dagger from the 

merchant’s still body and 

wiping it on his already 

bloody shirt, he turned to the 

cage with the alkonost he had 

just traded for the gold. 

A creak of a board made 

him lift his head towards the 

stairs, where Al stood with a 

wooden plank in his hands. 

“Don’t touch her!” the boy 

cried. 

“Or what?” 

The boy frowned and 

stammered. “I… I…” 

The drako beat his tail on 

Logan’s shoulder, and the man 

sighed. He climbed to his feet 

and lifted his hands into the 

air. 

“I’m not touching 
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anything. But do take a look 

around you. Do you think I 

would have done that to Dylan 

if I came here to hurt any of 

these? It would be easier to 

just leave.” 

With his frown only 

deepening, the boy lowered 

the plank. 

“Didn’t we have a deal?” 

Logan asked. “You 

accompany me here and then 

you leave?” 

The boy swallowed hard. 

The drako leaned towards 

Logan and rubbed its head on 

the man’s neck. 

Logan sighed. “I know 

he’s not a danger, at least for 

now.” 

Al lifted his gaze at 

Logan, the fear flickering in it 

for a second, but the boy 

squared his shoulders. 

“I won’t let anyone hurt 

any of the creatures,” he said. 

Logan chuckled. 

“Well then, little soldier,” 

Logan said. “You better start 

opening those cages. We 

shouldn’t be here when 

anyone else shows up.” 

Al nodded and rushed to 

obey the order. The phoenix 

was the first one he set free, 

and it sprung out of the cage. 

As it spread its wings, the 

flames burned on the tips of 

its feathers. As Al turned to a 

cage with a manticore in it, 

Logan stepped towards the 

alkonost again. 

The girl pulled away as he 

opened the cage, and Logan 

offered her a pained smile. 

“I’m sorry I had to do 

this,” he said. “I had to offer 

him something, so he would 

let me inside.” 

The girl reached for the 

cloth that was lodged in her 

mouth but couldn’t pull it 

away with her wing. 

“Come, I’ll help you,” 

Logan said. 

The alkonost made a 

tentative step towards Logan 

and then another one. He 

untied the cloth as soon as she 

was close enough and stepped 

away so she could climb out 

of the cage. 

“I’m yet again asking for 

your forgiveness, Nori.” 

“It’s the second time this 

month, Logan!” she said in a 

melodious voice. 

Logan winced. 

“I’ve made a promise to 

help you,” she said, hitting 

him in his chest with the bend 

of her wing. “But this is 

getting ridiculous. If you 

won’t stop kidnapping me, I’ll 

make my sisters charm you.” 

“Would you really want 

that?” Logan asked, a half-

smile spreading on his lips as 

he stepped closer to the 

alkonost. 

She blushed and turned 

away. Logan cursed, but his 

drako stomped one of his 

paws on Logan’s shoulder. 

“I don’t know,” Logan 

muttered. 

“What?” Nori asked, 

glancing at him. 

“Luke had this stupid 

idea.” 

“Which is?” 

“That I should kiss you.” 

“Well, will you?” Nori 

asked, tilting her head and 

arching a brow. 

Logan's smirk spread on 

his lips. “It wasn’t enough for 

you to charm me. You have to 

torture me, too.” 

“You might not have your 

scales any longer, Logan, but I 

can’t charm you… Even if it 

would be much easier to deal 

with you if I could.” 

“Ouch. That hurt.” 

“Stop kidnapping me, and 

you might see that I can be 

nicer.” 

Logan chuckled but turned 

away as Al cleared his throat. 

Two dozen creatures stood 

behind his back, all of them 

bowing to Logan and Nori. 

“I suppose that’s the cue 

for us to leave,” Logan said 

and offered his hand to Al. 

“Thanks for the help.” 

“Can I come with you?” 

Al asked. 

“Why would you want to 

follow me?” 

“I’ve heard the merchant 

say you are a drakain.” 



 19 

“Was. I was a drakain.” 

“Well, whichever it is… 

I’m not human either. My 

mom threw me out of the 

house because these grew out 

of my back,” Al said and took 

his shirt off. 

A pair of deep gray wings 

spread behind his back. Logan 

stepped closer and pulled Al’s 

head down. He ran his fingers 

through his hair until he found 

the pair of growing horns. 

