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Chapter 1

Brickpunk

One of the curious inventions that had no relation on Farimon’s re-
search 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 a-
gain! I'm almost out of the Agatha Red on the second can-
non!”

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 e-
ngines groaning under the weight of moving so much hard-
ened 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.
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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 monstrosi-
ty. Aiming true, it smashed against the glass plate over the
baron’s head, but he couldnt 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 for-
ward. 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. Flip-
ping 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 lad-
der. “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 a-
gainst 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 protec-
tion. He started to swear, then remembered the village
priest chiding him for swearing too often.
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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. Hun-
dreds 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 vio-
lently 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.
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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/.
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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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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,

9


https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-sa/4.0/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-sa/4.0/

D. Moonfire

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/
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