Confessions
Among
Friends






Confessions
Among
Friends

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 no scenes of sexual assault.

Broken Typewriter Press
5001 1st Ave SE

Ste 105 #243

Cedar Rapids, TA 52402

Broken Typewriter Press
https://broken.typewriter.press/

Version 1.0.0


https://broken.typewriter.press/

Chapter 1

Confessions Among Friends

One thing that was hard to explain is exactly how many soldiers had
died during the marches war between Kormar-Gepaul.
—Pilanor da Tusar, Border Conflicts Throughout History

Teril shuffled along the park path. He didnt have the
strength to lift his feet too high nor the agility to recover if
he moved too fast and fell. He had to focus on planning his
path to avoid rough spots and make sure each step was sol-
id before moving to the next.

It was a far cry from years ago when he marched fifteen
leagues a day, fought off warriors, and even managed to
take on two war mages with nothing more than a sword
and a mirror. Those days were decades behind him now.

Now, the only thing he had to remember the battle was
an old notebook in his pocket with his old company in-
signia engraved on it and a dozen medals gathering dust at
home.

His destination was a set of stone tables arranged around
a fountain. Each one had four seats arrange around them a
grid engraved on top. It was perfect for pick-me-up card
games or a quick round of asail.
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During the day, the various retirees would gather to pass
the time. Most of them were waiting for the day to end but
a depressing number of them were stalling until the end.

Teril was one of the latter. He had no family left alive and
the small amount of crowns that he got from his pension
were barely enough to survive on. All of his income went
into buying food and paying for his apartment. His daily
games were the only joy he had left.

It took him almost a half hour to reach the tables. There
were others already sitting at half of the tables. He had
played with half of them, but there was a face he hadn't
seen for a few months. Shuffling closer, he held up his
hand. “Surprised to see you, Rot.”

Rotral looked up from his book. He smiled broadly, re-
vealing his two remaining teeth. “Ter! You're a sight for old
eyes.”

The other man was a broad-shouldered but squat man.
He had all the signs of being military, from the way he
stood and the phrases he said. Teril didn't know which mili-
tary though. They had been playing games together for
three years and Rotral kept his past close to his chest just
like Teril did.

“Mind if T join you?”

“T was hoping youd come up. You were always my favo-
rite opponent. Basir or asail?”

Teril sat down on the opposite chair with a groan. Asail
was his favorite game and he usually two out of three a-
gainst Rotral. “Asail, please.”

“Need to win a game or two, huh? Rough winter?”

“More than you can imagine.”

Rotral pulled out a flask and set it down. After a second,
he pushed it closer.

Teril glanced at it, curious why Rotral was making a big
deal. Instead of the beaten metal one that Rotral had been
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spinning on for years, it was a fresh one with a new leather
case and a Gepaul military crest for the 19th Invaders.

Throat suddenly dry, Teril sat heavily as he stared at it.
He knew of the 19th, they were the ones who crossed over
the border in the middle of the night to assassinate high-
profile targets or to kill soldiers in foxholes. They were
bloody, brutal, and terribly efficient. More than once, Teril
had seen their handiwork in piles of corpses and puddles of
blood. “T-The 19th, right?”

Teril was in the 162nd Bastions. His job was to defend
the same soldiers against the 19th. For two years, he fought
against the 19th and the rest of the Gepaul invaders during
the border wars.

Sweat prickled his brow as he settled down, unsure of
what he should being doing. The wars were decades ago.
He looked around nervously.

Rotral grunted as he pulled out the stacking disks used
to play asail. His red joints popped as he set up the board
with practiced skill. “T spent the winter back home, visiting
my grandchildren.” He smiled. “I have a great-grandson
now with a daughter on the way. Four generations under
one roof, that’s probably the best gift I could get these days.
All those smiles.”

He finished setting up the board. “They want me to move
back to Gepaul though. Even have a lovely little cottage
near a beautiful lake.”

Teril reached out for the three dice. “Are you moving?”
He felt like his tongue was stumbling over the words.

Rotral shook his head. He gestured toward the board to
indicate Teril to go first. “No. My wife’s family is still in
town. They've taken good care of me for many years and
I'm not going to just get up and move because my daugh-
ters want me to return home. Besides, I like Old Mam’s
pies.” With a wink, he picked up the flask and took a swig.
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Teril's chest ached. His hand shook as he picked up the
dice. Each of the dies only had three numbers: zero, one,
and two. The three dice totaled four.

