
         




    
        I Will

        Hurt You

        Only Once

    


    D. Moonfire


    Broken Typewriter Press • Cedar Rapids






    
        

Copyright © 2019 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 scenes where the primary character and others experience anxiety. There are off-page references to emotional abuse and physical abuse. There is no sexual assault.

Broken Typewriter Press

5001 1st Ave SE

Ste 105 #243

Cedar Rapids, IA 52402

Broken Typewriter Press

https://broken.typewriter.press/

Version 1.0.4




    
        
    
         
    


    Contents


    

Legal




Miwāfu




Chapter 1




About D. Moonfire




Fedran




License






    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            
        


        Miwāfu

        


    This novel has characters who come from the Mifuno Desert where the native
    language is Miwāfu. Names in this language are significantly different from
    English, so here is a short guide on pronunciation and usage.




    The biggest difference is that every name is gendered, which is identified
    by the accent on the penultimate syllable. There are three types of accents:




    	
        Grave (as in hèru for stallion) is a tiny tick that goes down
        to the right. The grave accent indicates a masculine aspect, either in
        physical gender, size, or power. Names with grave accents either end in
        a lower pitch or the entire word is spoken in a lower tone.
    


    	
        Macron (for example, hēru for colt) is a bar over the vowel.
        This is a neuter term, used for many gender-free words or expressions
        within the language. It is also used for mechanical devices, abstract
        concepts, and children—both human and beast. Macrons are spoken as a
        long vowel or drawing out the word just a beat longer than normal.
    


    	
        Acute (héru for mare) is a tiny tick that goes to the upper
        right. The acute indicates feminine aspects of the word. It can
        represent control without power or precision. These words end on a high
        note or the entire word is spoken in a higher pitch.
    





    The only instances where accents aren’t used is adjectives or indication of
    ownership. So, if a valley is owned by the clan Shimusògo, it is known as
    Shimusogo Valley.




    The names themselves are phonetic. A syllable is always from a consonant
    cluster to the vowel. For examples: Mi.wā.fu (IPA
    /mi.waː.ɸɯ̥/), Shi.mu.sò.go (/ɕi.mɯ.ꜜso.ɡo/), and De.sò.chu (/de.ꜜso.tɕɯ̥/). The only
    exception is the letter “n” which is considered part of the syllable before
    it when not followed by a vowel. For example, ga.n.ré.ko (/ɡa.ŋꜛɾe.ko/) and ka.né.ko (/ka.ꜛne.ko/).




    Miwāfu has no capital letters, they are added to satisfy English
    conventions.
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        I Will Hurt You Only Once


        
The stro­ngest mag­ic comes from the de­epest tra­uma. That’s the cru­el price of mag­ic.
—Galdinol Mis­fan­ic, Civ­i­liza­tion, or The Ca­use for Mag­ic Leav­ing Our World

Gi­chyòbi yawned as he he­aded to the front door. Jo­ints in his knees and shoul­der popped and cracked from sit­ting too long. He reached the en­trance and pushed it open to let the cold desert air in.

Be­hind him, Ru­te­jìmo and Ma­pábyo walked hand and hand. The yo­u­nger cou­ple were le­a­ning a­gainst each oth­er. Both were ex­haust­ed from ru­n­ning across the desert the all day and then talk­ing un­til al­most morn­ing.

Gi­chyòbi let his sens­es e­nter the stone un­der­neath him. He felt the vi­bra­tions co­ming to­ward him from all di­rec­tions. He could eas­i­ly disti­n­guish the dis­tinct feel of oth­er mem­bers of the Wa­mi­fūko clan com­pared to the few strangers still walk­ing a­ro­und so late in the morn­ing. One of them was a few blocks away but in the path of the cou­ple leav­ing.

He sent a re­quest through the stones, his thoughts vi­brat­ing along the rock. «Could so­me­one move the drunk on Red Facet Pas­sage near Rolling Rock Street away? The Shi­mu­sògo are head­ing to the Glo­ri­ous Saber I­nn.»

A pa­trolling Wa­mi­fūko war­rior cha­nged di­rec­tions and he­aded straight for the stranger. By the time Ru­te­jìmo and Ma­pábyo left, their path would be clear.

It only took a sec­ond for every­thing to hap­pen. Gi­chyòbi held out one large hand. “Be safe walk­ing to the inn.”

Ma­pábyo stood on her toes to kiss his cheek. She was a wiry girl with near­ly ob­si­di­an skin. Her eyes were dropped with ex­haus­tion. “Thank you, Chyòbi. Di­nner was love­ly.”

He hugged her firm­ly be­fore re­leas­ing her.

