
         




    
        A Missed

        Chance for

        Royalty

    


    D. Moonfire


    Broken Typewriter Press • Cedar Rapids






    
        

Copyright © 2022 D. Moonfire

Some Rights Reserved

Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial-ShareAlike 4.0 International

Cover art by D. Moonfire

All characters, events, and locations are fictitious. Any resemblance to persons, past, present, and future is coincidental and highly unlikely.

This story contains off-page references sickness and unnamed character death. There is no sexual assault.

Broken Typewriter Press

5001 1st Ave SE

Ste 105 #243

Cedar Rapids, IA 52402

Broken Typewriter Press

https://broken.typewriter.press/

Version 1.0.2




    
        
    
         
    


    Contents


    

Legal




Chapter 1




Chapter 2




About D. Moonfire




Fedran




License






    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            Chapter 1
             
            
        


        Opportunities


        
No sweet­er meal than the cel­e­bra­tions that come at the end of har­vest, when the food is hot and the winds are cool.
—A Rose in Fall (Act 1, Scene 3)

Halis cra­dled the bun with one hand as she slipped the ste­a­ming sa­us­age along the cre­ase. With a prac­ticed move­ment, she set down her tongs and picked up the brush from the bot­tle of spiced jel­ly. Two quick swipes left a pair of par­al­lel lines along the meat. She fol­lowed with a pinch of brown sug­ar and a pat of but­ter. She set the lo­aded bun on the grill to toast for a few sec­onds. The heat from the fire rune un­der­neath the met­al seared her fi­ngers be­fore she could pull her­self free.

With her con­cen­tra­tion bro­ken, the so­unds of the fes­ti­val in­trud­ed once a­gain. The noise came from all di­rec­tions of her fam­i­ly’s stall, the wo­oden slat offe­ring no pro­tec­tion a­gainst the yelling, cheers, and cel­e­bra­tion. She glanced a­ro­und for a mo­ment be­fore she re­al­ized she was in the mid­dle of some­thing.

With a smile, she lo­oked up at Mer­am and her heart beat a lit­tle faster. “A-Any­thing else?” She blushed at her stutte­ring.

Mer­am pushed her long brown hair away from her face and ho­oked it on her ear. Her eyes sca­nned the table be­fore she po­int­ed to the jar of crys­tal­lized hon­ey on bread sticks. “Two of those, please?”

Halis didn’t hear. She was los­ing her­self Mer­am’s smile. She wa­nted to reach over to pull the woman close, to taste brown sug­ar on her lips.

“Halis?”

With a blush, Halis jumped and blushed hot­ly. She fought her urge to stare at Mer­am a­gain. “What?”

With a grin, Mer­am ges­tured to the jar of crys­tal­lized hon­ey sticks. “Two of those?”

“Oh, sor­ry!” Halis grabbed a piece of waxed pa­per and pulled out two of the sticks. She used her thumb to fold the pa­per be­fore set­ting it down on a wo­oden plate. The toast­ed bun slid onto the plate next to the sticks. Ta­king a deep breath to e­njoy the sweet smell of sug­ar, she ha­nded the plate over. “Here you go.”

“Thank you.”

“You have a good…” Halis’s voice trailed off. Mer­am was al­ready walk­ing away into the milling crowds.

“At least you didn’t drop the plate this time,” Halis’s moth­er stepped up with a met­al tin co­n­ta­i­ning more sa­us­ages for the grill. She smiled out into the lane a­head of them but not at any­one in spe­cif­ic. One nev­er knew when a smile would draw in an­oth­er cus­tomer.

Halis blushed even hot­ter. “Mama.”

“You’ve been pi­ning af­ter her ever since… what? I re­mem­ber the har­vest fes­ti­val where you tried to give your crown to her.”

“I was six, Mama.”

“And now you are eigh­teen. Not much has cha­nged. I’m sure if I fo­und a crown, you’d still try to crown her.”

Halis watched her crush walk­ing through the crowd. The oc­casi­onal per­son pass­ing be­tween them only gave her a brief mo­ment of anx­i­ety but she man­aged to keep track of Mer­am by step­ping to the side.

Mer­am was alone, that year. Her hus­band had died over a year ago when plague had swept through town. Ever since, there were more than a few men cir­cling the beau­ti­ful woman. Halis didn’t dare speak up with them bothe­ring her.

Her moth­er bumped her with her hip. “You could ask. I’m sure I can grill the meat for a night, I’ve only been do­ing this for twen­ty years.”

The can­vas be­hind them rus­tled and then part­ed as Halis’s fa­ther and yo­u­nger broth­er came through. He was car­ry­ing a box of breads.

“Why would you be grilling, Kim? That’s Hal’s job this year.”

Halis’s moth­er shook her head. “Hal’s crush.”

“Who?” asked Purim, her broth­er. He bounced up to peer across the table. He was only five years old and bare­ly spoke with­out a ques­tion. The box of bread in his hand sagged to the side be­fore their fa­ther caught it with his foot.