“A winged genie.” 

Al nodded. 

“My life isn’t devoid of 

dangers, and it’s definitely not 

one for a boy, even if not a 

human one,” Logan said. “If 

you’ve heard the merchant say 

I was a drakain, you must 

have heard I’m the Butcher 

the King is seeking.” 

“I don’t care. I want to do 

what you do. Protect those 

who can’t do it for 

themselves.” 

Logan clicked his tongue. 

He opened his mouth with a 

refusal sitting on the tip of his 

tongue when Nori nudged him 

with her wing. 

“It might do you some 

good to have the kid around. It 

might even make you less 

careless.” 

“I have Luke. He keeps 

me busy enough.” 

“A winged genie is a 

protector. You might need him 

more than he needs you.” 

Logan pressed his lips and 

took a deep breath. The drako 

flapped his wings a few times 

and jumped around, trying to 

catch his tail. 

“Not you, too,” Logan 

muttered. 

The drako let out a flicker 

of a flame from his throat, and 

Logan sighed. 

“All right,” Logan said, 

shaking his head. “But right 

now, we have to leave.” 

Al smiled and followed 

the group as it filed out of the 

house and took seats on the 

cart. Instead of pulling the cart 

onto the road, Logan guided 

Raven deeper into the forest. 

By the time the next customer 

discovered what happened to 

Dylan, the group was long 

gone. 

As years passed, the tales 

of two men traveling through 

the Kingdom on a creaking 

cart with a cage in the back 

spread through the continent. 

No one knew what hid under 

the canvas in that cage. Some 

said it was a girl-bird creature; 

others said it was a big lizard 

of deep blue with wings on its 

back. The two men never 

stayed for long, but each time 

they left, a merchant of 

oddities would be found dead, 

and all the creatures would be 

gone with them. 
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Zaira had been waiting 

for the weekend to hurry up 

and end so that they could get 

back to work. Today was the 

big day, and they could 

hardly contain their 

excitement. Today, they 

would be welcoming a 

Morixian unicorn. There 

were less than a dozen left in 

the world. Their sanctuary 

was chosen to house one of 

the last of the noble breed. 

They hoped that they could 

breed the unicorn with one of 

the more common Neptunian 

unicorns. Humanity had 

hunted Morixians, pushing 

them to the brink of 

destruction as they were once 

seen as symbols of bad luck.  

Zaira’s hands shook as 

they punched in their code to 

be let into the sanctuary. 

They only half listened to 

their supervisor’s morning 

briefing as they made a 

mental checklist of 

everything they needed to do 

before their newest addition 

arrived.  

 “Any day now, and we 

should be welcoming our 

newest baby dragon,” 

Charles, the head of the 

Dungeons and Drakes 

department, announced to a 

round of applause. Zaira 

would love to hear him drone 

on about the multiple updates 

from his department any 

other day, but they had a lot 

of work to get done. 

They skipped the usual 

post-meeting chit chat and 

headed straight for their 

office. Markie was already at 

her desk, buried neck-deep in 

paperwork.  

“Zaira!” She jumped up 

as soon as they opened the 

door. “Do you have an 

ETA?” 

Zaira grinned at their 

assistant. “They should be 

arriving around 11. We only 

have a few hours to make 

sure the preparations are 

complete.”  

The protocol was to keep 

new arrivals separated for six 

weeks before being 

introduced to the rest of the 

herd to allow them to adjust 

to their new setting and make 

sure they had time to run a 

full panel of tests. Magical 

diseases could wipe out an 

entire herd, as the Iscallian 

Society had found out a few 

years ago after they had 

introduced a new unicorn to 

the herd before the standard 

six weeks. Half of their 

unicorns had died within a 

matter of weeks. Zaira and 

Markie had doubts that the 

Morixian unicorn was in 

good health, and it was 

always better to be overly 

cautious.  

Their assistant squealed 

in delight. “I can’t believe we 

get to see a real-life 

Morixian! Seeing a creature 

so rare is the sort of thing you 

dream of in school, but you 

never expect it to really 

happen. Have you decided on 

a name yet?” 

“About a million. I feel 

like I’ll finally decide on one 

when I finally see him.”  

