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​About
Fantasy Short Stories


Submissions

We are
looking for short stories in the area of fantasy fiction. We don’t
want anything set in a contemporary setting, and primarily we are
looking to publish work that might fit into the following
genres:


	
Epic
Fantasy



	
High
Fantasy



	
Heroic
Fantasy



	
Swords and
Sorcery





 


Please don’t
send us anything that is set in another author’s universe or that
is based on a role-playing game setting. We are looking for
original work only. We are looking for short pieces rather than
whole novels. Our word limit is approximately 10,000 words. If you
have submitted work elsewhere then please wait for an answer from
that market before sending us the same story. You can send us more
than one piece if you like, but don’t send us everything you have
ever written in one go! Other than that please make sure you send
us your best work. Try to catch the reader’s attention from the
beginning, make your work interesting and original, and avoid
cliché.

Payment

We pay a
token payment of $10 per accepted short story published in Fantasy
Short Stories, or a print copy of the issue your story appears
in.

Rights

We are
looking for First English Language serial rights, which means that
we have the right to publish it first before it appears anywhere
else. Once published you could then publish the story elsewhere if
you wish, such as an anthology for instance.

How To
Submit

Visit
http://fantasyshortstories.org/submissions/
for details. You should expect a response to your
submission within three months.


How to Get
Fantasy Short Stories


Fantasy Short
Stories is available in a printed and eBook
format from all good bookshops and online retailers. See
http://fantasyshortstories.org/ for details.



​
Editorial



by Mark
Lord

It is my
pleasure to welcome you to the second issue of Fantasy Short Stories. In this issue
we have five great fantasy tales for you—all of them set in
traditional fantasy settings. I hope you enjoy reading them as much
as I did.

“Sealed” by Noeleen
Kavanagh is an evocative fantasy tale
about Mara who lives alone and friendless in her coastal village.
However, one day, an act of kindness on her part forces her to
grasp her own powers and in doing so she realises that her life is
her own to change.  Noeleen’s
story “The Pivot” appeared in the first issue of
Fantasy Short Stories.

In
Kristin Janz’s “Brother’s Keeper” we meet Aleine who can't stand her
annoying younger brother Imry. The problem with Imry is that he
never gets in trouble for anything. Plus he was born with
the ability to do magic, an ability Aleine desperately wishes
she had.  But now Imry is in danger, and Aleine is the only
one who has any chance of rescuing him in
time.

C. L.
Holland brought us the story “The Empty
Dark” in the first issue of Fantasy Short
Stories. The protagonists of that story,
Korix and Leveri, are back in “The Sword Divide” in issue two.
Korix and Leveri are far from home and searching for a way back.
But something else is seeking a way between the worlds, and it only
needs one of them to find it.

In
Darla Bowen’s “Presented
on a Silver Plate” Drashal has become the
prized possession of the Emperor, kept against her will in a domed
tower. She is thought to be one of the legendary
vooree. Her
participation during a feast celebrating exotic dishes may hold the
key to her release.

The last
story of this issue is David
Leishman’s “Flight”, an adrenaline-pumping
tale of escape. The main character, Olaf,
is finally free after months of torture and degradation at the
hands of the Kingdom. He has escaped from the deepest bowels of the
Keep. The only way to evade capture is through the dreaded Woods, a
place where many do not dare set foot—and with good reason. A
hideous beast that none have seen and lived to tell the tale, a
foul beast of the Underworld, is the only thing that stands between
Olaf and freedom.

​
I look forward to bringing you more fantasy short
stories in the near future. Stay tuned to our website and social
media channels to find out when the next issue is
available.

 


 


 


Mark
Lord

Editor
of Fantasy Short Stories 

 


Email:
fantasyss.editor@gmail.com 

Website: http://fantasyshortstories.org/

Twitter: http://twitter.com/FantasyShorts





​ Sealed


by
Noeleen Kavanagh 

 


The ship was there, a mile
or so out to sea, driven onto the Banford Sands by the storm last
night. She listed in the water at an unnatural angle,
broken-backed, accepting the blows of the sea, for she could no
longer fly before it.

A pile of ragged clothes
lay near my feet, flung by the sea past the high tide mark. No
boots, feet poking white and water-sodden from his clothes. The
body of a drowned sailor had nothing to do with the likes of me. It
was for Lord Dwyer and the priest to see that it was given a fit
burial.

I first saw the Banford
Sands when I was a child. Far out to sea, the water trembled, the
tide receded and islands of sand rose up from the depths like a sea
monster. Hours later, the tide changed and they slid beneath the
sea once more. But they were still there, restless and shifting, an
arm’s length beneath the surface, ready to grasp at any ship that
missed the safe channels through. And many did.

As I sat looking out to
sea, the pile of rags by my feet coughed and retched, forcing
seawater from his lungs. I was well within my rights to leave him
there to die on the beach. The sea is jealous of those she claims,
and so a stranger cast from the waves is not due
hospitality.

