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Fanciful Flights: A Collection of Fantasy and Sci-Fi Short Stories

Venture from fantasy realms to the fringes of the galaxy in seven fun tales of adventure and romance. 


Silvie and the Moon Dance 
Silvie’s normal life is overturned when she dares to dance with an elf under the full moon.
Fairytale romance in the Oakenwald Chronicles, my epic fantasy series. 

Gifts of Jangalore 
Empath Rosa Spruce and Psi Master Varan seek an ancient site within an alien jungle. 
Science fantasy romance set in the epic science fantasy series, Grand Masters’ Galaxy. 

Stranded on Illumina 
Jacie’s holiday with her boyfriend on the resort planet of Illumina is scuttled when he skips their date. 
Science fiction romance set in the far future of my Taxyon Space series. 

The Final Visit 
After traveling across the world, an ailing woman visits a lost love. 
Flash fiction with mystery, romance, and a touch of fantasy. 


Starrella and the Lost Girl 
Super Starrella and flying horse Rockette search for a missing child.
Short story in the Secret Supers series featuring superheroes with companion animals. 

Lonely Hearts on Mars 
Love blossoms from disaster for the isolated scientists on Mars. 
Near future science fiction with romance. This story serves as a prequel to my sci-fi thriller series, Taxyon Space, with romances between human women and alien mermen. 

Hazel Harper and the Noble Knight
Bard Hazel Harper tangles with a brave knight and an errant dragon on her travels.
A short story in the Oakenwald Chronicles, epic fantasy with romances between elves and humans.
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Fanciful Flights: A Collection of Fantasy and Sci-Fi Short Stories 
Venture from fantasy realms to the fringes of the galaxy in seven fun tales of adventure and romance. 

