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        A Friendly Game


        
Mem­ber of the Shi­mu­sògo clan are ca­pa­ble ru­n­ning with in­cred­i­ble speed, with the slow­est me­asured at thir­ty miles an hour and the fastest able to cov­er tho­u­sands in a sin­gle day.
—Reg­istry of the Lost Clans of Lore

The smo­king ball hit the grav­el next to Ru­te­jìmo with a thud be­fore it bounced off a rock and shot into the air. He fol­lowed it with his eyes, his bare feet danc­ing on the sun-baked rock for a sec­ond and then he chased af­ter it.

The ball sailed a­bout a hun­dred feet and he man­aged to get un­der­neath it by sprint­ing and then brac­ing him­self as he slid back­wards through the shal­low rocks. His mo­men­tum cre­at­ed a fur­row in the gro­und, only one more to the many that crossed the field.

A­bout a quar­ter mile away, Desòchu’s flam­ing body was rac­ing to­ward him. He wasn’t pu­shing him­self but his broth­er’s speed still kicked up a plume of dust be­hind him.

U­nfor­tu­nate­ly for Ru­te­jìmo, Des was also be­tween him and the goal a le­a­gue away. There was no way he could throw the ball.

Sweat prick­led Ru­te­jìmo’s brow as he lo­oked for so­me­one on his team, so­me­one with­out a shirt on. Even though he didn’t spot any­one, he start­ed to spin a­ro­und on his feet in an­tic­i­pa­tion. His bare feet stamped loud­ly on the rocks as he spun on his heels. A spec­tral bird, a road ru­nner, ap­peared at his feet and raced a­ro­und him in a cir­cle. He spun af­ter it, turn­ing hard­er and faster un­til wind kicked up. He would nev­er catch the bird, but it didn’t mat­ter as he felt the air heat­ing a­ro­und him from the bird’s mag­ic.

“Jìmo!” bel­lowed Hyo­nèku. “Throw left, five hun­dred feet a­head!”

As Ru­te­jìmo spun a­ro­und, he saw a sec­ond plume as Chi­mípu came rac­ing up from be­hind him. She was ru­n­ning as fast as his broth­er and would pass him in only a few sec­onds.

Co­ming a­ro­und, he spot­ted Hyo­nèku also spi­n­ning with a large rock in his hand. His wife’s fa­ther wi­nked and ac­cele­rat­ed un­til a tor­na­do of fire and wind formed a­ro­und him. The en­er­gies tore at the gro­und a­ro­und him.

Then the rock shot out of Hyo­nèku’s tor­na­do. Its pass­ing cracked the air as the stone ig­nit­ed into flames.

Ru­te­jìmo stamped hard twice more, bri­n­ging him­self into a wide cir­cle and then threw the ball with all his might. The spec­tral bird shot for­ward and the ball fol­lowed, also turn­ing into a flam­ing shot as it stre­aked through the air.

Chi­mípu rock­et­ed past. She snatched both burn­ing shots from air as she raced for­ward and then threw her­self into a spin of her own. Un­like Hyo­nèku and Ru­te­jìmo, she cre­at­ed the col­umn of air and fire with­out stop­ping her for­ward mo­men­tum.

The wave of wind cre­at­ed by her wake slammed into Ru­te­jìmo. Still u­nbal­anced by his spi­n­ning, then stum­bled for­ward. The rocks blast­ed at his bare back and shoul­der.

The first flam­ing burst shot out from Chi­mípu’s col­umn, mov­ing so fast that only flames marked its pass­ing. A heart­beat lat­er, the sec­ond one came rac­ing af­ter it.

Desòchu didn’t stop mov­ing as he grabbed the first shot out of the air. He caught it high and brought it a­ro­und, spi­n­ning a­ro­und be­fore fi­ring it in the op­po­site di­rec­tion.

The two flam­ing shots, one rock and one ball, crossed each oth­er by inch­es.

“Shit!” bel­lowed his broth­er. He lu­nged for the ball as it rock­et­ed past him but missed.

Ru­te­jìmo scram­bled to his feet, hold­ing his breath as he watched the burn­ing ball fly in a low arc and cov­er the miles in sec­onds. Then he raced af­ter it. The spec­tral bird raced past him and he fo­cused on that, ac­cel­er­at­ing into a blur to cov­er the dis­tance rapid­ly.

In front of the goal was Ma­pábyo, Ru­te­jìmo’s wife. She braced her­self and caught the flam­ing ball. The blast of heat and flame stre­aked a­ro­und her as she was shoved back clos­er to the cir­cle of stones that repre­se­nted the goal.

Chi­mípu stopped in front of her, her bare skin slick with sweat. She gave a bright smile and waved to Ma­pábyo.

Ma­pábyo lo­oked in co­nfu­sion, her hands grip­ping the ball tight­ly.

Then the blast of wind from Chi­mípu’s ap­proach struck Ma­pábyo full in the face. With the blast came rocks and sand to pep­per Ma­pábyo’s face in a howl­ing stream.

Ma­pábyo let out a swear as she stum­bled back, her bare feet trip­ping over the goal.

Chi­mípu stepped for­ward to catch Ma­pábyo be­fore she felt. With a swing, she swung Ma­pábyo a­ro­und and then ca­re­ful­ly set her on the gro­und.

The wind set­tled down, ra­i­ning sand and grav­el to ob­scure some of the fur­rows their game had left along the gro­und. The ball spun as it rolled into one of the fur­rows and stopped. It hissed loud­ly as it cooled.

Eve­ry­one raced up as Chi­mípu and Ma­pábyo shared a hug. The wind in all di­rec­tions be­fore set­tling rapid­ly.

Hyo­nèku pat­ted Ru­te­jìmo’s shoul­der as he passed. “We should prob­a­bly call it a night. We still have a thir­ty le­a­gue un­til we get home. They’re ex­pect­ing us for di­nner.”

Desòchu stopped next to Ru­te­jìmo. Heat rolled off his body as he wiped the sweat from his face. “Don’t want to spent the night un­der the stars, old man?”

Hyo­nèku glared at him. “No, some of us didn’t bring our wives along and I’m lone­ly. It’s been two weeks.” He smiled as he turned back to join the cel­e­bra­tions.

Desòchu bumped Ru­te­jìmo with shoul­der. “You’re right, he’s in a much bet­ter mood. Good idea, lit­tle broth­er.”


    




    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            
        


        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:


“A Friendly Game” 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-friendly-game/

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

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




    




    