Ru­te­jìmo hugged Gi­chyòbi but said noth­ing. His body was tiny com­pared to Gi­chyòbi’s mus­cu­lar frame but there was a strength in the rac­er’s body. He gave Gi­chyòbi a weak smile be­fore pulling away.

Ma­pábyo caught his hand, guid­ing him through the door al­most much as she was draw­ing him clos­er to com­fort him.

Gi­chyòbi closed the door be­hind them but kept his sens­es track­ing them through the stone as they shuf­fled to the inn.

Ki­dóri, his wife, came up to hug him from be­hind. She was much short­er than him but al­most as wide. Her curvy body felt right pressed a­gainst his back. Her love and warmth brought a smile to his lips. “Jìmo looks like he has one hand on death’s breast.”

He gru­nted in agre­e­ment.

“He needs a break,” she a­n­no­unced as she re­leased Gi­chyòbi. U­nderneath his feet, he could feel her oth­er words. «Gi­chyòbi says to resched­ule the Shi­mu­sògo vis­it with the clan co­un­cil for two days. Have so­me­one put the no­tice un­der their door so they don’t have to leave.»

He chuck­led and sent a pulse of ap­proval.

Some­where on the far side of the Wa­mi­fuko City, one of the awake clerks ac­knowl­edged with a vi­bra­tion of the rocks.

She yawned. “Clean up, please?”

“Of course, my qu­e­en of rocks. Your or­der shall by my only com­mand.” He bowed dra­mat­i­cal­ly as he gri­nned.

She smiled and lo­oked over her shoul­der, her dark hair ob­scu­ring much of her face. She was beau­ti­ful and he let her know with a fo­cused pulse of en­er­gy along the rocks. Her smile grew wider and she rocked her hips from one side to the oth­er. “Don’t stay up too late.”

With a wig­gle of her ass, she he­aded up the stairs.

Gi­chyòbi ad­mired her un­til she was out of sight and her foot­steps fad­ed into the depths of their room. Then he head­ing into the liv­ing room to pick up the dis­card­ed cups and plates from hours of talk­ing.

In the kitchen, he set every­thing into the sink and o­pened the valve to the hot wa­ter. As the ste­a­ming liq­uid po­ured over the dish­es, he he­aded straight for the ice chest and pulled out a small cask of his cur­rent batch of stout. It was a south­ern recipe from one of the clans near the pale lands and requ­ired a few in­gre­di­ents that cost him a pret­ty co­in.

Gi­chyòbi po­ured him­self a large mug be­fore turn­ing the cast to the ice box. Hum­ming to him­self, he took a long swal­low be­fore set­ting it next to the sink and be­gan to wash dish­es.

It wasn’t much lo­nger be­fore he felt the del­i­cate touch of bare feet on the stone gro­und. Judg­ing from the weight and stride, it was Ni­fa­ópi, his daugh­ter.

He gri­nned. With­out lo­o­king back, he said, “A­ren’t you sup­posed to be sle­e­ping?”

“I was thirsty.” She pulled out a draw­er e­nough for her to climb up it and onto the co­u­nter. Her night­gown caught on the draw­er and he reached over to free it be­fore she ripped the blue fab­ric.

Ni­fa­ópi turned a­ro­und and sat on the edge of the co­u­nter. With­out ask­ing, she reached over and picked up his mug. Sniff­ing at it, she pulled a face.

He laughed. “Wa­ter?”

“Yes, Great Papa.” Ni­fa­ópi set the mug on the oth­er side of her body, away from him and his drink.

Gi­chyòbi got an­oth­er mug and filled it with cold­er wa­ter be­fore hand­ing it to her. As she grabbed hers, he reached over and res­cued his own.

“Salute!” she said with a grin.

They tapped mugs and both took deep drinks.

With a sat­is­fied sigh, he set the mug down on the far side of the side and re­turned to cle­a­ning the dish­es.

“Papa?”

“Yes, my di­a­mond?”

“Why does Jìmo get so an­gry when he talks a­bout his fam­i­ly?”

Gi­chyòbi hesi­tat­ed for a mo­ment, star­tled by the ques­tion but also dread­ing it. He con­cen­trat­ed on scrub­bing meat from the plate as he tried to for­mu­late his thoughts as he delved into an un­com­fort­able top­ic. “Great Shi­mu­sogo Ru­te­jìmo’s fam­i­ly hurt him bad­ly while he was gro­wing up.”

“They hit him?”

“No, not re­al­ly. They were…” He strug­gled with the words to de­scribe what the Shi­mu­sògo had done. “… they let him think that no one loved him.”