“I still can’t believe we 

are getting him,” Markie said, 

grinning. 

Zaira nodded. “He’s 

lucky the MCPA found him 

when they did. Another few 

days and that poacher 

probably would have sold 

him.”  

The Magical Creatures 

Protection Agency had 

immediately called Zaira’s 

sanctuary after they found the 

unicorn. They weren’t the 

closest magical sanctuary; 

however, they were the most 

capable of housing a find this 

rare.  

From Dusk Til Dawn 
By Lex Night 



 21 

“It’s a shame about his 

hind leg. The agent said he 

has a pretty bad limp thanks 

to an old break,” Zaira told 

her, sighing.  

His rehabilitation chances 

were low with a limp like 

that. The magic in the world 

was slowly recovering thanks 

to conservation efforts, but he 

would probably not be able to 

survive in the wild.  

Magic had nearly been 

wiped out in the world after 

the great purge. Many 

magical creatures were 

destroyed, and those that 

remained were almost 

extinct. The destruction of 

magical habitats had made it 

so many of the remaining 

magical animals had to be 

housed in sanctuaries. The 

staff mages had carefully 

crafted each individual 

habitat. Small pocket 

dimensions were used, 

especially for animals that 

needed a more extensive 

habitat, like dragons. It was 

complex magic that made 

Zaria’s head hurt when they 

looked at the magical texts 

pertaining to the habitats, but 

it worked. That was all that 

mattered to them. 

~ 
The next few hours flew 

by quickly. They had to make 

sure the holding area which 

would house the Morixian 

unicorn was ready. Zaria 

brought in the supplies they 

would need to do a full 

workup on the unicorn. They 

went over their list half a 

dozen times, watching as the 

minutes slowly ticked by. 

Markie had been correct 

earlier: in school, they had 

dreamed of a moment exactly 

like this. They were part fae 

on their mother’s side, so 

they felt a special connection 

to all magical creatures.  

Many fae were lost to 

sickness despite not being 

hunted down as others had 

been. Their magic was linked 

to the land, and as the magic 

bled out of the world, the fae 

had suffered the same fate. 

Magical abilities were 

incredibly rare amongst their 

people now. Zaira had once 

dreamed of what their powers 

would be, but none had 

manifested. They had turned 

away from childish dreams of 

magic and thrown themself 

into conservation work. 

Maybe if they rolled back 

some of the damage done to 

the world, magic would 

return to the fae as well.  

Zaira nearly jumped 

when the phone rang. It was 

security alerting them that 

they had just buzzed in the 

trailer carrying their newest 

unicorn. Markie had gone to 

wait at the gate so she could 

direct them to the receiving 

area. They headed over to the 

controls for the bay door, 

watching the door gradually 

creep up. Their knees felt 

weak when they finally saw 

the truck pull around.  

They held their breath as 

the driver carefully backed 

the trailer up to the open 

door. Movement could just 

be made out inside of the 

trailer. This was it; history 

was being made at their 

sanctuary. Zaira signed the 

paperwork the MCPA agent 

offered them. It was the 

standard documentation that 

was required anytime they 

took in a creature from the 

agency. They could barely 

focus on signing their name. 

Their eyes kept darting over 

to the ramp Markie was 

helping set up. 

“He’s pretty tame, but he 

isn’t fond of people. One of 

the other agents took a nasty 

kick helping get him into the 

trailer,” the agent warned 

them.  

“I am used to 

temperamental unicorns, but I 

will be careful.”  

The man nodded to his 

partner, who unlatched the 

trailer, and Zaira got their 

first look at the beast in 

question. He hesitated in the 

trailer for a moment but 

slowly stepped onto the 

ramp, which led to a small, 

gated area. They could then 

funnel him into his new 

home. He made it down the 

ramp fine, though he did 
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walk with a pronounced 

limp.  

No books in the world 

could do him justice. 

Neptunian unicorns had coats 

in a range of iridescent 

colors, but Morixian unicorns 

were pure black. His coat 

shimmered with several other 

colors, but it looked as black 

as the night sky from a 

distance. Zaira looked up in 

awe at the twisted horn that 

looked like the gods 

themselves carved it from 

obsidian. They were a bit 

taken back when they finally 

looked into the beast's eyes 

and took in what looked like 

small stars, a galaxy hidden 

away.  

