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Chapter 1

A Friendly Game

Member of the Shimusogo 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 Rutejimo 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 momen-
tum created a furrow in the ground, only one more to the
many that crossed the field.

About a quarter mile away, Desochu’s flaming body was
racing toward him. He wasnt pushing himself but his
brother’s speed still kicked up a plume of dust behind him.

Unfortunately for Rutejimo, Des was also between him
and the goal a league away. There was no way he could
throw the ball.
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Sweat prickled Rutejimo’s brow as he looked for some-
one 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, ap-
peared 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.

“Timo!” bellowed Hyoneku. “Throw left, five hundred feet
ahead!”

As Rutejimo spun around, he saw a second plume as
Chimipu came racing up from behind him. She was run-
ning as fast as his brother and would pass him in only a few
seconds.

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

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

Rutejimo 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.

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

The wave of wind created by her wake slammed into Ru-
tejimo. Still unbalanced by his spinning, then stumbled for-
ward. The rocks blasted at his bare back and shoulder.
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The first flaming burst shot out from Chimipu’s column,
moving so fast that only flames marked its passing. A heart-
beat later, the second one came racing after it.

Desochu didn't stop moving as he grabbed the first shot
out of the air. He caught it high and brought it around, spi-
nning 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.

Rutejimo 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 Mapabyo, Rutejimo’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.

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

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

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

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

Chimipu stepped forward to catch Mapdbyo before she
felt. With a swing, she swung Mapabyo around and then ca-
refully set her on the ground.

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

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

Hyoneku patted Rutejimo’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.”

Desochu stopped next to Rutejimo. 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?”

Hyoneku 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.

Desochu bumped Rutejimo with shoulder. “You're right,
he’s in a much better mood. Good idea, little brother.”
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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:

“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/
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