Halis shook her head. “It doesn’t mat­ter, she’s…” Her voice trailed off as she saw a yo­ung man ap­proach Mer­am. It was Rail, this year’s Har­vest King. He was broad-shoul­dered with tou­sled black hair, a slight­ly cro­oked nose from a brawl, and a smile that won the hearts of a num­ber of the ladies in town.

“She’s… oh,” said her fa­ther. “Mer­am a­gain.”

Halis turned. “Papa!”

“That’s a girl’s name!” pipped Purim from be­low.

Halis’s moth­er pat­ted him on the head. “Good boy. Now shut up and help your fa­ther.”

“Okay, Mama.” The yo­ung boy dove back un­der the can­vas, step­ping on the edge and caus­ing the wo­oden struc­ture to sway.

“Don’t step on the back!” ro­ared her fa­ther be­fore stomp­ing af­ter him.

Halis chuck­led with a­mu­se­ment and then turned back to the crowds. Mer­am and Rail were still spe­a­king. She sighed with frus­tra­tion.

Then, the two part­ed ways. She straight­ened, i­nhal­ing with sur­prise. Gulp­ing, she lo­oked a­ro­und to see if any oth­er man was go­ing to ap­proach. Sweat prick­led her brow when she re­al­ized there was no one else. Her op­por­tu­ni­ty had just pre­se­nted her­self and she wa­nted de­spe­rate­ly to take adva­n­tage of it.

“Go on,” her moth­er said with a smile.

Wi­ping her hands on her apron, Halis stum­bled a­ro­und the table and then rushed af­ter Mer­am. She didn’t know what she was go­ing to say, she didn’t even have an idea why she fi­nal­ly had the co­u­rage to speak up.

Throat dry, she pushed her way to Mer­am who was stand­ing next to one of the game ta­bles. A bunch of kids were fool­ing a­ro­und as they tried to throw rings onto tight­ly packed bot­tles. They kept step­ping out, block­ing Halis.

She wa­nted to scream out for them to move. In­stead, she whim­pered as she worked her way a­ro­und. “Mer—”

Rail was back and hold­ing hands with Mer­am. His head was close to hers as he whis­pered.

Halis saw the sweet smile on Mer­am’s face, the way her eyes sparkled and her back arched slight­ly. It was the same thing that Halis had dreamed a­bout for years and, once a­gain, she didn’t have the co­u­rage to keep go­ing.

Mer­am glanced to­ward Halis and then she turned to face her.

Halis’s cheeks burned with hu­mil­i­a­tion. She held up her hands and backed away, sta­ring in em­bar­rass­ment un­til the crowd streamed back and broke the eye co­ntact. Turn­ing a­ro­und, she sighed and trudged back to the table.

Her moth­er lo­oked at her and held out her arm. “Come here.”

Halis hugged her moth­er for a mo­ment be­fore tak­ing the tongs. “I got this.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, Mama.” It didn’t feel like that when she fo­cused on turn­ing the sa­us­ages over. So­me­one would be co­ming over soon to or­der more food. It just wasn’t the per­son Halis hoped for.
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        Second Chances


        
Dis­ap­po­int­ment is a burr in your sock when you are stand­ing in a pud­dle.

Ko­r­mar proverb



Three hours lat­er, the sting of re­gret had fad­ed but not gone away. Every­thing smelled like sa­us­ages and sug­ar, from her hair to her socks. Halis ha­nded over a bag with five sweet sa­us­ages wrapped in­side. It was for the trip home for a fam­i­ly head­ing back in the dark in­stead of stay­ing in town. “Have a good eve­ning!” she said with a false smile.

Her fa­ther pe­ered over the grill. “Five more? It was a good night. Think we can sell the last two be­fore eve­ry­one crash­es?”

It was al­most mid­night and the din of the fes­ti­val had fad­ed into pools of dru­n­ken laugh­ter and mer­ri­ment. The cold wind blew down the de­sert­ed lane be­tween the games and the food ve­ndors. Across the way, the cou­ple ru­n­ning the bot­tle game were dra­ping a can­vas over their stall just in case it rained.

“Maybe, Papa.”

“Well, keep them ru­n­ning un­til the her­ald comes a­ro­und. You nev­er know.”

Halis nod­ded and rolled the sa­us­ages over. There wasn’t much left on the table, only a few bits of jel­ly and maybe a pinch of brown sug­ar left on the bot­tom of the jar.

“Hal! Hal!” Purim ran up with some­thing in his hand. “I made you some­thing!”

Halis smiled at her yo­u­nger broth­er. She crouched to bring her­self down to his height. “What do you have, Pur?”

“I made you a crown!” He bran­dished a cir­cle of corn stalks and flow­ers, loose­ly bun­dled into a ring with a large mush­room in the front. It was drip­ping wet and bare­ly held to­geth­er with a few threads she sus­pect­ed he ripped out of his jack­et.

“It’s beau­ti­ful,” she said.

“You said you wa­nted a crown, I heard it. So I made you one!”

She hugged him tight­ly. “You are a good broth­er.”

Purim squirmed free.

“Ew! No hugs!” He set down the ma­keshift crown on the table. Ta­king a few steps, he sud­den­ly spun a­ro­und and then ran to hug her tight­ly. “Love you!”