Looking at the row of seven stacks of three disks high, he
picked the outer ones and shifted two from separate piles
and moved them forward.

“What about you, Ter? How was your winter?”

Teril didn't know how to respond. He played with the
dice for a moment before handing them over. “Lonely.
Spent most of my time in the veteran halls.”

“Sorry, old friend. It’s hard not having family.”

It sounded like Rotral was truly apologetic. The old me-
mories were rising up, of the times Teril had come upon a
murdered solider with their throat cut or stabbed in the
back. There were nightmares, long forgotten over the years,
and they threatened to rise up.

Teril's hand trembled. He pressed it against his thigh to
stop it. He focused on the flask, trying to deal with the sud-
den storm of emotions.

Rotral rolled his dice. Getting a three, he moved an en-
tire stack on the same side that Teril had moved his stacks.
“It's a strange thing about memories, you know. I went
home and I remembered all these things that I had forgot-
ten since I was a young man.”

Teril stared at the dice pushed toward him.

“When T left home, T was going to be a hero. I was going
to be the one who ended that damned war of ours. Save the
country and everything.” Rotral sighed.

Teril was eighteen when he joined the Kormar army. He
walked into the meeting hall with plans of being the sub-
ject of stories and ballads. A brave warrior against the
hordes of Gepaul threatening to invade.

Tears burned in his eyes. Instead of being heroic, what
he experience was long months of training, brutal marches,
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and battles. He spent much of his time knee-deep in the
blood and mud on the failed missions. For all the others, he
spent much of his time in the infirmary recovering from
one life-threatening injury after the other.

“I-T know the feeling.” Teril managed to stammer. He sco-
oped up the dice and let them roll off his hands, the bones
bouncing around a few times before coming up with one.

He moved one of the single disks onto a stack to make
three again.

Rotral picked up the side and rolled them in his palm.
“Did you ever figure it out that all of it was bullshit? All the
training, all the patriotism?”

Teril look at him in surprise.

Rolling the dice across the table, it came out three. Rotal
made no effort to move his stack. His eyes focused on Teril.
“They tell those children they are going to be the hero to get
them to march in lines. They promise them stories and bal-
lads as they send you off to die. The rich and powerful were
never on the front lines dying, but they sure as hell are will-
ing to tell us what to do.”

He shook his head. “After a while, T hated hearing those
damn speeches about how we were going to win. In just a
day, a week, a month. It never stopped. Those speeches. Be-
fore every mission. Be proud, get excited, then go out and
die”

With a sigh, he lifted one off three stacks and set it down
all three of them in a single pile. He used his fingernails to
push the dice toward Teril. “You know, I've done terrible
things during the war, right?”

Memories tore through Teril's memories. He looked at
the dice, half afraid to touch them. “I know. I've seen it.”

“I figured. Bastion?”

“162nd.”
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“Out of Jain?” Jain was a large city near the Gepaul bor-
der. Teril was stationed there for almost the entire war. He
could still remember the smell of his barracks.

“I liked Jain,” Rotal said. “It had the prettiest churches at
night. T used to watch the flames at night. You remember
the big one to the Divine Couple? With those massive lions
in the front.”

Teril remembered the church. He prayed there almost
every day. At first it was to be the hero and see glory. Near
the end, it was just the same prayer: for the war to be over.

He looked at Rotal. “Why are you bring this up?”

Rotal’s eyes were shimmering. He picked up the flask
and rolled it in his hand. “My family were so proud of me.
They kept going on about how much of a hero I was. The
problem is that all T could think about was the men T killed.
Two years of slaughtering, two years of blood, and mud,
and blades. Two years of tears and horror. And in the re-
sult...?”

Teril sighed. “Not a single border changed. All those peo-
ple died and nothing really changed.”

Rotal wiped his face with the back of his hand. “My fami-
ly sees a hero and I see a murderer. I see blood on my
hands every time I look in the mirror. There is nothing to
be proud about, you know that.”

Shaking his head, Teril couldn’t speak. He looked down
at the piece and then up to his friend.

