
         




    
        Losing It

        Brick by

        Brick

    


    D. Moonfire


    Broken Typewriter Press • Cedar Rapids






    
        

Copyright © 2022 D. Moonfire

Some Rights Reserved

Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial-ShareAlike 4.0 International

Cover art by D. Moonfire

All characters, events, and locations are fictitious. Any resemblance to persons, past, present, and future is coincidental and highly unlikely.

This story contains no scenes of sexual assault.

Broken Typewriter Press

5001 1st Ave SE

Ste 105 #243

Cedar Rapids, IA 52402

Broken Typewriter Press

https://broken.typewriter.press/

Version 1.0.0




    
        
    
         
    


    Contents


    

Legal




Chapter 1




About D. Moonfire




Fedran




License






    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            Chapter 1
             
            
        


        Losing It Brick by Brick


        
Signs of the sec­ond Ko­r­mar Civ­il War came from the edges when rur­al barons and and knights be­gan to carve out pri­vate do­mains.
—Fas­ton Car­gril, Broth­er ver­sus Sis­ter: How Ko­r­mar Fell

Gertrude sat on the car­ri­age seat, cli­n­ging to the suit­case on her lap and her head bowed low e­nough her brow touched the cracked leather. She felt old and broke, as if time had ac­cele­rat­ed in the last few months un­til the weight of age bore down on her like a wag­on full of bricks.

The car­ri­age turned on its rails and she didn’t have the strength avoid bump­ing into Eu­stas, her hus­band. His wiry body caught her. He sighed, pu­shing her away and back into a sit­ting po­si­tion. “Sor­ry,” he mut­tered be­fore fo­cus­ing his at­ten­tion to the stack of pa­pers in his hand.

Slow­ly, she lo­oked over at him. Her left eye made it dif­fi­cult to fo­cus on him, but her mind filled in the de­tails that time had hazed over. The old man who sat next to her blurred into the six­teen year old farmer who pro­posed to her from on top of a cow. He man­aged to stay on long e­nough for her to agree be­fore the an­noyed cow kicked him into a pile of dung.

She smiled.

He glanced at her.

At the sight of his hol­low eyes, her smile fad­ed.

He shook his head. “No, please don’t. I need that smile right now.”

Eu­stas le­aned over and kissed her. “At least we have the three of us.”

Fight­ing a wave of sad­ness, she kissed him back. She didn’t have the words to say any­thing else. U­nwit­ting­ly, she glanced down at the pa­pers in his hand and what lit­tle joy their em­brace had giv­en fad­ed in­stant­ly.

Eu­stas had their evic­tion pa­pers and a scrip for the prop­er­ty they were forced to sell. A pit­tance of just over five tho­u­sand gold­en crowns for five gen­er­a­tions of her fam­i­ly’s quar­ry, co­unt­less me­mo­ries, and her en­tire life. She was born in the fields and she pla­nned on dy­ing there.

He sighed and fold­ed it over. “Noth­ing we can do. I… I thought…”

Gertrude le­aned her head on his shoul­der. They both had so much hope af­ter their fight over the quar­ry, but they didn’t re­al­ize that the baron’s wife was the one pulling the strings and that bitch had al­ready start­ed the evic­tion pro­ceed­ings.

A yo­ung man in a dark blue u­ni­formed sat across from them. “Hel­lo, Moth­er.”

He le­aned back and ho­oked one knee over the arm of his bench. He had a short-billed hat with the low­er half of a brass mask perched above the bill.

Next to her, Eu­stas tensed. They only had one child and the yo­ung man wasn’t it.

She reached out and pat­ted his hand, par­tial­ly to cov­er his fist but also to stop him from do­ing any­thing.

The men who de­liv­ered the evic­tion no­tice had been we­a­ring the same u­ni­forms but their masks were in place to ob­scure their i­den­ti­ty. She re­mem­bered the le­ader, he had the same build as the man spe­a­king to her now. With­out a mask, though, he lo­oked fa­mil­iar.

“I saw you hook up the car to the train back in Brick­set­ter’s Haven. I thought you were get­ting out of the quar­ry busi­ness for good.” He gave a lit­tle smile.

