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-Hey, did you know the word dragon is just a parody of itself?





~Huh?



-Seriously. Just found it out from a flamer. It comes from the phoenix word: “drae-koh”- which literally translates to “vaguely draconic.”





~Yeah right



-I’m not joking! Even the great, immortal philosophers gave up trying to pin-point what we are.





~... Flying lizards?



-Flying-? You can barely manage a hover on a windy day- and you literally know someone who’s ground-bound!





~I mean it fits most of us.



-Okay then- what about ALL of us?





~ALL of us? Hm... scales? No, wait- what about Feathers...



-Uh huh...





~Legs?



-How many?





~... Any.



-Well, tough luck, cos I’ve heard rumours of someone with a whumping great wingspan, and no legs whatsoever.





~You’re pulling my tail.



-No really!





~Hm... Wings! Some of us might not fly, but we always have wings!



-I’m not sure I’d call mine “wings”. 


~Okay, then some kind of-.



-Plus, I totally saw someone a while back with a body like a serpent. Swimming in air, they were.


~Wish I could swim in the air.



-Right!!!





~Back to thinking... Eyes! Do you know of anyone without any eyes?



-Does Sandy have eyes?




~... I don’t know. What about the thing that flamer said everyone has... a heart?



-Only one? I thought it said Sleeps has three. Or was it two?




~Two working ones. I think... Whatever that means. It can’t be tails either, ‘cause Skip doesn’t have any.



-Yep...




~You know you could be right, maybe there is no way to properly describe a dragon.



-I told you!!


~There is one thing we do know though.



-What’s that then?





~A dragon is not a sky whale.



-HA!! By that logic, might I add, a dragon is not a fish.





~Or a tree. 



-Or a griffin.





~Or a niggly worm.



-Or a sea serpent.


~Or a griffin.



-But you know what a dragon is? 


~Us?



-Exactly.
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Two Best Friends 
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Sleeps loved the way the feathergrass felt on their rough, sandpaper scales.

Perfectly soft, brushing against that one difficult to reach spot that if they stretched juuuuuust right.... ohh yeah, that was that was it. Made them want to melt like a soggy puddle.

The day was glorious. The whole world smelled of lovely, warm greens as they basked under a blanket of golden sun, a light breeze sighing peacefully through the air... and best of all? They got to watch their second, best friend tumble about the feathergrass like a freshly plucked earthworm, looping through the soft-touch bliss of the pillowy grass.

“...What?” The daft, worm-like dragon asked- three times rolled over, with their head peeking out from under their armpit.

The dark-scaled lounger had been silently staring, but they had no intention of stopping. A tiny (huge) grin curled up on their face- violet eyes tinting a gentle, rosed purple in the late day sun.

They shook their head in a false ‘nothing’. A wry, secret fondness tucked away in the crinkle of their eyes. The quiet urge of mischief making them turn around, and plop their head into the grass behind them, a tiny, white fern-bloom swaying at their gentle puffs of breath.

Their sunny-scaled friend pouted, squirming all up the way over to them like a puppy-faced snake. Without even seeing or hearing them coming, their beefy-bodied friend tucked their paws tight under their armpits, perfectly blocking off their sneaky, little wriggler, right as they were about to slip on underneath their belly. Their smug smile only fuelled by the outraged squeak of their friend. Just like that, they had created a game.

The younger romping around, trying desperately to chase the other’s suddenly incredibly evasive face- ducking, turning and hiding to avoid the younger’s scrambling hunt.

Again and again, in a stumbling little dance, turning and spinning and rolling around, until Feathers finally flopped down on top of Sleeps’s giant wings, with a whining moan of defeat. Their sweet tormentor generously allowed them two long, uninterrupted seconds, before quickly pulling their wings out from under them with childish glee. The gobsmacked affront on the other’s big, round face only redoubling their laughter. It was hysterical. Picture perfect. Right up until that innocent-looking face switched to a scrunchy-nosed look of trouble.
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