Halis sighed with a smile. She would al­ways have her fam­i­ly.

“Could I get two sa­us­ages to go?”

Halis froze at the so­und of Mer­am’s voice. Trem­bling, she pe­eked up past Purim’s crown to see Mer­am on the oth­er side of the table.

Mer­am’s hair was tou­sled and bunched up. It lo­oked like she had tried to brush it out with her fi­ngers but Halis could see a few leaves still stuck in the brown strands. Her smile was still bril­li­ant and she had a faint blush to her cheeks, prob­a­bly for re­asons more than the cool wind.

Gulp­ing, Halis stood up. “Sure… I’ll get those for you.”

Her hands shook as picked up the buns and set the last two sa­us­ages along them. Her heart felt heavy as she worked as much jel­ly as she could on the brush.

“Halis?”

She froze, her hand sha­king.

“I’m sor­ry.” Mer­am said soft­ly. “I didn’t re­al­ize you were fi­shing for Rail, not un­til… well, I’m sor­ry if you lost your chance. I’m not i­n­ter­est­ed in… him any­more. Well, I nev­er re­al­ly was but…” She lo­oked bash­ful. “Sor­ry. I should have giv­en you the chance.”

Halis gulped and her to­ngue felt twist­ed. She tried to speak but the words didn’t qu­ite come out. “I wasn’t lo­o­king for him.”

“Oh.” Mer­am’s smile lit up the night. “I just thought. I mean, you’ve al­ways been so sweet to me and I wouldn’t want any­thing be­tween us.”

Halis al­most burst into tears. She lo­oked down with her blur­ry vi­sion and fum­bled with the brown sug­ar. It took her three tries be­fore she fi­nal­ly gave up and then just po­ured the rest over the buns. She burned her fi­ngers on the grill set­ting them down.

Her chest ached as she lo­oked up. “A-Any­thing else?”

“Any more of those hon­ey sticks?”

Halis shook her head.

A few mo­ments lat­er and she was hand­ing the pa­per-wrapped sa­us­ages over.

Mer­am smiled broad­ly. “I’ll see you to­mor­row, Halis? Bring some of the hon­ey sticks? I’ll buy a bunch for the trip home.”

Halis nod­ded. “Have a good… eve­ning.”

She fought her emo­tions as she watched Mer­am walk away. To dis­tract her­self, she reached out and grabbed the crown that her broth­er had made. It was wet but it re­mi­nded her of the time she tried to crown Mer­am.

Her gaze fo­cused on Mer­am as the brown-ha­ired woman crossed the aisle while lo­o­king in the bag.

Then Mer­am stopped.

Halis i­nhaled sharply.

Slow­ly, Mer­am turned to look over her shoul­der. There was a strange look on her face, co­nfu­sion maybe.

Halis re­al­ized she was sta­ring. With a blush, she ducked be­hind the table in a pre­te­nse of pick­ing up the crown. Her cheeks burned as she used the bot­tom of her skirt to mop up the mois­ture from the wo­ven stalks. For­tu­nate­ly it was just wa­ter, not any­thing else.

When she fi­nal­ly caught her breath and the burn of her cheeks fad­ed, she took a deep breath and stood up.

Mer­am was stand­ing on the oth­er side of the table.

Halis gasped.

“Were you lo­o­king for me?” Mer­am asked with a smile.

Halis pan­icked. She o­pened her mouth to say some­thing but no words would come out. The sec­onds passed by and she fo­und her­self gro­wing more and more em­bar­rassed. In des­per­a­tion, she shoved the crown to­ward Mer­am. “T-This is for you!”

Mer­am’s smile lit up the night a­gain. She took it and look at it.

“I-I…”

“Re­mem­ber when we were yo­u­nger? You shoved a crown like this in my throat? I couldn’t talk for days af­ter that.”

Halis cri­nged. “I… I was try­ing to crown…” Her voice trailed off as Mer­am lift­ed the crown and set it down on her tou­sled hair. Her heart po­u­nded in her chest.

“I think it’s beau­ti­ful.” Mer­am lo­oked up as if she could see it. “I al­ways wa­nted to be roy­al­ty, even for a night.”

The world spun and Halis had to grab the side of the table.

Mer­am’s eyes sparkled as she gri­nned back at her. “What are you do­ing to­mor­row night?”

“I-I have to work.”

So­me­one kicked her from be­hind. The can­vas flut­tered a­gainst her back.

Al­most dy­ing of em­bar­rass­ment, Halis cle­ared her throat. “I can take—”

An­oth­er kick. “The night. Take the night,” whis­pered her moth­er sharply.

There was a gig­gle, Purim was back there also.

“I have the night off,” fin­ished Halis.

Mer­am smiled and her shoul­der shook for a mo­ment. Then she tugged her hair back over her ear. “Good, beca­use I think I’ve been crowned a Har­vest Qu­e­en and I’m pret­ty sure I need a qu­e­en of my own for the night.”
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        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.
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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:


“A Missed Chance for Royalty” 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/a-missed-chance-for-royalty/

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

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




    




    