Of the first race
The blood of Darkness’s creation spilt out unto the land, and from it arose the llama and the alpaca. Thus were these the first of the Equestrian races, but none took notice of them at the time. For the Others were beings of malice and hatred, and would not care for them, and the steeds cast down ran away in shame and anger and did not know them, and Celestia carried the sun and was not near them.
Of Celestia
For days beyond days, and years beyond years, the sun rode Celestia. And she was prideful to be such, for the sun was magnificent and she basked in its glory, and it was her duty. But even the sun’s magnificence could not hold one’s undivided attention forever, and Celestia soon began to look upon the world.
What she saw troubled her. For the Others did not care for their creations, and would ravage the world as they pleased, while the creatures they did not care for were cast down and abandoned or destroyed. And so Celestia spoke her worry to the sun.
Said the sun, “Be not concerned with them, it is for the Others to decide the world, for they are the masters of it, not you or I. Your duty is to obey me, as it mine to the King. Focus on carrying me, as I shall focus on shining.” Celestia heard this, and she obeyed, for she was born to serve and had never been without her rider, and did not yet know of rebellion.
To show her magnificence as his steed, the sun made Celestia a magnificent cloak.  And so the sun took sky, and fire, and the strands of songs, and wove them into a cloak, and he dyed the cloak in first tears of 10,000 races and he took power and forged it into a metal, and with this he trimmed the cloak. And so it was magnificent beyond words. ANd Celestia would wear the cloak when she was not being ridden, and she treasured it, for it was hers and hers alone as proof her her place.
Of Isadora
After the contest, most of the Others ignored their steeds, for they were angry that they had lost, and banished them. But Forest did not. Instead Forest called to Behemoth. Said he, “Behold my creation, is she not magnificent?”
And the Behemoth snorted and raged, for he saw the creation was of him, and saw her as mere mockery, and so did he charge Isadora. And Isadora charged backed. The Behemoth was aghast, for none could stand against him, and none had ever sought to charge back against him. But Isadora was of him, and created in his image, and so did she charge, and the two clashed.
But the Behemoth threw her to the ground. For all creations, save the smallest, had been bound in oaths to not truly hurt the Others.  “Amazing, surely you are the strongest, and there can be no other,” cried the Forest. But though she was beaten, it was not effortless, and the Behemoth was impressed for had she not been bound, he might have lost. Thus it did not destroy her, for to do so would be to destroy that which could challenge it.
And so Isadora would slowly recover, and when she did she would challenge the Behemoth again, as was her nature. And he would throw her down, as was his nature and her binding. And the Behemoth was satisfied, and thus was the Forest satisfied.
Of Oeg
Oeg was built in the nature of his patron, the Mountain, and so he sought to perfect himself. Thus did Oeg seek to find speed.  Oeg ran the length and breath of creation, consulting River, Earth, Language, Vision, the Once-King, Storm, Sea, Desert and all the Others, asking any if they could grant him speed, but none would, for they did not care for the steeds now that the contest was over. He even attempted to ask Swamp, who tried to consume him, but Oeg’s hide was thick, and his horns straight, and Swamp could not consume him.
Finally Oeg went to Dream, and Dream granted him speed beyond measure, so that he could outrace even Celestia. But Dream’s gifts are fleeting and soon it was gone. Now Oeg knew it was impossible, for what Dream made real was that which was not, and thus he would never have speed in Creation.
As so he left Creation, to seek speed where reality and unreality were both true, in the outer reaches. And as he did so the story-locust sought to consume him, for they live outside reality and worlds. They posses no shape and form, and that which is shape and form is anathema to them. And so they sought to destroy Oeg, but they could not, for his hide was thick, and his horns were straight, and so did Oeg journey the outer-reaches, and learn of beyond Creation.
Of Prospecta
Prospecta hid from the world. First she sought to hide in the Desert, but the Desert mocked her ugliness and threw sand at her for her loss. Then she sought to hide in the Forest, but the Forest showed her ugliness time and time again, as was its nature. Then she sought to hide in the Swamp, but the Swamp sought to devour her, and sow seeds in her skin, but Prospecta ran to the hottest parts of the desert where even the Swamp’s seeds could not live.  
And so finally Prospecta sought to hide in the cave. Within the cave did she spot gemstones, and silver and gold, and marveled at their their beauty.  And so did Prospecta wished she could be as the gems and silver and gold, and not herself. There did she spend much time admiring them, but soon she heard another approaching, and hid.
