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  Introduction


  There’s a particular kind of magic that only reveals itself when you throw out the rulebook. When you take the sacred boundaries of genre—the dark caverns of fantasy, the sterile labs of science fiction, the alley-stained chords of punk rock—and ask, What happens if these worlds collide headfirst in a cloud of dust, glitter, and gunpowder?


  This anthology is the answer to that challenge—and a celebration of the writers who took it on.


  Run by the FSF Writers Alliance, the Mash Up Contest invited writers from around the globe to submit stories to four wildly unpredictable prompts. Dozens of entries came in for each one. Only two to three winners would be selected per category, but the depth, voice, and originality across all submissions made it clear: this wasn’t just a contest. It was an eruption of creativity.


  What you hold in your hands is a curated experiment in literary chaos. Four prompts. Four collisions of genre and theme. Eleven stories that rose to the top. One guiding principle: mash things together that were never meant to coexist—and make it sing.


  And sing it does—sometimes like a siren’s lament beneath the streets of New York, sometimes like a punk ballad screamed into a bar mic taped together with faerie thread and leftover lightning.


  Let’s take a moment to walk you through what you’re about to experience—because this isn’t your typical fantasy anthology. These stories don’t rest gently on tropes; they hijack them, tear the stuffing out, and stitch together something new with dragon-scale thread and A.I. powered stitching bots.


  The First Prompt: Dragons & Subway Stations


  Urban fantasy has always thrived on the idea that magic lurks just beneath our modern reality. That if you know where to look—just past the vending machine, under the city grate, behind the last payphone on the block—you’ll find something strange, ancient, or beautiful hiding in plain sight.


  So we asked: what if you didn’t need to look that hard? What if the mythic crashed full speed into the mundane, claws out and wings spread, in the least magical place imaginable?


  Welcome to the subway.


  Here, dragons ride the third rail. They lurk in service tunnels, curl up on train car roofs, or get mistaken for urban legends by half-bored train conductors. These stories revel in that tension—where reality begins to slip, where rational systems collapse under the weight of impossibility. Think courtroom dramas with fire-breathing testimony. Think trolls charging tolls beneath Elysium Station. Think ancient beasts returning to cities that forgot they ever existed.


  It’s not just about spectacle, though. At its core, the subway dragon is a symbol of what lies beneath—our fears, our histories, our repressed magic. These stories remind us that no matter how concrete the city, something primal still lives below.


  The Second Prompt: High School Science & Tech Gone Wrong


  The second prompt hurls us straight into the chaos of adolescence—those volatile years where hormones, homework, and the horrifying spectre of group projects collide in a blur of fluorescent-lit despair. Now add unstable tech, sentient robots, or a well-meaning teacher who accidentally opens a wormhole during fourth-period physics.


  What could possibly go wrong?


  This section takes the chaos of teenage life and slaps a reactor core on it. These aren’t your typical high school hijinks. Our protagonists are young, angry, brilliant, or completely unprepared for what happens when their science experiments fight back. These stories tap into a universal fear: what if the tools we use to understand the world suddenly redefine it?


  But there’s heart here too. Behind the explosions and electromagnetic disasters are stories about agency, identity, and how curiosity (especially in youth) can be both dangerous and redemptive. One story might give you a robot bodyguard with a punk-rock soul. Another might offer a glimpse of another world through a microscope lens or a pair of safety goggles.


  Either way, you’re not leaving the lab unscathed.


  The Third Prompt: Punk Rock & the Fae


  Fae and folklore have long thrived in the forest shadows, their stories whispered beneath moonlight and wrapped in moss. But what happens when the moss is swapped for spiked hair, the moonlight for stage lights, and the haunting violin is now an electric bass run through a cursed amp?


  Enter: Punk Rock Fae!


  This prompt invited chaos incarnate. And it delivered.


  These stories don’t just sprinkle pixie dust on the music scene—they drown it in glam and grindcore. Here, changelings headline open-mic nights. Bands go missing after gigs under suspiciously starless skies. Goblin groupies cause mayhem in the greenroom. There are selkie backup singers and satyr stagehands. There are deals made with cursed producers and power chords that shatter spells.