“No one came to kiss his knees when he scraped them?”

Gi­chyòbi chuck­led. “No, my di­a­mond, no kiss­es of scraped knees and no hugs be­fore bed.”

“That’s mean. Why were they so mean?”

He tensed. “He ne­eded to be hurt when he was yo­ung oth­er­wise he wouldn’t…” He trailed off. There were some­things he wasn’t sup­posed to say to a child.

“But he’s old now.”

“Old?” He lo­oked at her. “He’s not even thir­ty.”

Ni­fa­ópi lo­oked at her fa­ther and then rolled her eyes just like her moth­er. “Fine, he’s re­al­ly old.”

“I’m forty-three!”

“And you are so old, you’re al­most dead,” she said in a se­ri­ous tone.

He gave her a mock glare. “See if I’m go­ing to feed you to­mor­row.”

She stuck her to­ngue out at him. Then she hopped off the co­u­nter to grab some bread and che­ese from a pantry be­fore re­turn­ing. With her eyes fo­cused on Gi­chyòbi’s face, she deli­be­rate­ly tore off a hunk of both and shoved them into her mouth. The gap of her miss­ing front tooth only added to the challe­nge.

“Fine, he’s old. The prob­lem is that his fam­i­ly nev­er stop hurt­ing him. They had got­ten used to treat­ing him diffe­rent­ly that they for­got to learn how to love him.”

Ni­fa­ópi had to swal­low loud­ly to clear her mouth. A fleck of che­ese re­ma­ined on the cor­ner of her lip. “Pábyo treats him nice­ly.”

“Ma­pábyo loves him and is prob­a­bly the first one to help him see that he’s amaz­ing and wo­nder­ful and a good man.”

“Eve­ry­one needs a Pábyo.”

“Yeah, eve­ry­one does.” Gi­chyòbi fin­ished an­oth­er plate and set it on the co­u­nter.

Ni­fa­ópi bit down on the che­ese and ripped off a hunk with her mouth.

“Tear it off first!” he snapped.

She chewed loud­ly, her mouth open. Then she gri­nned and closed it be­fore fi­ni­shing. Af­ter a mo­ment of watch­ing him clean, she stood up on the co­u­nter and stepped over the sink to grab a tow­el. Pu­shing his mug fur­ther down the co­u­nter, she sat down and start­ed to dry the dish­es.

“Thank you.”

“Will they ever stop be­ing mean to him?”

“Prob­a­bly. Now that it’s obvi­ous what he’s be­come, its eas­i­er to ac­cept that he has al­ways been diffe­rent.” He couldn’t ex­plain how Ru­te­jìmo had be­come one of the ko­ji­nōmi, a ca­re­tak­er of the dead. Ni­fa­ópi wasn’t ready to un­der­stand the co­nfus­ing world of those who lived out­side of so­ci­ety.

She fin­ished a dish. “You won’t hurt me, will you?”

Gi­chyòbi froze as the dre­aded ques­tion came up. He should have known it was co­ming from the line of ques­tions, but it still hit. As he closed his eyes, he reached out for his wife through the stone. «Ni­fa­ópi is ask­ing a­bout hi­chi­fūma.»

Hi­chi­fūma, the se­crets they kept from their chil­dren un­til they go through their rite of pas­sage and bind them­selves to one of the clan spir­its. It was the re­ason Ru­te­jìmo had been hurt so bad­ly.

Ki­dóri’s re­spo­nse shook the gro­und faint­ly. «Are you go­ing to tell her?»

«She asked a­bout Ru­te­jìmo’s pain.»

The prob­lem with stone-spe­a­king was that emo­tions couldn’t be sent. He wished he could see his wife’s face to know her thoughts. In­stead, he had to hold him­self still.

«Do you want to tell her?»

He nod­ded. «I think we should. It’s worth the risk af­ter se­e­ing how much he hurts.»

“Papa, is this a se­cret?”

He turned to see his daugh­ter sta­ring at him. Her e­mer­ald eyes were danc­ing as she took in his face.

“The gro­und is sha­king, you’re talk­ing to Mama.”

Gi­chyòbi chuck­led. “Clever girl.”

He pulled his hands from the wa­ter and dried them. “Can you lis­ten to some­thing I’m go­ing to say and keep it a se­cret? You can’t tell any­one, but most of all, not your broth­er.”

“Why?”

“Beca­use this is a se­cret that can’t be for­got­ten. Even though it won’t af­fect you for many, many years, its go­ing to be there and it will cha­nge your life.” His chest ached as he strug­gled. “Just kno­wing it is e­nough.”

Her eyes glis­tened. She nod­ded slight­ly.