Zaira took a few shaky 

steps closer to the enclosure, 

expecting him to back away. 

Instead, he took several steps 

closer to them, almost 

pressed against the chain-link 

fence.  

“Whoa,” Markie said, 

starting to come towards 

them, and the unicorn did not 

like that. He let loose a deep 

sound of displeasure. 

“Told you, he doesn’t like 

people,” the MCPA agent 

called as he and his partner 

finished closing the trailer up. 

“Good luck with him.” 

“Thank you,” Zaira 

muttered, uncaring if the 

agents could hear them. They 

were too enthralled by the 

Morixian unicorn in front of 

them. He had trotted away, 

seemingly trying to get away 

from Markie, who had joined 

them. 

Their assistant crossed 

her arms over her chest. 

“Why didn’t he react to you? 

He was fine until I came 

over.” 

They shrugged. “Not 

sure. Maybe he just didn’t 

realize I was here? Maybe his 

eyesight isn’t great.” They 

had been standing still for the 

most part as he entered the 

small area.  

“Or he likes you better,” 

she joked. 

Zaira wasn’t inclined to 

agree, but after just an hour 

working with their newest 

acquisition, they were 

beginning to think maybe 

Markie had been correct. 

Every time she tried to get 

close to him, he darted away 

from her. As soon as Zaira 

had approached him, he 

would meet them halfway. It 

was so odd. Most of their 

unicorns were indifferent to 

them at this point, but they 

had never seen one act like 

this.  

Markie and Zaira both 

stayed nearby, trying to get 

him used to their presence so 

they could start to get blood 

samples. However, it became 

apparent that he would not let 

their assistant anywhere near 

him. Finally, Zaira decided to 

see if he would let them get 

closer. Markie had a small 

potion in hand to subdue him 

if he attacked them, but they 

had a feeling she wouldn't 

need to use it. It was the 

oddest thing, but Zaira felt 

drawn to him. They had a 

connection to all the unicorns 

they worked with, but none 

had ever called to them as he 

did.  

He did more than let them 

approach this time. Once they 

entered, the unicorn did not 

hesitate to make his way over 

to them. Zaira heard Markie 

exhale sharply as he pressed 

his muzzle against their face. 

His coat was softer than they 

ever could have imagined, 

but such friendly behavior 

was downright bizarre. They 

slowly reached up and placed 

their hand on his crest, 

carefully running their hand 

down his smooth mane.  

“Zaira, what the crap? I 

have never seen a unicorn do 

that before,” Markie 

whispered. “It’s like he 

bonded with you.” 

Once unicorns bonded 

with people, choosing their 

riders, but those were legends 

of a time long since gone. No 

one rode unicorns anymore as 

there were too precious few 

of them left in the world. It 

was a great honor to be 

chosen by a unicorn, and 

every great hero in the old 

tales seemed to have ridden 

one into battle. 
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 “Can you pass me the 

vials? I’m going to see if he 

will let me take some 

blood.”  

He didn’t like Markie 

moving closer to them, even 

though she was on the other 

side of the fence. Once she 

had backed off, he calmly let 

Zaira take several vials of 

blood. They whispered soft 

words of encouragement, 

making sure he stayed calm 

during the rest of the exam. 

He let them take 

measurements and even went 

onto the scale at the far end 

of the enclosure without a 

fight. They wanted to get 

some x-rays of his hind leg, 

just to see how the break had 

healed. For now, though, they 

would let him rest and get 

more accustomed to his new 

home before they worried 

about the x-rays. 

Their assistant was 

bursting with exuberant 

energy once they left the 

holding pen. They shared her 

excitement but were trying to 

keep up a professional front. 

They looked over their 

shoulder as they headed out 

of the unicorn enclosure. The 

unicorn was staring at them, 

pressed against the gate. 

They had a strong urge to go 

back to him, but there was so 

much work to be done. They 

would check on him later. 

Markie was talking a mile 

a minute by the time they got 

back to their office. They had 

dropped the blood vials off at 

the lab, marked with the 

highest priority. If he was 

sick, the sooner they treated 

him, the better.  

“So, what do we call 

him?” Their bubbly assistant 

finally stopped long enough 

to let them get a word in. 

