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        Brickpunk


        
One of the cu­ri­ous in­ven­tions that had no re­la­tion on Fa­ri­mon’s re­search was the rise of me­chan­i­cal hu­ma­noids dri­ven by spell and blood.
—Jas­tor Dis­al-Mesi­am, Ma­chines of War

“Damn it, Gertrud, get num­ber two fur­nace work­ing a­gain! I’m al­most out of the Agatha Red on the sec­ond ca­n­non!”

She screamed some­thing back in re­spo­nse, but Eu­stas couldn’t hear it as his hun­dred ton mecha slammed into the side of the quar­ry. A line of bricks shat­tered along the rough rock wall and he threw him­self to the side, steam e­ngines gro­a­ning un­der the weight of mov­ing so much hard­ened clay to the side. He felt the en­tire mecha shud­der as the baron’s dark bricks, Morn­ing Ash by his guess and from a quar­ry near­ly a hun­dred miles away, crashed into his left shoul­der. He gro­aned and wiped the sweat from his brow, ya­n­king on one of the hun­dreds of han­dles that filled his cock­pit. The coal fur­nace ro­ared to life, drown­ing out his wife’s swe­a­ring and giv­ing him the en­er­gy to right­en the brick ro­bot be­fore it fell.

Falling meant death in this bat­tle. Pulling up his left arm, he twist­ed the steam vent that pumped hot wa­ter and air down his arm, la­u­n­ching a sin­gle large brick the side of a man’s head to­ward the baron’s own black clay mon­stros­i­ty. A­i­ming true, it smashed a­gainst the glass plate over the baron’s head, but he couldn’t af­ford any more shots as warn­ing gauges shot into the red, then the brighter red.

He glanced at an in­di­ca­tor above his right shoul­der. Still dark. U­nderneath it, Gertrud had play­ful­ly wrote “Oh, Shit” un­der it when they in­stalled it to­geth­er.

He smiled at the thought, then lurched the mecha for­ward. It po­u­nded slug­gish­ly along the bot­tom of the quar­ry, cru­shing rock into dust as he tried to find a bet­ter po­si­tion.

Along the up­per ridge, the baron did the same, cir­cling a­ro­und as shat­tered stone chips po­ured from the edge.

Pe­e­ring through his smoke-blurred vi­sor, he saw the baron’s mecha glo­wing brighter with every step. Fright­ened and ner­vous, he reached over and pulled out a fold­er. Flip­ping it open, he stared at the hasti­ly drawn im­ages of the baron’s mecha.

“Gertrud, what hap­pens when the baron starts glo­wing?”

She stopped swe­a­ring long e­nough to yell up the tiny lad­der. “Slag at­tack, chest ca­n­non that blasts with su­per­he­ated coal fire. You bet­ter damn well hope he isn’t glo­wing.”

“Um… he’s glo­wing.”

She went back to swe­a­ring, her white hair plas­tered a­gainst her head as she scraped bricks into place.

He thought fu­ri­ous­ly, mind spi­n­ning even as he ya­nked the mecha a­ro­und to the only stand­ing build­ing at the base of the quar­ry. A blast of bricks, each one heav­ier than a horse, crashed into it, de­stroy­ing his only shield for pro­tec­tion. He start­ed to swear, then re­mem­bered the vil­lage priest chid­ing him for swe­a­ring too of­ten.

In­stead, he bit his lip. “Wait! Does that mean he’ll lose his fur­nace.”

“We’re a­bout to lose ours!”

“What!?”

He hat­ed when his voice hit that high-pitched so­und. His eyes rose up to the in­di­ca­tor. Thank­ful­ly it was off.

Then the “Oh, Shit” light flick­ered on.

“Oh, shit,” he said. Damn the priest.

“My tits burn­ing down here! Sug­ges­tions? And do it fast!”

“What’s go­ing?”

“Fur­nace one and three, maybe thir­ty more sec­onds!”

He thought fu­ri­ous­ly, feel­ing the sec­onds slip­ping away as the heat rose in the cock­pit. “Redi­rect every­thing to the right side, over­charge the Gatling!”

“Um, hon­ey, we haven’t test­ed that!”

“He’s glo­wing brighter!”

He had to re­mind his wife, just in case she man­aged to for­get in twen­ty sec­onds. She swore loud­ly but he could feel when his mecha slowed down, set­tling into place. Hun­dreds of tons of brick over steel, po­wered by three fur­naces and fran­ti­cal­ly armed in the mid­dle of the night. Only his right side still func­ti­oned as he brought up his arm, the hun­dreds of ca­re­ful­ly laid bricks that lined the en­tire arm spi­n­ning as heat po­ured off them. Clay dust ig­nit­ed into flame as he a­imed it up to the edge of the quar­ry.

The baron’s mecha had split open, a ga­ping wo­und in his gut with a boil­ing storm of su­per­he­ated plas­ma and coal. As Eu­stas ya­nked on the lever, he felt his mecha jerk vi­o­lent­ly and a stream of bricks flew out to stitch a line up the side of the quar­ry.

One way or an­oth­er, this fight was over.


    




    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            
        


        About D. Moonfire


        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 https://d.moonfire.us/. His fantasy world, Fedran, can be found at https://fedran.com/.


    




    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            
        


        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.


    




    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            
        


        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, 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:


“Brickpunk” 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/brickpunk/

	D. Moonfire: https://d.moonfire.us/

	CC BY-NC-SA 4.0: https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-sa/4.0/




    




    