Eu­stas cle­ared his throat to say some­thing stu­pid.

Gertrude i­nter­rupt­ed him by squ­eez­ing her hand over his and spe­a­king up. “Last load to sell.”

It was a lie, the three tons of bricks on the car­ri­age we­ren’t for sale. They were the last of their home, their belo­n­gings. The only thing they had left.

Eu­stas’s jaw gro­und to­geth­er for a mo­ment.

“Pity,” the yo­ung man said with­out a hint of sad­ness. “My mum al­ways said as long as the Ri­dors were a­ro­und, Brick­set­ter’s was the safest place to grow up. I guess with you leav­ing town, there isn’t much re­ason for any­one to stay.”

“Your mum?” Gertrude frowned as she tried to re­or­ga­nize the boy in front of her.

His smile grew wider. “Shel.”

Stu­nned, she stared at him for a mo­ment be­fore she could speak. “You’re She­lis’s son? Oh my blessed cou­ple, I haven’t seen you in nine years! I thought you left town, Ral­nak!”

Ral­nak swung his foot on the oth­er side of the arm. His black boots tapped a­gainst the met­al bench. “Af­ter mum died, I had to get out and see the world. I did and I’m glad.” His face twist­ed in a scowl. “Then I missed watch­ing my dad mar­ry that Hork cow.”

Gertrude’s stom­ach twist­ed and she felt her heart break a lit­tle. Ral­nak’s fa­ther had mar­ried a wo­nder­ful Hi­danork woman who had im­mi­grat­ed a decade be­fore. She couldn’t i­mag­ine how the smil­ing yo­ung man in front of her could have ever see a neg­a­tive side to her. “H-Have you seen your fa­ther?”

Ral­nak’s smile grew wider. “I served pa­pers to him this morn­ing. That look on his face was price­less.”

Eu­stas’s arm shook with a­nger.

Ral­nak’s gaze turned to him and then back. “I should have done it a week ago, that was the date on the pa­pers, but why should he have so much time. I gave him two days, that’s e­nough. To­mor­row, I’m go­ing back with my squad to make sure he va­cat­ed.”

“If he doesn’t?” Gertrude asked qu­iet­ly.

Ral­nak sat up sharply. His boots thumped a­gainst the car­ri­age floor as he le­aned for­ward. “Then I’m go­ing to kick him and that cow out by sword or rope.”

“But your—”

“My fam­i­ly?” Ral­nak shook his head an­gri­ly and then sat up. “Why would I care a­bout them? They are dirt, noth­ing more than sheep to be sheared. Let them rot. I’d rather see the two of them in a gut­ter than be in my life.”

He stood up sharply, slap­ping his hand a­gainst a long knife on his side. “You bet­ter be ca­re­ful your­self. Say the wrong thing and you might be up worse.”

Gertrude lo­oked up, tears in her eyes and dread fill­ing her.

“The world is cha­n­ging and if you a­ren’t work­ing with the ba­roness, you are go­ing to be find­ing your­self at the end of a rope be­fore you know it.”

With a mock­ing smile, he strode away.

As soon as the so­und of his boots fad­ed away, Eu­stas turned to her. His eyes were shimme­ring. “What hap­pened to him? How could he… how could he do that to his own fa­ther?”

“I-I don’t know. I don’t un­der­stand any­thing right now.”

“Moth­er, we can’t stay in Ga­jour. That’s still in the baron’s lands. We might need to keep on this train un­til we get clos­er to the ca­pital.”

She tight­ened her grip on his hand as she strug­gled to think through the gro­wing de­spair. She had nev­er gone more than a six­ty miles from home. Ga­jour was their plan, the largest city near the rur­al com­mu­ni­ty of Brick­set­ter’s. But they couldn’t leave their fri­ends be­hind ei­ther. “What a­bout Karl and Mar­il? If he’s served them pa­pers, they can’t emp­ty the farm in time. They’ll lose every­thing.”