This collection has seven short stories that I wrote and published over a dozen years from 2014 to 2026. Most of the stories were written as gifts for my newsletter subscriber or supporters of my Kickstarter campaigns. They range from fairytale fantasy to futuristic science fiction. Only two of the stories are set on more-or-less contemporary Earth. Six of the stories are associated with one of my series. 
My stories in this collection are intended to entertain readers. They all end on a happy note regardless of any anguish or deadly peril experienced by the characters. 
I will describe briefly the background and impetus for writing each story in chronological order. 
I wrote the first short story, Gifts of Jangalore, while I was working on Grand Master’s Pawn, the first book in my science fantasy series, Grand Masters’ Galaxy. The idea for Gifts came from a writing prompt to compose a story featuring a gift, a banana, and a monkey. Gifts became a science fantasy romance set on a jungle planet inhabited by alien six-legged monkeys. The other stories in Grand Masters’ Galaxy occur several hundred years after the events in Gifts. By that time, the Jangalorian monkeys have been adopted as assistants to the Grand Masters. Storekeeper Jurriann and Secretary Berthal are recurring Jangalorian characters. If you like dragons, they are key supporting characters in the novels of Grand Masters’ Galaxy.  
I composed Lonely Hearts on Mars in 2015 for Valentine’s Day as a gift for subscribers to my newsletter. This story features four scientists observing an experiment to terraform Mars. But something goes terribly wrong and the scientists must struggle to survive the disaster. I tried to write an entertaining story with reasonable scientific accuracy. This short story became an introduction to the world of Taxyon Space, my sci-fi thriller and alien romance series. Again, the main stories in this series occur several decades after the events in Lonely Hearts on Mars. Humans have established colonies on Mars, mining activities in the asteroid belt, and scientific outposts on Jupiter’s moon Europa and Saturn’s moon Titan. The current six novels in Taxyon Space feature alien ‘mermen’ who are secretly observing humans from a base in the ocean of Europa. The setting switches from Europa to the mermen’s distant home planet of Rishalt. During the series, the mermen give humans the technology for hyperspace travel. 
Starrella and the Lost Girl was composed for submission to an anthology of short stories by multiple authors. Unfortunately, the anthology was never completed. Hence, I published the story separately in 2019 as a continuation of my Secret Supers series. This series stars super-powered college students in a contemporary setting. Each superhero has a companion animal with special abilities. Starrella was an ordinary girl until she gained a superpower and the flying horse Rockette in the first novel, Super Starrella. She is romantically associated with Tobarian, a male superhero with a flying jaguar cat. It’s a fun series, lighthearted and dramatic in the style of old comics. 
The other four stories were written in the last two years. 
I wrote Silvie and the Moon Dance in 2025 as a bonus reward for backers of my campaign for my duology, Beyond Oakenwald. These stories are part of the Oakenwald Chronicles, my epic fantasy series with romances between elves and humans. The series was inspired by Tolkien and many earlier folktales. But I wanted to write more down-to-earth stories with a unique set of characters. The overarching conflict in the main stories is the dramatic invasion by the armies of an ambitious emperor. Imagine an amalgam of Vikings and ancient Romans invading Britain. There are battles, deaths, and dragons. In contrast, Silvie and the Moon Dance is a cozier fairytale romance. It has not yet been published at standard retailers.   
Stranded on Illumina was published in 2025. It is a sci-fi romance set in the future of my Taxyon Space series. Humans have integrated into a wider galactic civilization. Some of the alien species from the earlier stories appear as minor characters in Stranded on Illumina. It might become part of a spin-off series, building on the world of Taxyon Space. 
My flash fiction story, The Final Visit, was also written in 2025. Like many of my stories, the idea came from a dream. It’s a little different from the other stories with a contemporary setting, a lost love, and hints of fantasy. It is too short to publish alone. 
Finally, Hazel Harper and the Noble Knight is the new story I composed for Fanciful Flights. It stars a half-elven bard, a knight in search of a quest, and a dragon. This short story is part of the Oakenwald Chronicles, my fantasy romance series. It fits after the fourth book in the series, Primrose Pringle and the Warrior Elf. During this series, the dragons change from dangerous enemies to potential allies. I am working on the next book in the Oakenwald Chronicles. 
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The news had arrived, passed in hushed whispers like a secret wafted on the wind. The next Moon Dance would be held in the woods by Bigsford. Silvie treasured the news of the dance. She resolved to watch the elves even though it meant sneaking out of the house in the dark. 
On the evening of the Moon Dance, Silvie lay awake in her bed, listening to her aunt and uncle. The house was quiet after they went to bed, but she waited until her uncle’s snores came from the adjacent bedroom. She slid off her bed, pulled on her best blue dress and tiptoed across the cold tiles of the kitchen floor. 