But I have never been able
to walk past a weak or injured creature. They pull and pull at me,
dig claws in my mind. I’d have no peace otherwise, so I rose up,
dusted the sand off my skirts and went back along the beach till I
found Ruch Clyne.

“Ruch, Ruch,” I called to
him, louder and louder till he peeled away from the men hauling
their boat up the sands, loaded with bolts of cloth from the
wrecked ship.

“Aye?” Outcast, freak, cursed. His contempt for me flicked and recoiled.

“I’ve found a sailor. Back there,” I said,
gesturing, my chin raised. Aye, Ruch Clyne, remember your fine, tall son who walks
without a limp, thanks to me. 

“And?”

“Past the tide mark. The
sea changed her mind about him and spat him back.” If that wasn’t
so, he would’ve been left there for the sea to reclaim at her
leisure. “He’s still alive.”

“So what do you
want?”

“A loan of your cart and pony to take him
home.” Outcast, cursed,
whore. Another word to join
the others makes no difference to me.

“On your own head it is
then. Bring them back when you’re done.” And he turned and walked
away.

He was not born to die in
the sea, my stranger, but I feared he’d die in my bed instead. I
stripped him of his sodden clothes, save a small pouch tied about
his waist. I built the fire up, sending it roaring up the chimney
even though it was spring, and heaped all my blankets on the bed.
But still he shivered and shook, his skin cold and clammy to the
touch.

I
laid my hand on his forehead. I felt the cold devouring him from
within, his blood moving slower and slower, pooling and thickening,
till the life in him’d be stilled.

Heat. He needed heat to
warm his bones and still the shivering, heat in heart and head and
belly and lungs, spreading out through his body. I don’t know how
long I stayed there, fingertips to his forehead, till the trembling
ceased and I stood up, drained and weary.

He muttered, his eyes
flicking open and looking at me. We stared at each other, till I
looked away.

For a moment I saw myself
reflected in his eyes. A small, fair woman, well past youth;
ill-looking, with a birthmark the colour of an over-ripe strawberry
smeared down one side of her face. I know what I am, but that
doesn’t mean I like to be reminded of it.

But no matter, the first
step was stopping them from dying, and the second was keeping them
alive. Or so Granny always said.

 


§

 


He stood swaying by the
bed, awake for the first time in nigh on three days. He must have
woken when I was milking the goats, pulled on some clothes and
climbed out. “What is this place?”

“Sit down before you fall
down,” I said, gesturing at the chair as I set the bucket of milk
carefully on the table. “This is my house. In Banford.” He looked
blank at that, but sat down at the table anyway.

“Who are you?” he
asked.

“Mara.”

“Binder Mara, you have my
gratitude.” I did not know what a binder was, but had no chance to
ask. “I am Carraig Ni Feall.”

His accent was strange, but
understandable. I had seen and heard Ardlanders like him before,
from one time when Granny took me to the Great Fair in Gurtnaree.
Wild Ardlanders, with their long, outlandish names, down from their
mountain tops and bogs, with their bossy women and wolfhounds that
followed you with their eyes.

“How’d I come
here?”

“Can you not remember?” He
had a bang on his head that I’d cleaned and stitched, but it was
common enough for a blow like that to addle someone’s thinking. I
moved across the room to shift the turf on the fire. One of the
black hens was old and had not laid an egg in over a month, so she
was in the three-legged pot now.

As I stirred the pot, it
came back to him. “Lazium. I was coming from Lazium. Going
home.”

He was a master stonemason
despite his youth and had spent the last three years working on a
great heathen temple of marble and white limestone in Lazium, the
City of Gold, far to the south. By now the tools of his trade were
either at the bottom of the sea, or claimed as flotsam. He was
downcast about that, but all was not lost. For fear of thieves he’d
kept his wages in the form of bright stones in the pouch around his
waist.

Over the next few days he
gradually regained his strength, striding back from near death as
the young and strong often do. I’d lived alone ever since Granny
died, with callers far and few, and he was company for
me.

“Banford is a healthy
place, no doubt.”

I cocked my head at that.
“Healthy? Why do you think that?” Though the One God only knew what
plagues and murrains they had in the bogs and mountains of the wild
Ardlands.

“For three days now you’ve
had no callers. At home, any binder or healer is as busy as a
swallow of a high summer evening. At everyone’s beck and
call.”

“I am not a binder or a healer.” Yes, if the
priest with his red robes and his prayers did not help, and Lord
Dwyer’s healer up at the manse could do no good, then the poor,
desperate and foolhardy might sometimes overcome their contempt and
make their way to my door. Sometimes pay in kind if good came of
it, but more often to curse me afterwards if it all came to
naught. Outcast, unwanted,
freak.
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