  But beneath the sneer and distortion pedals lies a raw emotional thread: rebellion. The fae and the punks share more than eyeliner and attitude—they’re both outsiders, both beholden to codes of conduct no one else fully understands. Both dangerous, both beautiful, both hungry to break the rules.


  These stories crank the volume and throw the mic across the room. Good luck getting them out of your head.


  The Fourth Prompt: A.I. & Athletics


  Finally, we enter a world where performance meets programming, where the arena is lined not just with fans, but with data points and firmware updates. In this prompt, we asked: how does A.I. change the meaning of sport?


  The answers we got were diverse, thrilling, and sometimes a little chilling.


  Some stories showcase A.I. as a partner, an enhancement—a leap beyond natural limits. Others see it as a threat, a cheat code, a slippery slope from athlete to automaton. There are basketball players with biomechanical knees, fencers with predictive algorithms running in the background, skateboarders whose boards think faster than they do.


  These stories explore the price of perfection. They ask: when victory is optimized, where’s the glory? When bodies are modified, who owns the performance? And what happens when the A.I. decides it wants more than just a supporting role?


  It’s no surprise that these are some of the most emotionally resonant pieces in the collection. Because even amid tech and torque, these stories remind us that sport is about heart, and sometimes, the machine forgets that.


  Why Mashups Work (and Why We Need Them)


  You could argue that every fantasy story is already a mashup. Tolkien mashed linguistics with Norse mythology. Le Guin blended anthropology with magic. Octavia Butler braided science fiction with spiritual and social commentary. So, what makes these stories different?


  Intent.


  This collection doesn’t accidentally blur genres—it does so on purpose. And in doing so, it captures the spirit of contemporary speculative fiction: daring, irreverent, and curious about how far stories can stretch before they become something entirely new.


  Mashups reflect the world we live in: messy, overlapping, and more connected than we know. They speak to the post-genre reader who doesn’t want to choose between Arthurian legend and social media satire. To the writers who grew up on Stranger Things and The Sandman, Blade Runner and Buffy, and now want to remix what inspired them.


  Most importantly, mashups are fun. And if you’ve forgotten that stories should be fun—full of bite and wonder and laughter that slips out despite yourself—then let this anthology remind you.


  One Last Note Before You Dive In


  Every story in this collection was crafted with imagination unshackled. There are no sacred cows here. Only sacred chaos. The writers took our strangest prompts and turned them into stories that somehow feel inevitable as though, of course an Olympic kung fu event exists within a reality, inside a simulation, inside a scandal, and of course a bassist plays like he’s possessed by the ghost of Sid Vicious.


  So, take a deep breath.


    Step into the train tunnel.


      Grab your goggles.


        Plug in the amp.


          Lace up your neural-enhanced cleats.


  And remember: magic is everywhere. Especially where it doesn’t belong.
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    Dragons v. Subways


    J.D. Dresner


    “We call the defendant, Barry Kamlet, to the stand,” said my opponent. It was hardly a surprising (and certainly uninspiring) move. Pointing to the stand with a lazy finger, I shot my client the ‘remember what we discussed’ look. I hoped he remembered what we discussed: be brief with your answers, and do not offer up information nobody asked for.
			


    Barry stood, tap-tapped the top of the desk, and dragged his feet toward the stand. He brushed the seat before sitting, leaned forward, then back, trying to find comfort in the one chair in this courtroom where comfort could never be found.


    My opponent stood, her skin-strangling slacks and down-to-brass-tacks button top reflecting the attitude she’d conveyed in countless courtrooms before this one. Morgan Pitt was a manipulative shrew of a lawyer who’d attained ‘newspaper famous’ status for having the reputation of winning her cases, not with evidence, but by coercing the defendant into saying something to incriminate themselves. Having faced her often enough to say I’d grown used to her strategy, I still wish I knew how to combat it. As she approached the bench, Barry’s larynx visibly rose and fell with a gulp. “We’ve heard the testimony from other conductors who also work for the Excal Transit Commission, and we’ve seen the train’s mechanical specs,” began Ms. Pitt. She often spoke at an auctioneer’s pace to confuse her opponents. “The only thing left is to hear your side of the story.”