Aunt Harriet would give her a blistering scold if she knew Silvie was going to the Moon Dance. Aunt didn’t trust elves. She said elves were tricksy folk, vanishing in the blink of an eye or weaving enchantments to lure ordinary folk into peril. 
But surely, she would be safe with Micky. They had been friends ever since he discovered her perched on the fence talking to the Farrow’s little mare. After that, they rode together every free day. They were as good as betrothed. His parents and her aunt were keen to promote the match, although Silvie had not yet decided whether she wanted to marry him. And she was almost an adult. Tomorrow would be her sixteenth birthday. If she missed tonight’s Moon Dance, she might not have another chance for months. The elves chose a different site each month for their revels under the full moon. 
The first part of her plan went perfectly. Not a floorboard creaked as she crept downstairs and slipped out the back door. The full moon washed the path in silver light, and Micky was already leaning on the gate. 
He grumbled, “What took you so long?” 
She whispered, “I had to wait until Aunt and Uncle were asleep.” 
Micky seized her hand. “Come on.” He tugged her along, hurrying down the lane into the woods.
Lighthearted with anticipation, she skipped beside him. Even the gloomy shadows under the trees could not dim her high spirits. 
As they approached the glade, sparks of light flickered in the leaves above and alongside the path. Wood sprites were gathering to watch the celebration. Music and singing drifted through the night, ethereal melodies beyond the range of human voices. 
Silvie’s pulse pounded with excitement. She tightened her clutch on Micky’s hand as they stepped into the moonlit glade. The music swelled, wild and alluring. An elf fiddler, his hair flying like yellow flames, bent his elbows, sawing the bow across the strings in a lively jig. Beside him, a willowy elf lady played a set of pipes, sending haunting notes across the glade. 
Elves emerged from the trees, stepping silently out of the shadows. Other jumped down from branches, laughing gaily. Slender and graceful, the elves’ long hair glistened like threads of gold or silver in the moonlight. They wore green tunics or gauzy dresses in shimmering pastel hues.  
Silvie recognized other villagers among the watchers. Most folk stood under the trees, entranced by the swirling music and merry dancers. Belinda and Dennis had already joined the dancers, hopping around in a sprightly reel. The Taylor sisters, Daisy and Hyacinth, stood beside Morris, clapping in time with the music.
Silvie dropped Micky’s hand and gazed, spellbound, at the spinning dancers. Elf maids and lads whirled across the clearing, their bare toes skimming the ground as if they were dancing on air. Their flowing dresses, sashes, and scarves sparkled like stardust in the moonlight.  
Enchanted, Silvie swayed with the rhythm of the music. She yearned to join the dancers. 
An elf maid, her hair a cascade of liquid silver, twirled near. Transfixing Micky with a playful smile, she reached out her hand.  
Micky stepped forward to capture her slender fingers. He uttered a cry of delight as she spun him into the ring of dancers. 
A stab of jealous lanced into Silvie. She stood alone, bereft of her partner. 
Micky never even glanced back. His gaze was locked onto his elf partner’s glowing face. 
Disconsolate, Silvie retreated away from the merry dancers. The magical music seemed tainted with deception. She took refuge behind a large oak, sinking onto its mossy roots and burying her face in her hands. Tears spilled down her cheeks. 
A light tap on her shoulder startled her. She glanced up and gasped. 
An elf leaned over her. His eyes shone like pools of moonlight. Framed within the golden cascade of his long hair, his handsome face was as smooth and hairless as a child’s. He wore a grass-green tunic with a gold scarf crossing one shoulder and looping through his belt. 
“What ails you, little one?” he asked in a warm lilting voice. 
She sobbed out her trouble, “I came with a friend, but now he is dancing with a beautiful elf maid.” 
The elf sat cross-legged on the root beside her. “I perceive he is not a very good friend.” 
Swallowing a lump of bitterness, Silvie whispered, “He does not want me.” 
The elf tilted his head and his gaze softened. “He is a fool. He spurned a sweet girl with eyes as blue as the summer sky. He does not love you. True love can withstand the enchantment of a Moon Dance. Forget him.” His fingers, featherlight, brushed over the back of her hand. “Come dance with me.” 
She peered into his shining eyes. Surely, he must have a kind heart to seek to console her. Yet his handsome visage offered no clue to his thoughts. 
His lips twitched in a merry grin. “I promise to take you home ere the moon sets.” His fingers curled around her hand with gentle insistence. 
Filled with gratitude by his assurance, she clasped his hand and sprang to her feet. 
Smiling down at her, he led her into the glade. Placing his hand at the small of her back, he steered her effortlessly through the steps of the whirling dance. 
At first, Silvie counted each beat with a fierce concentration, afraid of missing a step or tripping over her feet in a clumsy counterpoint to his gracefulness. But his firm grasp steadied her. 
After their first circuit of the glade, her confidence blossomed. She laughed in delight, gazing into her partner’s earnest face, and spinning freely in his hold. Music rippled around her, hummed in her bones, and tickled her toes. 
Long before she felt weary, the moonlight dimmed. 
The elf’s fingers tightened briefly over hers. “We must go,” he murmured. Guiding her to the edge of the glade, he pulled off his sash and draped it over her shoulders like a shawl. “Wear my scarf. The night is cold.” 
