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Chapter 1

Night Arrows

Kiks leaned against the flagpole on top of the guard tower
and fought the urge to yawn. She was nine hours into her
shift and she couldn't wait for the last hour to pass and the
sun to rise. Then, she could trudge back to the barracks to
sleep while everyone else toiled during the day.

She smiled at the thought of a warm bed and falling
asleep to the sound of

Before she realized it was coming, a yawn slammed into
her. It cracked her jaw from the effort but it did little to
push aside the exhaustion that hazed her thoughts. She bli-
nked and struggled to open her eyes again; she wasn't going
to get caught sleeping on patrol like the last solider did. It
took a month for the poor pabilni to stop limping and he
was still cleaning out the latrines.

She blinked and focused on the horizon. Even though it
was night, she wasn’t blind. Thanks to her talent, she saw
the world around her as a living painting: swirls of green
and brown paint fluttered along the trees that lined the
roads leading up to the tower, an angry slashes of red
marked the flags of the other guard towers, and a thick
swirl of colors for the nearby cities and towns. Even the



D. Moonfire

wind was visible as brushstrokes, she could tell the speed
and direction of the individual puffs and whirls.

Kiks tigthened her grip on her bow and turned slowly
while keeping her shoulder pinned against the flag pole.
She spotted movement along the trees. Curious, she con-
centrated and the image redrew itself in a large image,
painting out a brown-feathered owl sailing through the
trees.

She relaxed and the painted image peeled back until she
was once again watching the landscape surrounding her.
The vibrant colors were more than she what she could see
during the day and she wished the painted image would
never fade.

“How are you doing up here, Kiks?” It was Dimar, the
other pabilni assigned to the tower. He finished crawling up
the ladder and stood up. His bow bobbed with his move-
ments, tapping lightly on the rungs before he stepped away.

In the dark, she saw him as a painting that highlighted
his broad shoulders and muscular form. His eyes were dark
and intense, almost black. The leather of his uniform cre-
aked as he straightened and swung his bow off his shoulder
and held it lightly in his left hand.

Even though they were both archers, their bows were
very different from each other. Dimar’s was short and thick,
with a pull that would strain a horse. He used it to fire thick
arrows capable of punching through armor and even the
side of a wagon.

Kiks’, on the other hand, was a long bow with almost as
strong of a pull but designed for distance and accuracy in-
stead of power. Tiny runes glowed faintly along the wood
and a matching set lined each of the narrow-headed arrows
that filled her quiver. She nodded to him. “I'm here,” she
said in a low voice.
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Dimar turned toward her and bowed with just a hint of
mocking. He couldn't see in the dark like her, but he had a
supernatural hearing that rivaled her own abilities at night.
It made both archers well-suited toward night patrol.

She yawned again and turned back to look around.

“See anything?”

“No, hear anything of note?”

Dimar cocked his head. “The other pabilni downstairs is
snoring. I threw a blanket on her and closed the door so
Lakton wouldnt find her. Not that he would, he’s in the
middle with a screaming fight with his wife.”

“Which one got caught sleeping around? Him or his
wife?”

“Their eldest son with the cijatna’s two daughters.”

Kiks cringed. "Ouch, Lakton is going to be in a foul
mood.

Dimar sighed and tapped the edge of the platform. “Just
another day in the corps, right?”

She chuckled. “Only thirty-nine more to go.”

“Can’t believe you want to go ten rounds here.”

“No where—" Kiks yawned again. “—else to go. I don't
have a family or a home anymore, only the corps.”

“You could sleep—~

“No,” snapped Kiks.

POINT

with his wife."

She rolled her eyes. “Lakton is always fighting with her.
The man sleeps around enough for the entire rekiho. Of
course, so does his wife, so I guess it’s only fair.”

“I guess. Heading back down?”

She shrugged and looked back across the surrounding
land, scanning for movement.

Dimar stepped up on the edge of the platform and sat
down with his feet dangling over the edge. "I hate these qu-
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iet nights. The only thing "The only thing fun I can hear is
Laston

but it was far different than Kiks. Where she had a tall
bow with a strong pull, he had a squat bow capable of fi-
ring powerful arrows

but when she concentrated on it, she could tell that it
was just an owl sailing through the air. She relaxed and the
painted image peeled back until she could see

other guard towers, and she could

night as a moving painting. The flutter of leaves along
the road leading up to the

see darkness. Instead, it was as if the world had been pa-
inted in stark colors.

Months ago, when she was first assigned the night

Months ago, when she was first assigned the night pa-
trol, it sounded like an easy duty. All she had to do was
stand on top of a tower and watch the horizon.

scanned the horizon.

When the yawn came, there was nothing Kiks could do
to stop it. She exhaled and let it take over. Her jaw popped
as she opened it wide and drew in a deep breath of air into
her lungs. She held it there for a moment and then released
1t.

The fresh air did little to push back the exhaustion that
hazed her thoughts. She was coming up to the end of her
ten hour shift

Kiks felt the yawn coming and tried to hold it back. Her
grip on her bow tightened until her knuckles popped, but
even the discomfort wasn't enough to prevent it. She leaned
into her yawn, pressing her shoulder against the warm
stone of the guard post as she did.

The fresh air did little to push back the exhaustion that
plucked at her senses. It had been a long post on guard
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duty and she still had another hour before she could crawl
into her cot and get a full night’s sleep.
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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/.
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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,

11


https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-sa/4.0/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-sa/4.0/

D. Moonfire

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:

“Night Arrows” 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/night-arrows/

- 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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