They loved how enthusiastic 

she was about all of this. 

“I was thinking Dusk.” 

They had gone through a 

mental list of names, and that 

one had just seemed to fit. 

“Do you like it, or is it a bit 

cheesy?” 

“Both. I love it because it 

is cheesy.”  

They shared a laugh as 

Zaira sat in front of their 

computer. They had a dozen 

emails waiting for them, 

several from the staff at other 

sanctuaries asking for 

updates. Their field wasn’t 

that large, so they knew most 

of the others that specialized 

in taking care of unicorns. 

They had been emailing them 

since they’d gotten the call 

about Dusk. They smiled and 

opened up their internal 

system that kept track of all 

of the magical creatures in 

their care.  

They typed in the initial 

information about him, 

including his new name. 

Creating a chart for him 

meant their lab staff could 

add his results directly into 

the system once the results 

were available. They still 

needed some photos of him, 

but getting his paperwork 

started was the first step in 

getting his care plan 

established. 

Dusk was a bit 

underweight, so that was 

their first concern for now. 

His blood work would give 

them a better idea if his 

nutrition needed to be 

adjusted more. Morixian 

unicorns' research was a bit 

sparse, but they seemed to 

need the same diet as 

Neptunian unicorns. They 

would need a stool sample 

for the lab, so hopefully, they 

could collect that shortly.  

“Zaira.”  

A whisper of their name 

startled them, making them 

jump.  

“Markie?” 

 A glance around the 

room revealed that their 

assistant had left at some 

point.  

“Odd,” they muttered to 

themself. They could have 

sworn someone had said their 

name. They turned their 

attention back to the 

unanswered emails. The 

director of the sanctuary took 

priority, so they responded to 

that email first with an 

update. 

“Zaira.” 

They jumped to their feet, 

computer chair rolling away. 
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That had definitely been their 

name. They headed over to 

the open door, sticking their 

head out to see if someone 

was around. The hall was as 

empty as their office. Maybe 

they were losing it after all. 

A glance at the clock 

made them realize they had 

missed lunch. They headed 

back to their computer and 

quickly finished responding 

to emails so that they could 

get some food. Zaira slung 

their bag over their shoulder 

and headed out. They kept an 

eye out for anyone nearby 

that may have been calling 

for them but didn’t pass 

anyone. They sent a quick 

text off to Markie that they 

were late getting to lunch, as 

usual. They pushed aside the 

oddness of what happened in 

the office as they headed to 

the cafeteria.  

~ 
The rest of the day was a 

blur, as most of Zaira’s 

afternoon was filled with 

meetings and administrative 

work. They left Markie to 

handle the rest of Dusk's 

transition, but the unicorn 

was never far from their 

mind. They found it hard to 

focus that day, their mind 

often wandering to thinking 

about him. It was no surprise 

to them that their dreams that 

night were filled with 

midnight-colored unicorns.  

As much as they wanted 

to devote all of their time to 

Dusk, Zaira saw very little of 

him that first week. They 

stopped in from time to time 

to see how he was doing and 

check on his lab results. The 

most time they got with him 

was when they managed to 

get him to do some x-rays of 

his hind leg. Markie had been 

trying all week, but he would 

dart away anytime she 

entered his enclosure. Their 

assistant had pouted when 

they managed to do it in half 

an hour.  

Zaira sent the x-rays to 

the vet that oversaw the 

entire herd. He was an expert 

in this field and could assure 

them that the break had 

healed cleanly. Dusk didn’t 

seem to have any issues 

galloping through his new 

home, but there was an 

apparent lopsidedness to his 

gallop. They would keep an 

eye on this, mostly when his 

quarantine period was over, 

and he joined the other 

unicorns.  

~ 
Focusing on other work 

became even more 

challenging as Dusk’s second 

week in the sanctuary started. 

Zaira was dreaming of him 

nightly now, but the dreams 

which had once been 

lighthearted and joyful took a 

dark turn. A feeling of dread 

set in as the dreams twisted 

into nightmares. They woke 

up nearly every night in a 

panic, sweat dripping from 

their brow. Their partner was 

alarmed by this sudden 

change and begged them to 

see a doctor.  

“It’s just dreams,” they 

insisted.  