Nei­ther men­ti­oned what would hap­pen if they were at the farm when Ral­nak came back. She was sure that Ral­nak prob­a­bly told them just to jab a knife into her ribs. Go­ing back would just be ru­shing into his trap.

“We have to go back,” they said at once.

Eu­stas smiled and reached up, his bony fi­ngers sha­king from the ef­fort. He cupped her chin as she smiled back. Af­ter a mo­ment, he said, “I love you.”

She sniffed. “We have to.”

“I know, Moth­er. I just… hoped there would be some­thing bright in our fu­tures. Set­tle down, live our lives, be hap­py.”

Her knuck­les ached from age as she wrapped her hands a­ro­und his. A tear ran down her cheek as she smiled at him. “I will nev­er be hap­py if we just run away. None of us will be: you, me, or Baby. The Cou­ple will see we are tak­en care of, if not in this life, then the next.”

“Blessed be.”

They stared into each oth­er’s eyes, the mo­ment stretch­ing. But it was i­nter­rupt­ed with a new fire. They had to plan and get ready. They broke as one and lo­oked down at the pa­pers in his hand.

Eu­stas sighed. “We should be get­ting in just past noon. There will be a bank or mon­ey cha­nger that can break the script. I’ll start with that.”

Re­lieved that they had a fo­cus, she picked up her bag of knit­ting and pulled out her no­te­book. “It will take a­bout three hours to get the bricks shipped back north. I’m thi­n­king a fifty crown bribe would get that to two hours and we can take the Ele­gant Ex­press back north. An­oth­er hun­dred crown will get them to stop at Brick­set­ter’s for ten min­utes.”

He lo­oked at her sharply. “We’re rid­ing Baby?”

“No, he can’t car­ry us that long.”

“Good beca­use I don’t think I can keep Baby mov­ing that long.”

“And I don’t have e­nough fire to keep him mov­ing ei­ther.” She smiled. “Not even in our yo­u­nger days. No, Old Man Sal has that wag­on by the train sta­tion, re­mem­ber the one you used to buy flow­ers from?”

When Eu­stas nod­ded, she con­ti­nued. “His grand­daugh­ter has been talk­ing a­bout sell­ing and mov­ing to Ga­jour. And she used to run all the way to Karl’s pies. She’ll sell it.”

“An­oth­er two hun­dred for her?”

“She’s go­ing to have to go much fur­ther than Ga­jour. Give her five hun­dred, she’s go­ing to need it. Maybe head north to Sa­be­ral or To­nifew.”

With her to­ngue stick­ing out of her mouth in con­cen­tra­tion, Gertrude start­ed ma­king notes in her book. They we­ren’t go­ing to have a lot of time if they were go­ing to beat Ral­nak back to his pa­rents to muster a de­fense. Baby was good for a stand-up fight but ter­ri­ble for a ru­n­ning bat­tle.

An hour lat­er, the train pulled into the sta­tion and the Ri­dors had a plan. Gertrude hob­bled with her cane off the train and he­aded straight back to­ward the tail of the train. Eu­stas walked with her as he sca­nned the street for a mon­ey cha­nger’s sig­nage.

The city se­emed somber, more so than u­sual. The steam ve­hi­cles belched clouds as they rum­bled past. Hors­es spo­oked and shied away be­fore go­ing a­bout their own path. It felt like there was some in­vis­i­ble beast in the city, wait­ing to suck out their last breath.

De­spite their need to hur­ry, nei­ther could move quick­ly. It felt like for­ev­er by the time they reached the fi­nal car: a flat car­ri­age with a heavy tarp on it. Three tons of hon­ey-col­ored bricks stood in the ce­nter with rust­ed iron bars next to them. There were oth­er strange shapes.

So­mehow, se­e­ing Baby gave her a sec­ond wind.

“There’s a mon­ey cha­nger,” Eu­stas said. He stopped and turned to­ward her.

She kissed him a­u­tomat­i­cal­ly. “Be safe, fa­ther. Don’t let them scam you.”

He smiled, his lips curl­ing up and his glazed eyes al­most shi­ning. “I won’t. We’re do­ing the Cou­ple’s work, things will—”

“At­ten­tion eve­ry­one!” Ral­nak a­n­no­unced.