Into the cave came the Crippled One. And Prospecta watched as the Crippled One took from the cave. He took iron and copper and tin, and metals which there are not names for, but he did not take the gold or the silver. And Prospecta then watched in amazement as the Crippled One fashioned these materials into tools and objects of wonder.
And so did Prospecta come with a plan and she appeared to the Crippled One.  “Hear me O Crafter. We are alike, you and I. You are a deformed Other and I a deformed steed. Let me carry you, so that you will not have to walk, and in exchange for carrying you, you may teach me your arts.” And the Crippled One thought long and hard, but saw that her offer was good, and thus did it allow it.
So Prospecta carried the Crippled One, and the Crippled One taught Prospecta. But Prospecta was not interested in the tools and works of iron, but instead took the knowledge and learned to fashion the gold and silver and gems around herself, so that she might be beautiful, and none would mock her appearance. And that is how Prospecta become the first to learn the arts of crafting, and that is why her children are the finest crafters.
Of Tidalos
Of all the steeds, Tidalos was the most bound, for he was a creature of the ocean, and could not escape the water. The Sea was a bitter mother, full of acid and bile, and so Tidalos sought to flee to the river, but he was too great for the river. And Tidalos sought to flee to the lake, but the ocean consumed the nearby lakes, and he could not cross land nor river.
And so Tidalos dove to the deepest depths. There he found the ocean under the ocean, which even the Sea did not remember. Here the Others did not tread, for they had forgotten of it, and ocean and ground mixed until all was one mass. Here he found the races of old, for when the Others grew tired of races and creations, they would banish them beneath the earth, so that the creations would not mar their sight. And from these beings, Tidalos learned much secrets.
Of Ramus and the other Stag
Vision held great wrath for Ramus. For he had fashioned Ramus in his own image, for Vision was both the eye and the stag, as the King was both the force and the sun. And Ramus had been crafted in the image and likeness of the stag, so that his loss was Vision’s loss, and thus was Vision enraged. And so Vision sent the other Stag to chase and harass Ramus, and Ramus could not stand against him. For all things, from great to small, had been bound to not harm their makers.
But Ramus was far more fragile than Isadora, and so he ran. But Vision would always find him, and the other Stag would beat him and rake with his horns and chase him all over Creation until such time as Vision lost interest. Ramus’s white coat was marred with blood, and the ground was marred with blood. And the blood on Ramus would sink into his coat, and thus would he become red, and the blood that fell upon the grass would become the deer, and the blood that fell upon the snow the reindeer, and the blood upon the mountains the rams, and the blood upon the plains was the gazelles. And this is why among his children, those born with white coats are considered accursed, while those with red are considered lucky.
And though children of Ramus claim to be the first race, they are not, for the llama and alpaca were first. 
Of Luna
Zephyr was ashamed of his loss, and so did he hid from the sun, for he could not stand its sight. Luna was afraid of the sun, for she feared that she would be burned by it, and destroyed by her greater sister, and so she hid from it. So both hid from the sun and became creatures of the night. The world was vast and wide, and for a time did each exist independently.
But it came that the two would cross paths, and Zephyr with his long neck and sharp eyes spotted Luna. And thus he came to her and stomped his hoofs. “Why are you here upon the ground? Should you not be carrying the sun around?”
And Luna was angry, for she thought he was mocking her, but then she saw his anger, and realized that he had been cast down before her shame had been seen. Nor had he seen the sun, for he had hid in the night. He alone did not know of Celestia, and so Luna responded,  “The sun seeks to rest, for he is with the King, and had given me leave to do as I wish.”
Zephyr stamped his mighty hoofs, and said he, “What are you doing, have you come to mock and laugh? I warn you, do so and feel my wrath.  I tell you that my pride is not gone. For I know I should have won.”
Luna twisted her head, for he hit at her pride. And so said she, “I do not fear your wrath. I am the strongest of us two, for I have won, as was seen by all.” And so the two engaged in another contest, but these were not contests of steed-ship, but of strength.
The first contest was that of hoof-strength, and the two did lock and set hoof against hoof. But Zephyr’s legs were long and thin, and lacked the direct strength of Luna’s, and thus was his hoof thrown to the ground. And Luna did laugh, but Zephyr cried out foul, for this contest was only of hoofs, not of true strength.
And so they set against one another again, body against body. And Zephyr’s legs were long and thin, and his neck could stretch like a snake, and so he coiled himself around Luna’s body, and threw her to the ground. And did Zephyr laugh, but Luna cried foul, for this contest was only a wrestle, and not true combat.