She ran her fingers over the shimmering cloth, grateful for its lingering warmth. A delicate green pattern of oak leaves was embroidered across the golden weave. 
The elf clasped her hand once more, urging her along the shadowy path through the woods. The dance music faded, lost beneath a flurry of wind. Overhead, clouds scurried across the moon. 
He halted at the place where the woodland path met the lane to her house. His grip lingering on her hand, he murmured, “We must part at this junction.” 
She gazed into his face, absorbing every detail of his handsome features. His earlier mirth had gone, replaced by a hint of regret as if he were sad to leave her. Greatly daring, she asked, “Will you come to the next Moon Dance?” 
“Nay. Not in these woods. I am bound for Queen Krisolde’s rath.” 
She sighed in disappointment, whispering, “You were kind to dance with me.” 
“’Twas not merely kindness.” He bent and kissed her lips. Before she could respond, he swung around and paced into the shadows, vanishing as the moon’s light fled. 
Silvie stood motionless. She touched a fingertip to her lips, still tingling from the ghost of his kiss. He had given her an unforgettable evening of enchantment. Clasping the elf’s scarf around her chest, she ran up the lane and slipped quietly through the back door into the house. 
The house was dark and silent. 
She tiptoed to her bedroom, closed the door quietly, and undressed by the window in the dim light of the stars. Moving gingerly to avoid knocking into anything, she hung the blue dress in its usual place. 
She hesitated over the golden shawl. Had it been a gift? A farewell token from her elf partner? She traced a finger over the embroidered leaves. Whatever his intention, she could not let her aunt find the precious scarf. If Aunt Harriet recognized its elven origin, she would throw the sash into the fire to burn, or perhaps fling it into the woods. Silvie surveyed the dark room. Where could she hide such a treasure? After rejecting several hiding places, she folded the sash into a small square and tucked it into the bottom of her sewing basket. Her aunt never looked there. She had a much larger basket with plenty of sewing supplies.
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Alas, her night’s escapade was not a secret for long. The Moon Dance became the villagers’ favorite gossip. Micky had staggered home at dawn, bewildered and dazed as if he had downed a flagon of strong ale. Some folk were scandalized, others amused, and a few simply shrugged. 
When Aunt Harriet returned from the market, she yelled for Silvie. 
One glance at her aunt’s stormy scowl made Silvie wince in expectation of a tongue-lashing scold. 
“What were you doing in the woods at midnight?” Aunt Harriet demanded. “How many times have I warned you not to trust the elves?” 
Her voice quivering, Silvie said, “Micky took me to watch the Moon Dance.” 
“Aye,” Aunt snapped. “An elf maid beguiled him into the dance. And now he’s bedazzled, moonstruck, and useless.”  
Silvie shook her head. “I’m not bedazzled.” 
“Maybe you’re not,” Aunt conceded in a milder tone. “But your reputation is in tatters. Hyacinth saw you go into the woods with an elf lad.” 
“What?” Silvie stiffened, her confusion switching to outrage. “He escorted me home like a courteous knight.” 
“If that’s all he did, I might believe you,” Aunt said sternly. “But our neighbors won’t be convinced. They’ll whisper you’re a fallen woman, no matter what that elf did. Elves are tricksy folk. That elf lured you into the woods with no thought for the consequences.” 
Silvie’s cheeks burned. The elf had done more than walk with her. He had kissed her. 
Aunt Harriet compressed her lips, her frown grimmer than before. After a harrowing silence, she said, “There’s only one thing to do. You must marry.” 
“No,” Silvie protested. 
“Yes. You’re sixteen and pretty enough.” Her aunt nodded briskly. “The Farrows. They were keen to betroth you to their son. I’ll talk to them.” 
“Not Micky,” Silvie protested. “He doesn’t love me. He left me to dance with an elf maid.” 
Aunt Harriet’s expression hardened. “You can’t afford to dream of a love match. Who would wed a besmirched woman? You’re friendly with Micky, and his family can give you a comfortable home.” 
“I don’t want to marry Micky,” Silvie cried. Twisting around, she fled to her bedroom and dropped onto the bed, sobbing into the pillow. How could she marry Micky after he had cast her aside for an elf maid? But Aunt Harriet was wrong about elves. Not all elves were cruel tricksters. Mama had an elf friend. 
A memory surfaced of an earlier grief. Five years ago, an elf lady had come to Mama’s funeral. Silvie remembered the elf lady’s beautiful face, her braided blonde hair, and mist-gray gown. The lady had stood apart from the huddle of mourners. When the others went inside for the wake, Silvie had lingered by the grave, too saddened to leave. 
The elf lady had glided over the trampled grass to the grave and tossed a handful of white flowers over the freshly dug earth. Then, she had touched Silvie’s shoulder and whispered, “May the blessings of the Great Oak lessen your sorrows.” 
Her musical voice eased the pang of Silvie’s grief. Elf magic or not, she felt grateful. 
Silvie sighed. Mama and Papa would never have forced her to wed a fickle lad like Micky. But Mama was gone. And Papa had left soon after. He couldn’t bear to stay in the house without her. After taking Silvie to her aunt and uncle, he had gone north, beyond the borders of Oakenwald, and never returned. Squeezing her eyes shut, Silvie mourned her losses. Aunt Harriet and Uncle Jack were poor substitutes for her parents.  