~ 
By the fourth week, the 

lack of sleep was starting to 

affect Zaira’s work. Markie 

noticed first since she spent 

the most time with them. She 

had been gently prodding 

them for answers, but it 

escalated when they fell 

asleep at their desk multiple 

times.  

“Zaira, what is going on 

with you? This isn’t like you 

at all. Either tell me what’s 

going on, or I will voice my 

concerns to Tara.”  

“I’m fine, Markie,” Zaira 

grumbled, a bit irritated that 

she was threatening to talk to 

their boss. “I just haven’t 

been sleeping well, is all.”  

It placated Markie some, 

but they could tell their 

explanation didn't convince 

her. They just needed a good 

night’s rest, and things would 

be fine.  

~ 
The problem was the 

dreams were getting worse. 

Anytime they closed their 

eyes, the nightmares were 
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there, weaving twisted 

horrors through their 

subconscious. Zaira knew 

they needed a break, but with 

Dusk still in his quarantine 

phase of transition, they just 

couldn’t afford to be away. 

They were the only ones that 

he would let near him. They 

couldn’t just walk out in the 

middle of such an important 

project. 

~ 
As the weeks stretched 

on, their health deteriorated. 

One day in the fifth week, 

Markie refused to accept their 

lies that everything was fine.  

“You are falling apart in 

front of my eyes, Zaira, and I 

can’t watch this anymore. 

You need to see a doctor or a 

mage or something! You look 

terrible. Please, just go in.” 

“I appreciate your 

concern, but I am fine.” They 

could feel their frustration 

with the situation growing by 

the second.  

“You aren’t!” Markie 

insisted. 

“Gods damn it all, 

Markie! You aren’t my 

parent. If I say I’m fine, then 

I’m fine!”  

In all their years working 

together, Zaira had never lost 

their temper like that at her. 

Their assistant took a step 

back, eyes wide.  

“Shit, Markie, I’m sorry.” 

She clenched her fists, 

clearly upset by their 

interaction.  

“This is what I am talking 

about, Zaira. You’ve been on 

edge for weeks. Ever since 

we took Dusk,” she said, 

pausing for a moment. 

“Maybe the old tales are true. 

Maybe Morixians are bad 

luck. You only started to 

change once he arrived.” 

“Are you even listening 

to yourself? You know that 

isn’t true, Markie. Morixians 

were seen as bad omens 

because they are connected 

with death. A herd of them 

wandering through a 

battlefield makes sense once 

you know how closely they 

are tied with death, but they 

aren’t bringers of bad luck. 

They just sense death.” A 

realization hit them all at 

once. Morixian unicorns 

were as closely tied to death 

as Neptunians were tied to 

life.  

They sat down hard, their 

chair almost rolling out from 

under them. What if the 

reason why Dusk only 

responded to them was that 

they were sick? No one had 

studied them enough to know 

if they could sense that sort 

of thing.  

“Markie, call Tara. I am 

leaving for the day.” 

“Zaira?” Her voice was 

full of concern.  

“I think I need to see a 

doctor.”  

Markie had insisted on 

driving them to the 

emergency room. They felt 

much like they imagined 

Dusk had felt that first day. 

An entire team took blood 

and did various tests until a 

doctor finally came to break 

the bad news: cancer. There 

were a lot of tears after that. 

Markie, their partner, and 

eventually Zaira themself as 

the news finally settled in. 

They had a rare and 

aggressive form of brain 

cancer, which had started to 

spread, but the doctors were 

hopeful that they had caught 

it in time. 

~ 
Weeks stretched into 

months as Zaira went through 

several rounds of 

chemotherapy. Healers 

helped manage the symptoms 

of the treatment, but even 

magic had its limits. It left 

them weak; their immune 

system compromised. It was 

nearly four months before 

they convinced their partner 

to let them stop by work. 

Markie had been doing an 

excellent job in their absence, 

but they missed it there. 

People from several 

departments came to greet 

them, each wearing a mask 

with a cute unicorn to show 

their support. It felt odd to be 

pushed through the halls they 

had walked down every day 
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for years. Seeing Markie was 

what finally made them break 

down and cry. It felt so good 

to be back here, at last. This 

was their dream, their most 

outstanding achievement, and 

they had almost lost it all.  

