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        Arguments


        
The war be­tween Ko­r­mar and Ge­paul start­ed many years be­fore the first blade was un­sheathed.
—The War That Wasn’t

The door slammed hard into the plas­ter wall and knocked down a few er­rant por­traits be­fore swi­n­ging back just as vi­o­lent­ly. The door smacked the man fol­lo­wing be­hind the baron right in the chest, stagge­ring him back. Sha­king his head, the old­er man man­aged to clear his head and burst through the door.

“Ba­ron, I in­sist! Please, don’t—”

“We have no choice, Fla­rius,” the baron didn’t look back as he spoke in his cul­tured Tarsan ac­cent, prac­ticed be­fore a mir­ror since he was eight. The yo­ung baron stopped in a hall­way and smacked one of the gas sconces. It swung down and a loud bo­o­ming rang out. Fla­rius shud­dered as the baron turned two oth­ers and the floor sank down into stairs lead­ing be­low.

“B-But, my lord, your fa­ther said this was only for emer­gen­cies!”

The yo­u­nger man’s eyes flashed as he spun a­ro­und.

“And what do you call an army head­ing in­land?”

“You don’t know—”

“I know what an army is when I see it,” snapped the baron. With­out giv­ing the old­er man a chance to speak, he raced down the stairs.

Fla­rius hur­ried down the stairs as fast as his ag­ing bones could move. He only made it half way be­fore he heard light foot­steps co­ming down the stairs af­ter him. Lo­o­king up, he saw a fa­mil­iar face of his per­son­al maid, a gamine he picked up from the streets of Sor­fil.

She made to help him down the stairs.

He waved her off. “No, Gisel, try to stop him. He can’t ever turn it on.”

“Yes, mas­ter.”

She slipped away from him and raced af­ter the baron, the tap­ping of her black slip­pers fad­ing quick­ly. He swal­lowed hard, dread­ing the fu­ture and hur­ried down the stairs as fast as he could.

At the bot­tom, he came to a hall­way lined with cop­per pipes. Heat boiled off every sur­face. His wool suit, per­fect­ly ap­pro­pri­ate for ear­ly fall, hung heav­i­ly on his shoul­ders as he hur­ried to the end. By the time he reached it, he had to lean a­gainst a brass rail­ing to peer down the shaft into dark­ness. He gru­nted and tugged on the call chain. In the depths of the shaft, two gas lights glowed as an el­e­va­tor rose for him. Still ga­ping for breath, he winced at the sight of a bit of Gisel’s dress cli­n­ging to one of the many pipes.

“Be safe, girl.”

The el­e­va­tor rose up and Fla­rius’ mouth dropped as he saw an armed guard stand­ing on it. Armed with a saber and a new ri­fle, it took him a sec­ond to rec­og­nize the man.

“Ja­cob!?”

Ja­cob just nod­ded.

Pant­i­ng, Fla­rius stepped on the el­e­va­tor and Ja­cob flipped the switch. Half a cen­tu­ry old hy­draulics rum­bled and the el­e­va­tor dropped quick­ly. Fla­rius watched the end­less pipes and gauges flash by. When he spoke, he tried to be as ca­sual so­und­ing as pos­si­ble. It be­layed the storm of his mind ra­ging. “When did he buy it?”

“Three months ago.”

Fla­rius frowned u­nhap­pi­ly at the rev­e­la­tion. A­ro­und him, the heat cooled down but it was re­placed with the so­und of im­mense ma­chin­ery rum­bling deep in the cav­erns be­low the baron’s man­sion.

“Thirsty?”

The guard just gri­nned.

Fla­rius reached into his pock­et.

Ja­cob stepped back, hand drop­ping to his saber.

The stew­ard pulled out his flask. “It’s peach brandy.”

Fla­rius left it with Ja­cob and he hur­ried down a musty tu­nnel. As he e­n­tered the brass and iron con­trol room, he re­al­ized the baron wait­ed for him.

The yo­ung man gri­nned broad­ly. “Ready for his­to­ry?”

The old­er man le­aned a­gainst the rail­ing. “Please don’t do this.”

“It is for the safe­ty of Ko­r­mar.”

“Your fa­ther said to use this only,” he al­most choked out the word, “when all of Ko­r­mar was at stake, not just your barony.”

“How do you know this isn’t a sur­prise at­tack by Ge­paul?”

“You don’t know who is co­ming. Ge­paul are our al­lies, not e­ne­mies.”

“Then Tarsan or some­where else.”

“You at­tack with­out kno­wing your oppo­nent?”

The yo­u­nger man’s eyes nar­rowed. “I know it in my heart.”

“Yo­ung hearts make many mis­takes.”

“And old ones don’t make e­nough!”

Fla­rius reached out to stop him, but the baron tri­umphant­ly ya­nked on the fi­nal lever and ac­ti­vat­ed the enig­mat­ic ma­chine. Pres­sure built up as the room be­gan to turn a­ro­und on mas­sive gears. Fear and sweat dripped down the old­er man’s back as he felt the cav­erns rum­bling, dust and steam ris­ing up every­where.

Then, an ex­plo­sion as springs snapped and bolts sheared apart. Steam tanks rup­tured and hy­draulics ex­plod­ed in the dark­ness. Some­thing shot out of the dark­ness and then Fla­rius only saw light.
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        The Light


        
Too many fools only knew how to ac­ti­vate a spell but have lit­tle re­gard for the co­nse­qu­ences of their ac­tions.
—One Spell Too Many

Fla­rius gro­aned as he o­pened his eyes. Wa­ter dripped from every sur­face as he tried to re­mem­ber where he was. The hard met­al floor dug into his back and Gisel knelt over him, blood drip­ping from her shoul­der.

“What hap­pened?”

She smiled she­epish­ly, “It broke down.”

She help him to sit up and he lo­oked a­ro­und at the now silent con­trol room. The met­al pipes were twist­ed and smoke rose from con­trol pan­els.

“Who knew that his fa­ther would have got­ten any­thing wrong?”

She spoke up soft­ly, “Um, beg­ging the par­don, mas­ter, he didn’t make no mis­take.”

He lo­oked over to see her hold­ing a sim­ple cog be­tween two bloody fi­ngers. With a sigh, he pulled out a bit of white fab­ric from his pock­et and wrapped her fi­ngers. His fi­ngers deft­ly re­moved the cog and he put it into his pock­et. “I hope we did the right thing, girl.”

“You pro­mised his fa­ther.”

He reached up with a soft smile, to rub his thumb a­gainst a smudge on her soft cheek. “An oath is an oath. Made over a lager in the mid­dle of the night, but thank you for help­ing me keep it.”


    




    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            
        


        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:


“A Simple Cog” 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/a-simple-cog/

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

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




    




    