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        Have a Heart


        
Typ­i­cal­ly, a head is requ­ired for proof of death but cir­cum­stances may requ­ire oth­er body parts.
—Mon­ster Hu­nters of Ko­r­mar

Ka­rin gro­aned as she dropped to her knees. Her shoul­der in­jury throbbed from the im­pact and she grabbed the bloody ban­dage to keep the stitch­es from rip­ping open. “Why do I have to do this?” she asked ges­tu­ring to the crea­ture’s corpse next to her.

The crea­ture was one of sev­en crea­tures a lo­cal priest had prayed into ex­is­tence, fu­el­ing their rage with his own a­nger a­gainst a lo­cal broth­el. The beast looks al­most like a ram but the white curls we­ren’t fluffy but so­mehow hard­er than steel and sharp­er than most blades.

The hell sheep had been hunt­ing any­one co­ming out of the broth­el, by smell ac­cord­ing to Jus­tan. So far, they had killed five pros­ti­tutes, two dancers, and five cus­tomers.

“Beca­use you are the only one with some­thing re­sem­bling a knife.” Roal didn’t even try to get up from the rock he was le­a­ning a­gain. His left hand was cov­ered in bloody ban­dages from where the ram had slammed its ra­zor wool into him; be­fore the ban­dage had been put on, Ka­rin had seen too much of his bones in the wo­und.

A sev­ered leg rest­ed a­gainst his own, the u­nfor­tu­nate own­er had died du­ring the melee. Ka­rin felt a pang of sad­ness, Gramp was a good kid in his ear­ly twen­ties with naive fa­ntasies of gro­wing old and ma­king mil­lions of crowns from the mon­ey he got from Rat Hu­nters. He knew the risks, most of the Hu­nters didn’t sur­vive a year, but the pay was good.

Ka­rin fum­bled with her belt for a mo­ment be­fore u­nbuck­ling it. She had to tight­en her thighs as she drew it out from the loops. Her bloody trousers thre­a­tened to fall down but she ne­eded both hands. Spread­ing her legs to stop them from falling, she held up her buck­le. “This is not a knife.”

Roal chuck­led. “Come on, we need proof if we want to get paid.”

Ka­rin rolled her eyes and then con­cen­trat­ed on the buck­le. The met­al was smooth but as her mag­ic flowed into the met­al, it flat­tened and sharp­ened un­til it was sharp­er than the ra­zor wool.

As she worked, so­me­one came up. “Lo­o­king good, Ka­rin,” Jus­tan said. She could hear the leer in his voice.

She tight­ened her jaw. She knew her crack was vis­i­ble and her trousers dro­o­ping, but she ne­eded to get their proof be­fore the crea­ture crum­bled away. She used the now sharp edge a­gainst her buck­le.

“Watch your tone,” snapped Roal.

Ka­rin sliced away the ra­zor wool and used the leather to push it aside. The sharp edges in the wool sliced into the thick ma­te­rial, shred­ding the sides, but she man­aged to ex­pose the gray­ing skin un­der­neath be­fore it fell apart. She gin­ger­ly used more of her leather belt to pro­tect her­self as she cut into the crea­ture’s body.

“Come on, Roal. Have a heart. She may be old—”

Ka­rin’s jaw tight­ened.

“—but right now, she’s lo­o­king very good to me.”

A­nnoyed, Ka­rin slashed into the crea­ture’s gut, jam­ming her hand into the hot or­gans with her blade. She ne­eded the crea­ture’s heart to prove they killed it. The ef­fort ca­used her to bend over even more, ex­pos­ing her­self.

Jus­tan let out a low whis­tle.

Roal growled and strug­gled to get to his feet.

El­bow deep into the mu­tat­ed crea­ture, Ka­rin fo­und its heart and cut it out blind­ly. Hot blood po­ured out a­ro­und her hand as she tore it free and ripped it out with a wet slurp.

The heart had black runes on it. She could spot some phras­es of scrip­tures but they were twist­ed and dis­tort­ed. Not to men­tion, they were tat­to­oed into the slick sur­face of the blood-drenched or­gan.

She stood up and turned a­ro­und.