She turned with a si­n­king feel­ing in her gut.

The yo­ung man stood with a dozen oth­er u­ni­formed oth­ers, all of them in their twen­ties. With their u­ni­forms, they lo­oked like an army. They were, in a way, just the ba­roness’s per­son­al army in­stead of Ko­r­mar’s i­n­fantry. She no­ticed most had their hands on their sword hilts while a few had drawn their we­apons.

“What is this fool do­ing?” mut­tered Eu­stas.

Ral­nak ges­tured grand­ly to the peo­ple stand­ing be­tween him and the train: trav­el­ers car­ry­ing lug­gage, work­ers with pack­ages to de­liv­er, and mi­grants lo­o­king for new homes. No one who had mon­ey would take the train, they would have had pri­vate car­ri­ages. He held up his hands and smirked. “I have re­li­able re­ports that there are smug­glers on this train.”

“Oh, for the Cou­ple’s sake,” mut­tered Gertrude.

“He’s go­ing to rob us.” Eu­stas let out an ex­as­pe­rat­ed sigh. “That lit­tle shit is ac­tu­al­ly go­ing to rob the train. He knows we have a scrip for a lot of mon­ey.”

“By the or­der of Ba­roness Strol, the right­ful le­ader of these lands, I am or­dered to in­spect all pack­ages for stolen scrip, mon­ey and valu­ables. If you are in pos­ses­sion of forge­ries, your ill-cre­at­ed goods will be co­nfis­cat­ed!”

“That lit­tle shit,” they both whis­pered at the same time.

Gertrude glanced up at the pile of bricks and then back at the arm. “Eu­stas?” she whis­pered.

“Yes, Moth­er?” He kept his voice low.

“Wake up Baby.”

He stiff­ened. He lo­oked at the bricks and iron. “Baby isn’t that fast. They are go­ing to see him wa­king up.”

Gertrude kissed him a­gain. Her heart ached from her ner­vous­ness and her blad­der felt like it was a­bout to ex­plode. “I’ll dis­tract him.”

“He needs you too.”

“He will have his moth­er.” She had no clue how she would get back but she couldn’t let Ral­nak con­ti­nue. She reached down and pulled the pile of pa­pers from his pock­et while ca­re­ful­ly leav­ing the scrip be­hind. With a loud sigh, she made a po­int of shov­ing it into her knit­ting bag be­fore turn­ing a­ro­und.

Ral­nak was watch­ing, smirk­ing as he toyed with his knife.

She strode to­ward him, rais­ing her voice. “What is wrong with you?”

“What do you mean, Moth­er?” He reached out in a fri­end­ly ges­ture, al­most to pull her into a hug. His smile didn’t reach his eyes.

Gertrude bat­ted his hand away.

His face twist­ed in a scowl.

Be­hind him, the rest of his squad start­ed to draw we­apons.

“You are act­ing like an im­ma­ture ass!” she start­ed, rais­ing her voice as much as her throat could han­dle. She wa­nted to look back to see what Eu­stas was do­ing but couldn’t af­ford to risk her ruse. “You know these peo­ple a­ren’t smug­gling.”

His lip start­ed to curved back like an an­gry dog.

She hiked the strap fur­ther up on her shoul­der, made sure her knit­ting was safe, and then used her now freed hand to slap him with all her might.

The im­pact with his cheek burned her knuck­les and palms, pain that bare­ly reg­is­tered over her a­nger.

His head snapped to the side.

Eve­ry­one froze.

Slow­ly he lo­oked back at her, a glare in his eyes and her print across his face. “That was stu­pid, Moth­er. I was will­ing to giv­ing you a chance, but now you’re go­ing to pay like the oth­ers.”

On the edge of her he­a­ring, she heard the scrape of brick on brick. It was a faint so­und but she had heard it most of her life, there was no way she could miss it over the oth­er so­unds still drift­ing down the streets.

He start­ed to tense and she thought he could hear it too. She spoke loud­ly, rais­ing her hand to slap him a­gain. “I’m not your moth­er, you un­gra­teful bas­tard! You a­ba­n­doned your fam­i­ly when—”

Ral­nak punched her. No open-hand slaps, just a closed fist right into her stom­ach.