And so they set against each other, in full fight. And both were strong, and both were determined, and the battle went on, bashing with hoofs and blasting with magic. Finally, Zephyr reared up to strike Luna, and Luna ducked under him in order to gorge him with her horn and draw blood. But then Luna felt the approach of her sister, for that was her nature, and she stopped at the last minute.
But Zephyr, who relied on his long neck and excellent sight to see the sun, did not, for he was focused on Luna, and saw only that she had stopped, but he could not stop his hoofs, for they were already falling, and thus was Luna struck. And Zephyr did cry out in anger, “Why do you show such cruel mercy? Do not dismiss me! You should have pierced me with your horn. Not dismissed me as unworthy and shown such scorn..” For he had not seen the sun, and thought she had chosen to end the battle.
Said Luna, “My master calls, for he wishes to move again.” For Luna feared that Zephyr would see the sun without her, and realize her deception. And so Luna ran off, to hide from both sun and Zephyr. And Zephy ran off, thinking Luna was with the sun.
Of Zephyr
Zephyr and Luna would meet again, and at each meeting they would face each other in contest. But these contests were not the fight of the first, and soon became contests without malice. Not merely of speed and strength, but of skill and even intelligence. Riddles and Poetry and other things. And so did Luna look forward to these meetings, for alone of all Creation Zephyr gave Luna respect as the steed of the sun. And so did Zephyr look forward to these meetings, for he could still challenge the steed of the sun, and she would face him.
Soon Zephyr wished to see her more. “It it far too long since together we have come.  Let me ride with you as you carry the sun.” And Luna was horrified, for she did not wish her deception to be found.
And so she gave a loud cry, “No, you cannot go! For my master is a jealous master, and could stand no other steed to ride with him. He would surely strike you down, and burn your flesh. Please do not go.” And so Zephyr heard her, and believed her, and did not go. But still he wished to see her more, and so he watched the sun from afar, but it was so far he could only see the sun, and not the steed ridden on, and so still he believed it was Luna.
And as he watched the sun, Luna watched him, for she could not come when he knew the sun was moving, lest her deception be revealed. Thus as Zephyr watched the sun more intently, she came less and less, and so his disappointment grew, and he watched the sun even more longingly.
This continued until Darkness, the shadow, came to him and whispered in his ear, “Oh noble steed, what is wrong? Tell me of your plight.” And so did Zephyr lament of his plight, of how he wished to see Luna, but the Sun would surely strike him down.  And so Darkness nodded, and feigned sympathy. “I feel your sorrow, I above all love the steeds, and would never have abandoned my own. But my creation was slain, and now I have nothing, but let me help you instead, in his memory. I shall weave you a cloak of my own skin, and with it you may hide from even the sun.”
And Zephyr did prance in joy. “Thank you O kind one. With your gift I can reach the sun. I offer my service to you. What do you wish me to do?”
And Darkness did laugh, and say, “Nothing, my noble steed. Just go to see Luna, and be happy for me.” And thus did Darkness weave his cloak, and hand it to Zephyr before departing.
And so Zephyr donned the cloak, but still he feared the sun. And so he went first to Forest,  and Forest did cry out “Who is rustling my leaves? Behemoth, is that you?” and Zephyr was satisfied. Next he ran across Desert, and Desert did cry out “Who is moving my sand? Come and show yourself!” and Zephyr was satisfied. Finally he went to River, who was his creator and knew him best of all, and splashed among her banks, and River did rumble “Who is splashing among my banks? Come and show yourself!” and Zephyr was satisfied.
And so he prepared to go to the sun. As he did so, Luna panicked, for she could not find him, and worried that he might see the sun, but she did nothing, for the cloak made it so she could not see him either. Thus did Zephyr stretch himself to go see the sun, and as he did, he saw the horse upon which the sun road, and saw it was not Luna, but a white mare. And so did he give a cry of despair, and ran away.
By his cry did Luna come to where he was, and so he cast off his cloak in anger and confronted her. And his anger was so great he could not speak straight cried out, “Liar! Deceiver! You traitor! You said you were the sun’s steed, but you are not. Did you seek to come mock me, to hold it over me?”
And Luna was ashamed. “No, I won, but the King created a new steed. I could not reveal my fault  for it was all I had. Please, forgive me. Please stay.” 
But Zephyr ran off, feeling anger and shame and pain and betrayal..
And Darkness was satisfied.
