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        Risking His Pack


        The worst part of be­ing a slave is he­a­ring the pun­ish­ments. Sal­cid sat on the end of his bed with his head in his hand and his tri­a­ngu­lar ears pressed flat a­gainst his head. No mat­ter how hard he kept his ears a­gainst his skull or pressed his hands over them, the crack of the whip still made him jerk.

It didn’t mat­ter if he lo­oked up or not. His wi­ndow­less room was two yards by one, just e­nough for a bed with a draw­er un­der­neath it. The thin wo­oden wall, not e­nough to keep back the cold but sealed e­nough to lock in the stench, didn’t shield him from the crack of the whip or the high-pitched yelp of his nephew.

He sighed and tried to think of a bet­ter life but failed. He had been a slave his en­tire life, work­ing at the Ger­mu­drir Mill since he was a pup. Now, twen­ty-one years lat­er, he was still at the mill with no fu­ture be­sides long hours, freez­ing wi­nters, and dy­ing from some acci­dent. None of the dal­pre lived to old age at the mill; the old­est was only thir­ty-four.

Dal­pre. He silent­ly cursed his body be­tween the cracks of the whip. Just beca­use he had the ears and tail of a dog, he was less than hu­man, a slave with no hope. The rest of the Ger­mu­drir Pack was like him, hu­ma­noid ca­nines. It was some mage’s cru­el joke of com­bi­ning a hu­man with an­i­mal traits to make the per­fect slave race. He was born a slave and would die one.

His nephew yelped lo­uder. The cracks of the whip stopped but Sal­cid didn’t lift his head. The last ten would use a heav­ier one, one that de­signed to cut through flesh and leave him bleed­ing. Sal­cid still had the scars when he was whipped many years be­fore, it ached when­ev­er the rain came.

Sal­cid closed his eyes tight­ly and tried not to lis­ten to the men walk­ing out­side. In his mind, he could i­den­ti­fy them by the so­und of their breath, their gait as they shuf­fled across the hard-packed gro­und, and even the chuck­les as they watched a poor dal­pre get be­aten.

His curse, his ma­nifes­tion of pow­er, made the voic­es cru­el­er. He knew they were telling the truth when they talked a­bout beat­ing oth­er dal­pres for the fun of it or when they mocked Poil, his new­phew. The guards at the mill were cru­el men used to abus­ing the dal­pres who couldn’t fight back.

Sal­cid didn’t have fight in him. He was a thi­nker, not a fight­er. He un­der­stood the me­chan­ics of the saw blades and helped ma­i­n­tain the wa­ter chutes and wo­oden gears that kept them spi­n­ning as they cut down the thick trees into planks. Foram, the mill own­er, didn’t send Sal­cid to learn how to use the mech­a­nisms, he just ra­ndom­ly picked Sal­cid out when the last me­chan­ic had died when a cat­walk had col­lapsed on him.

A crack of the heavy whip shot through Sal­cid’s room. He jerked vi­o­lent­ly as if he had been the one struck. He didn’t know why Poil had ran off like he did, but the bru­tal beat­ing would e­nsure no one would ever try to es­cape a­gain.

Sal­cid clamped his hands over his ears and prayed he couldn’t hear the next blow. It was fu­tile, but the act of pray­ing helped with the agony in he­a­ring his own fam­i­ly be­ing be­aten.
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        Risking His Pack


        Lat­er that eve­ning, the Pack had di­nner un­der the watch­ful eyes of the guards. Three long ta­bles had been set out in the open yard be­tween the dal­pre bar­racks, the barn, and the main house. It was ear­ly eve­ning, a crisp one where the fall air left his breath fog­ging in the light from the lanterns that sur­ro­u­nded him.

Poil sat in the mid­dle table, ban­dages cove­ring his back. His tail, a black one with a white tip, was curled un­der the bench as he tried to eat with his left hand. His right was ban­daged from fi­nger to el­bow.

His moth­er and sis­ter sat on both sides of him, help­ing him as much as they could. Poil re­sist­ed, ya­n­king away from ei­ther of them. He was al­ways a stub­born pup and even worse as a yo­ung man.

Sal­cid fo­cused on the man across from Poil. Lo­nmir was the old­est of the pack and the Al­pha. A dour man with dro­o­ping ears and a lazy eye. He was talk­ing qu­iet­ly but stern­ly to Poil, who only nod­ded at the ap­pro­pri­ate times.

“Sal?”

Sal­cid lo­oked up and then to the side. When he saw that it was Mamgum sit­ting next to him, his heart beat faster and his ears perked up.

Mamgum smiled at him and le­aned into him, the side of her breast press­ing a­gainst his shoul­der. She was short and stocky, but it was an easy strength that let her pick up as much as the men whens he put her mind to it. “You are lost tonight.”

He took a deep breath, filte­ring out every­thing but her scent. When the musky heat rolled across his sens­es, his smile grew brighter and he le­aned into her. “Sor­ry, too many things in my head.”

“Chas­ing Poil in cir­cles?”

Sal­cid nod­ded and lo­oked back at oth­er inju­ried dal­pre. Sal­cid’s own scars ached at the sight of the bloody fur­rows that the whip had cut into the yo­u­nger man’s back. He remme­bered the pain and agony too well, there was no esca­ping it.

“Do you know why he ran?”

Sal­cid shook his head. “To es­cape?”

“No,” Mamgum lo­wered her voice and le­aned clos­er to him, “for fre­edom.”

It was hard to con­cen­trate with her so close. He held his breath and bowed his head un­til their muz­zles brushed a­gainst each oth­er. “Fre­edom?” he asked in a whis­per.

“He said that there was a no­tice on Foram’s desk. Some­thing a­bout the dal­pre be­ing freed.”

Sal­cid’s pulse sped up. “At the mill.”

“No,” whis­pered Mamgum, her brown eyes shi­n­ging, “every­where. The world has freed us. But then Foram chased him out. He was go­ing into Rock Riv­er’s postal of­fice to make sure, they’d have a no­tice if it was true.”

“T-That can’t be true,” said Sal­cid as his voice cracked.

“I know, but what if…? What if we fi­nal­ly have a chance?” Sal­cid could smell the exci­te­ment ris­ing from her. It was a fa­mil­iar smell to him, one that he e­njoyed more than once when they spent the night in each oth­er’s room.

Sal­cid glanced up at the wi­ndows of the main house. In­side, Foram was hav­ing his di­nner and work­ing the books. The mill was re­a­so­nabi­ly pro­fitable and one of the pri­ma­ry sources of ex­ports for the en­tire area. Af­ter a sec­ond, Sal­cid shook his head. “No, it can’t be. They would tell us.”

Mamgum scoffed. “Foram would tell us? He’s give up the slaves he’s had since his dad­dy’s dad­dy’s time?”

“So­me­one would tell us. The bor­tim’s men, if any­thing.”

“Bor­tim Lurku­lan hasn’t been to the mill since we were both pups in nap­pies.” Mamgum sighed and pulled away. “I thought you said you had hope.”

Sal­cid glanced at his new­phew. “It’s hard to keep it when we’re stuck here.”


    




    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            
        


        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:


“Risking His Pack” 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/risking-his-pack/

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

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




    




    