    “Well, you see I was﻿﻿—”


    “Mr. Kamlet, I didn’t ask a question. You should only speak after I ask a question. Am I to understand that your lawyer didn’t properly prep you for today?” Before I could object, Ms. Pitt caught the stenographer’s attention by saying, “And for the record, that one was rhetorical.” She returned to Barry. “Mr. Trullbridge declined his right to examine you﻿﻿—an error on his part, he’s surely realizing﻿﻿—but he should’ve at least readied you for cross-examination.”


    “Your Honour,” I said waving my hand at Ms. Pitt’s ridiculous statement. “Is there a question coming?”


    “Aaron, it astounds me how much of an incompetent prosecutor you think I am. I’m about to establish the scene and will shortly follow up with a question,” replied Ms. Pitt. Hearing her use my first name in court somehow felt blasphemous and unnerving, and that’s likely why she’d said it. “Now, Mr. Kamlet, your written testimony states you were driving an A7 train between Elysium station and Avalon station when you, and I quote, ‘saw a pair of eyes’.”


    “And teeth,” Barry added, having done exactly what I asked him not to do. Now, Ms. Pitt knew that the transcript said my client saw a set of eyes and teeth; she just wanted him to say it. It attacked his credibility… maybe his very sanity. After all, my client pleaded ‘not guilty’ yet claimed something else derailed the train﻿﻿—something with giant, reptilian eyes. Attack his sanity; it’s what I would’ve done, and it’s exactly why I didn’t have him take the stand in the first place. 


    I looked away, disappointed, my eyes falling upon the unmoving man sitting at Ms. Pitt’s desk. In almost every sense of the word, he was a strawman﻿﻿—a figurehead asked to show up and represent the opposition in the CEO’s stead. And, given his lack of personality throughout this entire trial, he may as well have been made of straw anyway.


    Ms. Pitt continued. “Yes, and teeth, yellowed and spaced apart, and that was when you felt the car tremble. Am I correct so far?”


    “Yes, or maybe it was more like a teeter, as if﻿﻿—”


    “You felt a tremble, or you felt a teeter? They are two different things, you see, and wouldn’t you say changing your testimony now would reflect poorly on you, Mr. Kamlet?”


    Bracing my hands over my desk, I said, “Objection. Badgering,” and I had to be quick about it, lest the objection become lost and drowned out within Ms. Pitt’s ultrasonic dialogue.


    She replied with, “I’m only reminding the defendant that he should keep to his testimony, Your Honour, so we can properly discover the truth of the matter.” 


    “Sustained,” said the judge, and Ms. Pitt’s face went as stone-cold and menacing as the gargoyle outside my apartment window. I don’t believe she was aware that we could all hear the low, clicking growl escaping her throat.


    “Well? Why did the train tremble?”


    “It, uh… hit the train with its body.” Barry’s temples began to glisten. His fingers began tap, tap-tap… tapping against the railing in front of him.


    “What did?”


    “The…” He looked my way, hoping I’d intervene. I merely waved for him to continue. It was too late to try to bury what he was about to say anyway.


    “Mr. Kamlet, please don’t look at Mr. Trullbridge. Your lawyer can’t answer your questions for you. Now, I’ve already got your testimony on paper, but it would benefit the jury if they heard you answer the question. Whose body caused the subway car to tremble?”


    It would benefit the pews packed with reporters and bloggers behind me too, I thought. 


    Hesitantly, Barry said, “The dragon’s body. It was on the train. I know you don’t believe﻿﻿—”


    “Let me get this straight, Mr. Kamlet…” I remembered how often she used his last name, as though he needed to be reminded that he had a name﻿﻿—one that would soon be dragged through the mud, slandered in the papers, and memed in every social media platform on the planet. “After leaving Elysium station, you saw floating eyes and teeth out your front window, and then you felt a tremble, caused by a dragon slamming its body against the train. Am I describing the situation correctly?”