The air rushed out of her lungs. She couldn’t tell if some­thing broke but her en­tire body felt like noth­ing more than shat­tered bricks as the blow threw her back to the gro­und. Her hands pawed at the air but she couldn’t stop be­fore she la­nded on the gro­und with a crunch.

Some­thing tore in her wrist. Sharp agony ripped through her sens­es as she let out a scream.

“Looks like we fo­und our smug­gler, boys!” Ral­nak a­n­no­unced.

Gertrude lo­oked back to see him stalk­ing to­ward her knit­ting bag.

She turned back to the train car­ri­age and her hus­band. Eu­stas stood with one hand re­a­ching up. His gnarled fi­ngers held one of the bricks tight­ly as the en­tire pile shud­dered like leaves in a bre­eze.

With tears in his eyes, he held up his hand.

She couldn’t move.

She had to.

Gasp­ing, she forced her­self to her knees.

“No, don’t go any­where, Moth­er,” Ral­nak said with a grin. He grabbed her bag and shoved his hand in. Then, he swore as he ya­nked his hand one, one of her knit­ting nee­dles stuck in his palm. “Damn the gods!”

Gertrude tried to put weight on her left wrist. When it fold­ed un­der­neath her with a crunch, she let out a sob. Then she forced the rest of her weight on her right wrist as she crawled to­ward the train. The gro­und tore at her knees and ripped at her skirt.

Ral­nak’s boots slammed into the gro­und next to her. His hand grabbed her by her shoul­der, the fi­ngers dig­ging into the a­ching joint. With more strength than she could re­sist, he ya­nked her to her feet and spun her a­ro­und and away from the train.

Sha­king vi­o­lent­ly, he shoved his face into hers. “Where is the scrip? I know you got some for that shit hole of yours!”

There was a rip­ple of noise. The so­und of bricks scra­ping grew lo­uder.

He held up his oth­er hand, it had her knit­ting nee­dle in it. There was a droplet of his blood still on it. “Now, ei­ther you give me the damn mon­ey you got for your quar­ry or I’m go­ing to shove this nee­dle in your eye!”

A shad­ow cov­ered both of them and the air grew cold­er.

Gertrude felt a shim­mer of hope through the pain and fear.

Ral­nak drew back the nee­dle. “Now, give me the—”

A ton of hon­ey-yel­low bricks la­nded on his head, sma­shing his skull and and cru­shing his body in a spray of blood. It slammed into the gro­und with bru­tal force. It nar­row­ly avo­ided her toes as it drove a foot into the gro­und be­fore stop­ping with a crack of stone.

Suf­fo­cat­ing si­lence filled the air as the gro­und rum­bled from the im­pact.

Sec­onds lat­er, more bricks la­nded a­ro­und her. They drove into the gro­und with rapid speed a­ro­und her, trac­ing out two cir­cles. More bricks la­nded on top of the first cir­cle, form­ing two thick col­umn-like feet.

With tears in her eyes from the pain, she lift­ed her foot and stepped onto a plat­form that had formed from the drop­ping bricks. Then an­oth­er step as she crawled up into the shape be­ing formed. More bricks la­nded a­ro­und her, form­ing a pot-like bel­ly perched on top of the columns.

I­ron bars and pipes speared into the shape, nar­row­ly avoid­ing crack­ing the bricks. Ga­uges and valves on the bars slid into place as if they had been de­signed for the shape be­ing formed.

The bricks a­ro­und her shud­dered once and then snapped to­geth­er, cli­n­ging to each oth­er as if they had been glued to­geth­er.

Pant­i­ng, she le­aned back as more iron and bricks formed a large, boil­er-like shape in front of her. There was no wood or fuel, not even a fire rune in­side it.

It didn’t need one.

Gertrude smiled grim­ly and reached out for the boil­er with both hands.

Her bro­ken wrist screamed out in agony.

She sobbed and tried a­gain, but it was too much. Her fi­ngers shook as she strug­gled to do her part.