“We were on the opposite sides, Ter. I killed the men and
women you were trying to protect. We probably even fought
against each other, I'm not sure.”

Teril let out a shuddering breath.

“When I got out,” Rotal said slowly, “I couldn't take it any-
more. I had to leave. So I crossed over the border and wan-
dered around. T met my Rosie right over there,” he pointed
to a gazebo, “and fell in love. I stayed because I had friends
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here. Real friends who didn't see me as this glorious hero
but as what I had become, a man.”

Silence.

Teril couldnt figure out what to say. He picked up the
dice and played his turn. Once he moved his pieces, he ha-
nded the dice back for Rotral’s turn. Neither man said any-
thing for a long time as the game pieces slowly crawled to-
ward each other.

Finally, the white and black pieces were next to each oth-
er. A border war made of bone and stone.

Teril sighed. “Why are you telling me this?”

Holding the dice up, Rotal stared at him for a moment.
“You know I look forward to these games, right?”

As much as he was unsure, Teril knew that he did too.
He got up in the morning and shuffled his way just to spend
time with Rotal and the others. It was the only reason he
got out of bed sometimes. Other days, he was the reason so-
meone else got out of the house. He let out a chuckled.
“Same with me.”

Rotal picked up the flask. “T hated this thing as soon as I
got it. But, as I was thinking about melting it down, I real-
ized that we were both dancing around who we really were.
Ever since I met you, I've had a feeling we've met before,
back when we were enemies, but I don't want those days a-
gain.”

“Why didn’t you just remain silent?”

Rotal looked older for a moment. Then he looked around
for a moment before he held it over the side of the table. He
frowned for a moment.

The leather case of the flask began to smoke. It black-
ened and charred as the metal underneath it turned hotter.

Memories crashed into Teril. He remembered a fight a-
gainst one of the invaders. They were both equal in skill
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with the sword, at least until his opponent had grabbed Ter-
iI's weapon and melted it in a matter of seconds.

The same flames as before engulfed the metal flask. The
drink inside, probably whiskey, flared as it was vaporized.
Moments later, the metal became molten and poured from
Rotal’s fingers.

They had fought against each other. It was a fight that
had put Teril in the infirmary for close to three weeks with
burns. He had lost five good men that night.

He remembered how angry he was at the time. He had
failed.

As an old man, though, it seemed so pointless. So many
had died for nothing and all the prayers couldnt bring
them back.

Rotal sighed and shook his hand clean. “T'd rather be
honest with you.” He looked up with tears in his eyes. “I'd
rather give you the choice of walking away instead having
you find out at some horrible time, like my funeral.”

He stopped and looked at Teril. “T’ll leave if you ask, Ter.
I promise you. I'd rather honestly lose you as a friend than
anything else.”

Teril struggled with his thoughts for a moment. Then he
shook his head. He reached into his pocket and pulled out
his notebook with his own company’s insignia. Setting it
down, he pushed it over. “Burn that for me too.”

“Are you sure?”

“We are not the men who fought in that old warehouse.
If you are willing to set aside your past, then I see no other
action than to do the same for you.”

Rotal’s eyes widened.

“Neither of us can walk easily much less whip out a
sword and beat each other. All T want to do is play a game.”
He looked down at the board game. Asail was about wars,
the march of soldiers against each other. Basir wasn't much
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better, another strategy game about heroes on the battle-
field.

He shook his head and set the notebook on the stacks of
disks. “T'd rather spend time with a friend that relive those
days ever again.”

Rotal picked up the notebook. When Teril nodded, he
held it over the spot where he had melted the flask. The
leather smoked for a moment before it burst into flames.
Fueled by the magical fire, it was ash in a matter of sec-
onds.

Both men looked down at the board.

Teril had lost all desire to play their game.

“Shit,” muttered Rotal.

“Cards?” asked Teril.

“Yeah, a nice game of kailen sounds good right now. At
least that is based on growing gardens. You bring your
cards?”

“Right here, old friend.” To his relief, it sounded right to
call Rotal a friend still. “Right here in my pocket.”

Then, two old men put away their war game and their
pasts to find a new game to play together.
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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.

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
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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:

“Confessions Among Friends” 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/confessions-
among-friends/

- 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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