    “Well, sort of. You see﻿﻿—” 


    “Sort of? I do hope you aren’t suggesting I’m stretching the truth, Mr. Kamlet, for I’ve thoroughly examined the transcript of your interview, and it is how I’ve stated it.” Ms. Pitt strode toward her desk, swiping a printed paper from atop of it. Holding it up, she said, “And I quote, ‘The dragon just appeared, like it was summoned into existence from another world. It attacked the train.”


    A snicker came from the pews behind me. The judge pointed her gavel in the giggler’s direction, having already warned the crowd that she wouldn’t tolerate any kind of laughter her courtroom. 


    ‘Dragons v. Subways’. That was the leading headline slithering its way through the papers and online posts, its inception: a leaked Fit for Work Assessment containing the Excal Transit Commission’s letterhead and Barry’s account of what happened that day. It’s the reason there wasn’t an empty seat in that courtroom. It’s the reason why every other post on my Insta-Vid feed had something to do with the case. Every morning I enjoy a hazelnut americano while doom-scrolling through the app. It’s a ritual I hate that I like, but what made it even less tolerable that morning was how wildly inaccurate the posts were getting.


    … but now they think Barry orchestrated the whole thing months ago…


    ❤ 13.8K   ↩ 3.5K


    Swipe.


    …You know what I think, fellow Insta-Vidders? It’s the government’s way of controlling us through fear tactics.


    ❤ 147.2K   ↩ 14.0K


    Swipe.


    …and look, we know the world was once full of magic and heroes and one-eyed ogres and all that, but that was thousands of years ago, and there hasn’t been a shred of evidence to suggest any of that’s still around, let alone dragons… 


    ❤ 3.1M   ↩ 94.3K


    Like. Swipe.


    …if that’s the case, then Barry Kamlet is just in it for the money, but tell me what you think, and don’t forget to like, share, and follow…


    ❤ 323   ↩ 7 


    Idiots.


    And anyone who believed what was said on those platforms were idiots too.


    “Mr. Kamlet, do you truly believe dragons exist? And before you answer, remember you’re under oath. The jury cannot abide liars.”


    “Objection,” I stood again. “My client knows he’s under oath and﻿﻿—”


    “And I’m perfectly within my purview to remind him of that, Aaron, or are you forgetting the rules in this courtroom?” said Ms. Pitt.


    “I would just like to point out that my client isn’t a liar,” I said, but meek retorts are easily muffled by gavels hitting wood.


    “Overruled. Mr. Kamlet, please answer the question.”


    Time stopped in the courtroom for everyone, except me, my internal clock﻿﻿—judged by the slow beating of my heart﻿﻿—moving only a tenth of its regular rate. Ms. Pitt held a sinister smile, creating more lines on the sides of her mouth than should ever be possible. Seven of the twelve jury members held their mouths open, their eyes gleaning in anticipation of the one thing they’d been waiting to hear. My delayed neck turned, allowing me to observe an ocean of raised Dictaphones and recording mobile devices lining the pews. Even Mr. Strawman waited with pause. They all wanted to hear Barry say it.


    “After what I saw in the tunnels, I do think dragons exists,” replied Barry, and time resumed, at first speeding up with the boom of a hundred gasps and sighs coming from both jury members and spectators.


    Ms. Pitt frilled the wings of her shirt collar, waiting for silence in the chamber to ensure she held everyone’s attention. “Mr. Kamlet, are you aware of the mechanical defect in the A7 trains, outlined in the Gawain v. Excal Transit Commission seven years ago?”


    “Umm…” 


    “Surely, you’re familiar, Mr. Kamlet, as the judge ruled that all ETC employees must be instructed on how to avoid derailment while driving an A7 model train. You would’ve received a notice and more training, or have you forgotten? In one ear and out the other?”


    “Objection. Badgering again.”


    “Sustained,” ruled the judge. “Ms. Pitt, please watch your tone.”


