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Chapter 1

Battle Mage in a Dress

One of Tarsan’s daughters could climb the highest mountain, fight off a
dragon, and stop a war with an ice-cold dagger and the first question
asked when she returned triumphantly would be of her husband.

—The Rightful Place (Act 2, Scene 4)

Jenefer da Rosenkir reached for one of the nearly identical
spoons in front of her. For the third time in the last hour,
she longed for the days of crouching in a low trench as the
blast of combat spells roared above her.

“No, dear,” said her mother in a surprisingly calm voice.
“The one with the flowers along the stem.”

Jenefer glanced at the spoons again, trying to identify
which one had the rose. There were three that looked like
they had flowers but her vision wouldn't focus on them e-
nough for her to determine which had roses. She reached
for one and then the other.

“A lady doesn't hesitate, dear.”

She glanced up at her mother. The matron sat tall in her
seat with only the faintest of curves of her spine to empha-
size her breasts underneath the square collar and reveal
her shapely neck. Jenefer wouldnt have known about ei-
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ther except for the hour-long lesson on how sit properly
like a lady in hopes of attracting a desirable husband.

“Nor does she stare.”

Jenefer inhaled.

“Or roll her eyes.”

Fighting the urge to snap out, Jenefer turned to the
spoons and delicately picked up the first one that looked
like it had flowers. She held it up between her fingertips to
ask a silent question.

Her mother’s eyes flick up and Jenefer felt impaled by
the sharpness of her gaze. A cold sweat prickled along her
brow, soaking into the dress that squeezed her arms and
chest. “Is that your answer?”

Jenefer set down the spoon.

“No,” said her mother as she held up her small finger.

Jenefer stopped.

“Even if you are wrong, just continue. It is better to pick
the wrong one than tell everyone you don’t know what you
are doing.” Despite working with Jenefer for two days, her
mother’s voice remained calm and measured. Jenefer sus-
pected her mother’s stamina came from helping four other
daughters approach High Society in their early teens.

Despite being the eldest daughter, Jenefer struggled with
the thousand tiny details of how to walk, sit, eat, and even
talk only months before she turned twenty. She frowned for
only a second before remember her mother’s disapproval.
She took a deep breath and forced her face to relax, to mask
her emotions behind a pleasant expression that took two
days to master.

Her mother smiled. “Very good.”

The small praise brought a smile to Jenefer’s lips. It was
the first she had heard in quite a few hours. The rush from
the approval felt like the euphoria when she managed to
best her army trainer in a wrestling match.
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The smile grew wider. “Happy thoughts make happy
faces. Though, turn your wrist slightly when you pick up
your spoon.”

Jenefer’s amusement faded. Looking down, she focused
on the scar tissue that marred her from thumb to wrist, and
then up to her elbow. Even though it was hidden, a match-
ing scar started at her bicep and cut clear up to her collar-
bone. Only the smallest of marks would have been visible if
she wasn’t going to be wearing a high-collar dress.

She turned her wrist slightly to hide her injury. She knew
there were other, fainter scars that crisscrossed both of her
arms, face, and thighs, but they would be easily masked
over by makeup and a bit of magic. She tried to see some of
them, but without her glasses, the blur around her arm
made it hard to distinguish anything.

“The correct spoon, Love, is the one on the far left. You
always eat from outside to inside.”

“Then why not say the furthest?” asked Jenefer.

Her mother winced like she always did. Jenefer’s voice
was a rasp of sound, rough from years of bellowing on the
fields and too many spells ravaging her throat. It wasn't
close to the musical tones that Jenefer was supposed to
have for the party.

Every time Jenefer spoke, she saw the despair flash
across her mother’s eyes. The scars could be hidden under-
neath illusions, her hair was lengthened using grafting
magic, but there was little they could do for her voice. Nor
could they do anything about her failing eyesight.

Her mother took only a moment later to take a deep
breath. “If you are speaking to a potential suitor, you may
miss one of the courses. You need to know which one to
pick up.”

“Situational awareness?”
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“Yes, but with wine glasses instead of monsters. Though
I'd still worry about eaten if you aren’t careful.” A sly smile
curled her lip for only a heartbeat before it faded.

Jenefer relaxed a little. There were only a few times her
mother had an analogy that matched both of their worlds.
She nodded and took a few bites of the thick, meaty soup
before setting the spoon down delicately on the plate un-
derneath it. The metal only clinked faintly before she set it
down.
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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.
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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,
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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:

“Battle Mage in a Dress” 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/battle-mage-
in-a-dress/

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

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