The next day, Silvie did all her chores promptly. If she behaved like a dutiful niece, perhaps her aunt would abandon this idea of an early marriage with Micky. 
Her efforts were rewarded in part. 
Aunt Harriet returned from a visit to the Farrows’ house with a fresh frown creasing her brows. She stomped into the kitchen and announced, “Well, you needn’t worry about marrying Micky. The Farrows don’t want you for a daughter-in-law” 
Silvie felt like hugging her aunt for bringing this unexpected news.  
Aunt gave a sniff of disgust. “They claim you led their son astray, enticed him to go to the Moon Dance. They believe it’s your fault he’s too befuddled to do his work.”  
Silvie groaned. The Farrows were totally wrong. But arguing would be useless. 
Although she was spared a betrothal to her former friend, her reprieve was short-lived. After two weeks, Aunt Harriet found another match. 
“Dan Tanner is looking to marry,” her aunt said one evening. “He lost his wife a month ago and needs someone to look after his two little boys.” 
Silvie felt nauseous. Old Dan Tanner stank of rotting hides and his hands were always stained brown. He was rumored to have beaten his poor wife into submission. 
“Never,” she cried. “I’ll never marry stinky old Dan.” 
“What’s to become of you then?” Aunt’s tone turned ice hard, “I’m not keeping an elf’s brat in my house.” 
Crushed by the false insinuation, Silvie stared in horror. Aunt believed the ill-natured gossip. But a single kiss from an elf would not beget a baby. 
Aunt shook her head and went to stir the pottage on the hot stove. “Get the table ready for supper.” 
When Silvie retired to her bedroom that evening, she sat on the bed to ponder her troubles. She had no desire to marry any of the neighbors, least of all the smelly old tanner. But what could she do? Aunt Harriet ignored all her protests. 
The low murmur of voices in the kitchen filtered through the floorboards. Her aunt and uncle, likely planning the wretched wedding. 
Silvie knelt by her bed and opened her sewing basket. She took out the elf’s scarf, rubbing the silky fabric against her cheek. It bore a faint flowery scent. If only the elf lad could rescue her. But he had gone to the elf queen’s rath. And she didn’t even know his name. 
She longed to escape into the woods and visit the glade where they had danced. Alas, if the neighbors saw her, they would suppose she had gone to her elf lover. And he had gone to the elf queen’s rath. An idea bubbled into her desperate mind. Could she travel to the rath? Seek an audience with Queen Krisolde and plead for her help? 
Few folk dared to visit the Queen’s rath. Her neighbors rarely traveled farther than the next village. Silvie recalled an exception. Two local farmers, locked in a bitter dispute over their adjoining fields, had sought the Queen’s advice. Silvie could not remember if the farmers had been satisfied with the Queen’s verdict. 
The rath was at least two days’ ride from her village of Bigsford. Longer if she had to walk. And she must evade any pursuers, lest she were dragged home in disgrace. 
She inhaled the delicate fragrance of the scarf. If she succeeded, she might find her kindly elf partner at the rath. Buoyed by fresh hope, she worked out what she needed for her journey. 
Over subsequent days, she gathered supplies, piece by piece, when nobody was watching. She took three wrinkled apples from the box in the pantry, a handful of carrots, and chunk of hard cheese. She rummaged in the rear of the stables, finding a leather waterskin and an old satchel with a shoulder strap. She stashed her supplies among the jumble on a shelf on the rear wall of the chicken shed. Her chores included gathering the eggs and cleaning out the messy shed, and nobody else was likely to poke about inside. 
The timing of her departure was critical to avoid alerting her aunt and uncle too soon. After much thought, she settled on market day. Aunt Harriet and Uncle Jack always left the house at sunrise and stayed late at the market, bartering for goods, chatting or drinking with the neighbors. 
On the eve of the next market day, Silvie packed her a change of clothes, her best blue dress, the elf’s scarf, and an old cloak in her bag. The summer season was warm enough to sleep outside, but she wanted a change of clothes to wear before the Queen. 
That night sleep eluded her. She lay awake, staring at the rafters and fretting about being discovered before she reached the rath or being dismissed by the Queen. At first light, she rose, dressed as usual, and kept her mouth shut during the family’s breakfast of oatcakes and milk. 
As she hoped, her aunt and uncle left early in the cart drawn by the patient donkey. 
She waved goodbye from the doorway and watched until the they disappeared around the bend. Then, she grabbed a fistful of oatcakes





OEBPS/images/e406aba6-c498-45da-91b6-4141d5d59cef.jpeg
SILVIE
AND THE MOON
DANCE

Under the silver glow of the full moon, Silvie danced with an
elf and lost her heart.

When the moon set, he was gone, leaving only his golden scarf about
her shoulders. But in her village, a dance with an elf is a dangerous
thing, and now her family insists she must marry a man she does not
love. Desperate to avoid that fate, Silvie journeys across Oakenwald
to plead with the elf Queen Krisolde. The Queen offers a challenge.
Silvie must attend the Moon Dance in the Queen’s rath, masked like
all the others, and find the elf who once danced with her. But the
night is filled with enchantment and trickery, and Silvie must trust
her heart to guide her.

Fairytale romance in the Oakenwald Chronicles, my epic fantasy
series.

AURORA SPRINGER
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