    The prosecutor lifted her chin as she held a sharp gaze over Barry. Unsettled, he slumped into his chair. “I’m aware of the defect. But I’m certain that wasn’t what﻿﻿—”


    “If you would please enlighten the court as to what that defect was…” She waved toward the jury.


    Barry sighed, wishing the prosecutor would just once allow him to elaborate instead of cutting him off the way she did. “Trains aren’t supposed to be able to go over fifty-five miles per hour, but the A7 will, if you push it.”


    “And why is that dangerous?” asked Ms. Pitt.


    “Anything faster than fifty-five can cause a derailment, especially when the track curves.”


    “And does the track curve between Elysium and Avalon stations?”


    “It does, but I’m telling you I didn’t﻿﻿—”


    “Your Honour, this is clearly a case of negligence. Barry took the curve too fast﻿﻿—simple as that.”


    “Objection,” I said. “Ms. Pitt can’t prove that’s what happened, or she already would have.”


    “Sustained,” said the judge, her hand holding up her head.


    Ms. Pitt said, “I have nothing further,” dismissing Barry like he was but a gnat buzzing near her ear.


    Barry’s doomed face turned a waterlogged blue as he hid from the room’s condemning gazes. I’d made a mistake in not examining him in the first place. I should’ve gotten ahead of my client’s wild story before my snake-tongued opponent had the chance to tear him apart with it.


    I knew Ms. Pitt would soon request moving to closing arguments. She’d lean heavily on Barry’s fantastical tale about dragons in the tunnels, followed by outlining a more likely scenario where negligence was involved. And so, impulsively, I stood and said, “I’d like to re-examine.”


    “Objection,” replied the predictable Ms. Pitt. “Mr. Trullbridge had the chance to examine his client, and he declined. Now he wants to question him? Oh no, Your Honour, we can’t have that. That simply isn’t how it works.”


    “And are you about to tell me how it works, Ms. Pitt?” The judge did a better job keeping her frustration with Ms. Pitt hidden than I. “While the request is irregular, there is precedent. I’ll allow Mr. Trullbridge to re-examine his client after a fifteen-minute recess.” She then pointed her gavel at me and said, “But remember, Mr. Trullbridge, in a re-examination, you may only use your time to clarify any testimony that came up during Ms. Pitt’s cross-examination. No new evidence may be examined.”


    “Understood,” I said, “and thank you, Your Honour.”


    The gavel went down, and court was adjourned. Normally I’d say Barry, who was ten years my junior, should have had far less trouble walking than I. Still, I found myself striding to help him get back to our desk. “You did fine,” I lied. “The next part will be easier. It’ll be just me asking you to elaborate a few things. We’re not dead in the water yet.” I could tell Barry was only nodding for my benefit.


    Ignoring her strawman, Ms. Pitt walked past us without saying a word. It was uncharacteristic of her, yet I had the sense that she was holding back, deeming us unworthy of her long-winded jabs and taunts unless court was in session. I hadn’t had a smoke in almost four days, but just then, getting some air sounded very enticing.
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    Leaving the men’s room after washing the smell of ash off my hands, I popped a mint and strode for the vending machine. Ms. Pitt was sitting at a round table in the hall, her phone resting at her elbow and set to hands-free so she could enlighten her junior associate about his own incompetence while on speaker.  
			


    “Percy, you astound me. I gave you a simple task﻿﻿—one I asked you to complete by noon﻿﻿—and now you’re telling me you want me to complete it?”


    “N-no, Ms. Pitt, I’ll finish writing up the affidavit,” said the stammering voice inside the phone, “but you said the Kevlar case was important and we needed to cross all our T’s and dot﻿﻿—”


    “Honestly, Percy,” snarled Ms. Pitt. “I hired you so I would have less work to do, not more. If you can’t draft up a basic affidavit, then we have something to discuss when I get back to the office. Just drag and drop the file onto my desktop, and I’ll handle it from here.”


    As far as I’m concerned, the only reason to put someone on speakerphone for the whole world to hear the conversation is if one’s hands were full. That, or the speaker enjoyed pointing their razorblades-for-nails at the recipient while berating them. 


    “S-so I should take
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