“Let me,” Eu­stas said as he crawled in next to her. Sweat glis­tened on his brow. He knelt next to her, his body fill­ing the space near the boil­er. “I won’t let a shit like him hurt my wife and live.”

She let out a sob of re­lief.

He cra­dled her bro­ken wrist and helped lift­ed her hands to the boil­er. Bro­ken bones scraped as they pushed un­til her palms were tight a­gainst the brick.

Tears ran down her cheeks.

His beard tick­led her ear. “Wake up our Baby.”

She closed her eyes and brought up the me­mo­ries of her child­hood, the suf­fo­cat­ing heat when she helped fire the bricks, the com­fort­ing warmth of he­ated stones in her bla­nkets at night, even the first night she had made love to Eu­stas on the cool­ing oven. Forty-sev­en years of mar­ri­age came ru­shing through her heart and all the pain fad­ed away to leave her smil­ing.

Se­a­ring heat blast­ed her face, ig­nit­ed by her hap­pi­ness. Liq­uid fire, bright red as molten rock, po­ured into the boil­er be­fore spread­ing out into cha­nnels formed by Eu­stas’s bricks. It filled the arms and pulsed with pow­er as the cracks be­tween the bricks glowed bright­ly.

Ga­uges snapped to life as the pres­sure rapid­ly gath­ered in the pipes. The boil­er screamed as a fi­nal brick slammed into place, clos­ing off the sys­tem ex­cept for the molten rock that po­ured out from spig­ots. It filled molds a­ro­und her be­fore rapid­ly cool­ing into small­er, dense blocks of stone.

Eu­stas kissed her cheek and crawled up into a cock­pit-like shape in Baby’s head. His feet smacked down on an­gled bricks as he braced him­self. He gro­aned as he twist­ed a few valves and lo­oked out through a grill. “Brace for at­tack.”

She shoved her hand a­gainst the side of the cham­ber.

Baby shud­dered vi­o­lent­ly as some­thing struck it.

“Moth­er? Give me a line of reds to the right arm.” Eu­stas stared out at the grill. His body shud­dered as Baby lift­ed one leg with the scrape of brick and iron. The pow­er­ful shape tilt­ed to the side be­fore the foot slammed down a­gain.

Gertrude fo­cused her pow­er on pipes and ve­ins that lead to the right arm. Molten stone po­ured through the arm and into molds shaped by the oth­er bricks. She could feel the heat in her mind as she kept it cool e­nough to avoid scorch­ing the molds but hot e­nough to flow like wa­ter. As soon as the stone filled each one, she with­drew the heat to rapid­ly so­lid­i­fy each one into bricks.

Then Eu­stas’s pow­er took over. With the force of his will, he lift­ed each brick out of its mold and sent it down the emp­ty cham­bers to­ward the ends of the arm.

She start­ed to re­fill the molds for the next shot.

“Fi­ring reds,” he said. There was a shud­de­ring bang as the first brick la­unched out. “I see some of these shits have shields. Start sha­ping blues for the left, Moth­er.” He lurched to the right as he pulled on two levers.

She could pic­ture as Baby’s arm lift­ed up and then po­int­ed down at the at­tack­ing men. Then the scrape of stone on stone as the next brick fired out of Baby’s palm.

There was scre­a­ming.

Eu­stas fired a­gain.

One of the screams e­nded abrupt­ly.

More shots be­gan to burst out of Baby’s arm as fast as Gertrude could shape more bricks. Split­ting her pow­er, she be­gan to shape heav­ier, more dense bricks for the oth­er arm. All the pain went away as she lost her­self in the com­plex dance of molten stone.

It wasn’t go­ing to end with this fight. They had to stop the ba­roness. She wasn’t go­ing to stop with steal­ing their homes and rob­bing the poor. Strol was go­ing to nev­er stop.

Gertrude knew Eu­stas would agree, they couldn’t leave this fight. With a rapid fire blast of their brick ca­n­non, the last of the Ri­dors went to war: Gertrude, Eu­stas, and Baby.


    




    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            
        


        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.
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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.
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