Zaira’s partner stayed 

behind as only Markie and 

Zaira were allowed to head to 

the enclosure. Markie started 

to fill Zaira in as she pushed 

their wheelchair. Dusk had 

been introduced to the rest of 

the herd several months back, 

which had gone over with 

mixed results. Most of the 

unicorns kept their distance 

from him, but one had 

recently taken a liking to 

him.  

“He and Dawn spend 

most of their day together 

now. I am hoping we will see 

some babies soon. Maybe 

with Dawn accepting him, 

the others will slowly warm 

up to him as well.” 

Zaira smiled as their 

assistant carried on about the 

unicorn soap opera, as they 

liked to call it. Unicorns 

carried grudges, and it made 

the inner working of the herd 

challenging to manage 

sometimes. Two unicorns 

were currently having a tiff, 

refusing to be near one 

another.  

“It’s making feedings 

quite interesting since they 

are housed next to each other. 

I’m thinking I may have to 

move them apart because 

they are getting nasty. Sky 

nearly took Vale out with a 

nasty kick trying to get to 

Morning.”  

Vale was one of the staff 

that usually handled the 

daytime feeding schedules of 

the unicorns. Being kicked by 

a unicorn could do some 

severe damage, but Markie 

assured them that he was 

fine.  

~ 
They finally made it to 

the enclosure that housed 

most of the herd, and their 

assistant typed in the security 

code to let them in. They 

wouldn’t be able to go far in 

as their wheelchair wasn’t 

suited for the thick forest that 

covered most of the 

enclosure, but the area near 

the door was fenced in and 

covered in concrete to allow 

supplies to be brought in. 

Despite the vast area they had 

to roam, Dusk and Dawn 

were waiting for them. 

The two unicorns were 

total opposites, but both were 

stunning in their own way. 

Dusk’s onyx horn was a 

beautiful contrast to the 

iridescent of Dawn’s. It 

warmed Zaira’s heart that the 

two of them might be able to 

bring more Morixians into 

the world. Dusk slowly 

walked up to the fence, dark 

eyes boring into them. A 

moment of understanding 

passed between the two of 

them as Dusk made a soft 

noise and trotted off.  

Dawn stayed for a 

moment but soon followed 

her new friend, heading deep 

into the woods where they 

couldn’t follow. Zaira rested 

their hand against the fence.  

“I think they were wrong 

about Morixians,” they 

mused. “I think their close 

ties with death can help the 

living.” 

“You think?” Markie 

asked, watching the two 

unicorns as they disappeared. 

The walk back was 

mostly quiet; each of them 

lost in thought until Zaira 

finally broke the silence. 

“You said Dusk is doing 

better with people?” 

“Oh, yes. He even lets 

Vale groom him 

occasionally. He’s been much 

more friendly since he and 

Dawn have been spending 

more time together. Why do 

you ask?” 

Zaira was quiet for a 

moment, an idea turning over 

in their head.  

“Well, I was thinking that 

maybe he starts joining Dawn 

on her rounds.” Some of the 

local hospitals used unicorns 

as therapy companions. Their 

very nature seemed to help 

speed healing and helped 

patients cope better.  
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Markie thought about it 

for a moment. “Are you sure 

that’s a good idea? I mean, if 

your theory that Dusk knew 

you were sick is true and 

everything that happened was 

like him trying to warn you, 

wouldn’t that make it worse 

for people?”  

Zaira and Markie had 

discussed the odd dreams 

several times since they had 

been in treatment. The 

dreams had stopped 

immediately after being 

diagnosed.  

“I think he could be a 

comfort in a way the others 

can’t be for the ones that 

won’t get better.”  

The unicorns were good 

with patients who would 

recover but had mixed 

results with more terminal 

cases. Their magic was tied 

to life, after all, so those 

hovering on the point in 

between made them skittish.  

“I will reach out to the 

death doulas at the hospitals 

and get their input. I am sure 

they would love to see first-

hand the magic of a 

Morixian.” Once, that had 

been Zaira’s biggest dream 

as well. Now that they had 

seen it, they wanted to help 

them find their place in this 

world that was finally 

embracing magic once more. 

After all, without Dusk, they 

may never have seen another 

dawn again. 
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