Jus­tan was an­oth­er yo­ung kid, in his mid-twen­ties and ob­noxi­ous­ly proud that he could ig­nite his we­apons on fire. His pale skin had ta­nned a lot since he start­ed a month ago. This was his first fight. He le­aned back and nod­ded. “Just as—”

“Here’s your damn heart.” Ka­rin tossed the bloody heart at him.

Jus­tan gasped and grabbed at it. It bounced off his fi­ngers and flew off.

She stepped for­ward and kicked him in the balls.

With a groan, Jus­tan col­lapsed.

The heart la­nded with a smack. When she lo­oked up for it, she saw that Roal had caught it with his in­jured hand.

Roal chuck­led. “Ass­hole de­served it, but be ca­re­ful with our pay­day. This is worth five tho­u­sand crowns.”

He turned to Jus­tan. “Now, have we learned how to treat our fel­low hu­nters?”

“Y-Yes!”

“Good. Take an ex­tra shift on la­trine duty to dri­ve the po­int home. Act like a shit, you dig out shit.” Roal was the le­ader of the Rat Hu­nters and u­su­al­ly eve­ry­one obeyed him.

Jus­tan limped away.

Roal shook his head. “Kids. He won’t make that mis­take a­gain.”

Ka­rin sighed.

Then her pants fell down.


    




    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            
        


        About D. Moonfire


        D. Moonfire is the remarkable intersection of a computer nerd and a scientist. He inherited a desire for learning, endless curiosity, and a talent for being a polymath from both of his parents. Instead of focusing on a single genre, he writes stories and novels in many different settings ranging from fantasy to science fiction. He also throws in the occasional romance or forensics murder mystery to mix things up.

In addition to having a borderline unhealthy obsession with the written word, he is also a developer who loves to code as much as he loves writing.

He lives near Cedar Rapids, Iowa with his wife, numerous pet computers, and a pair of highly mobile things of the male variety.

You can see more work by D. Moonfire at his website at https://d.moonfire.us/. His fantasy world, Fedran, can be found at https://fedran.com/.


    




    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            
        


        Fedran


        Fedran is a world caught on the cusp of two great ages.

For centuries, the Crystal Age shaped society through the exploration of magic. Every creature had the ability to affect the world using talents and spells. The only limitation was imagination, will, and the inescapable rules of resonance. But as society grew more civilized, magic became less reliable and weaker.

When an unexpected epiphany seemingly breaks the laws of resonance, everything changed. Artifacts no longer exploded when exposed to spells, but only if they were wrapped in cocoons of steel and brass. The humble fire rune becomes the fuel for new devices, ones powered by steam and pressure. These machines herald the birth of a new age, the Industrial Age.

Now, the powers of the old age struggle against the onslaught of new technologies and an alien way of approaching magic. Either the world will adapt or it will be washed away in the relentless march of innovation.

To explore the world of Fedran, check out https://fedran.com/. There you’ll find stories, novels, character write-ups and more.


    




    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            
        


        License


        This book is distributed under a Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial-ShareAlike 4.0 International license. More info can be found at https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-sa/4.0/. This means:

You are free to:


	Share — copy and redistribute the material in any medium or format

	Adapt — remix, transform, and build upon the material



The licensor cannot revoke these freedoms as long as you follow the license terms.

Under the following terms:


	Attribution — You must give appropriate credit, provide a link to the license, and indicate if changes were made. You may do so in any reasonable manner, but not in any way that suggests the licensor endorses you or your use.

	NonCommercial — You may not use the material for commercial purposes.

	ShareAlike — If you remix, transform, or build upon the material, you must distribute your contributions under the same license as the original.



No additional restrictions — You may not apply legal terms or technological measures that legally restrict others from doing anything the license permits.

Preferred Attribution

The preferred attribution for this novel is:


“Have a Heart” by D. Moonfire is licensed under CC BY-NC-SA 4.0



In the above attribution, use the following links:


	Flight of the Scions: https://fedran.com/have-a-heart/

	D. Moonfire: https://d.moonfire.us/

	CC BY-NC-SA 4.0: https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-sa/4.0/




    




    