He didn’t say any­thing.

“I pro­mise,” she whis­pered. “I won’t tell any­one.”

Gi­chyòbi took a deep breath and fought to keep his voice from crack­ing.

She i­nhaled.

He took her hands in his, the tiny lit­tle palms dwarfed by his fi­ngers. He kissed them gen­tly be­fore lo­o­king into her eyes. “I’m sor­ry. I am go­ing to hurt you too. At a very spe­cif­ic po­int in your life, I’m go­ing to hurt you more than any­thing you have ever felt be­fore.”

A whim­per tore his heart apart.

He rushed for­ward, kiss­ing her fi­nger­tips a­gain. “I pro­mise, I will only hurt you once, but I must do it.”

“W-Why?”

Tears ran down his cheeks.

She tugged on her hands and he let her pull away. “Why, Papa? Why would you do that?”

Gi­chyòbi strug­gled to say any­thing. He felt like he was on the edge of a cliff, a­bout to say some­thing that would ruin every­thing.

Ki­dóri’s words rip­pled through the stone. «Do you need me in there? I’m in the hall be­hind you.»

He smiled. «Not yet, my love.»

She gave a word of enco­u­ra­ge­ment and noth­ing else.

He fo­cused on his cry­ing daugh­ter. “Do you like it when I take you through the stone?”

“Y-Yes?”

“Or when mama makes all those flow­ers bloom at once? Re­mem­ber when she made the blue petals for your birth­day?”

Ni­fa­ópi wiped her nose. She gave him a smile. “Yes.”

“That’s mag­ic. Clan mag­ic.”

“I know what mag­ic is, Papa,” she said rolling her eyes.

“What a­bout my broth­er? What a­bout him?”

Her smile fad­ed. “He’s…”

“Go on. He’s not here, he’s not to hear any­thing you say in this mo­ment. I pro­mise.” Gi­chyòbi tensed as he wait­ed for the an­swer he knew would be co­ming.

“He’s not very good, Papa. He keeps hurt­ing him­self when he walks through stone. That’s why he fills out all the forms and and stuff.”

“So, would say his mag­ic was strong?”

Ni­fa­ópi cri­nged as if Gi­chyòbi was a­bout to yell at her.

He stroked her cheek. “I’m not go­ing to yell, I’m try­ing to ex­plain why I have to hurt you.”

“But you didn’t hurt him, right?”

Gi­chyòbi felt the me­mo­ries jam into his stom­ach, cut­ting deep. “No, but that’s beca­use I told him the se­cret. My papa and my mama did also beca­use they were wor­ried a­bout him. Many peo­ple told him and he lis­tened.”

He let out a long, shud­de­ring breath. His broth­er had for­giv­en him for his role, but even years lat­er, it still hurt. He forced him­self to fo­cus on his daugh­ter. “No one told me, which is why I’m so strong. I didn’t know the se­cret. Your mama didn’t know it ei­ther.”

She frowned. “I-I don’t un­der­stand, Papa. How can a se­cret make so­me­one strong? How can hurt­ing so­me­one give you mag­ic?”

“Are you sure you want to know?”

Ni­fa­ópi hesi­tat­ed. She sniffed and lo­oked a­ro­und, then dragged his mug clos­er to him. For a mo­ment, he thought she was go­ing to drink from it but she only toyed with the rim. “Why?”

Gi­chyòbi sighed. His chest ached and his heart hurt. He shook his head for a mo­ment, try­ing to steel him­self.

Ki­dóri res­cued him by co­ming into the room, her bare feet whispe­ring across the stone. “You re­mem­ber that time when you and your broth­er fell off the wall and into the wa­ter basin?”

Ni­fa­ópi nod­ded and cri­nged.

“What hap­pened?” Ki­dóri came up to slip her arms a­ro­und Gi­chyòbi and their daugh­ter.

“I start­ed to drown. I kept try­ing to grab the edge but my fi­ngers were slip­ping. I broke my fi­ngers. There was wa­ter every­where and I couldn’t stop it from go­ing into my nose.”

“Did you think you were go­ing to die?”

“Y-Yes, Mama.”

Ki­dóri wiped the tears from her eyes. “Its mo­ments like that when mag­ic fi­nal­ly comes. When you are grab­bing at the wall, try­ing to res­cue your broth­er, and there is wa­ter in your lungs. That feel­ing, that hor­ri­ble feel­ing like you a­ren’t go­ing to make it? That’s when the clan spir­its can fi­nal­ly hear you.”

Gi­chyòbi added his own words. “The more ter­ri­fied you are, the most scared, the more you are con­vinced you are go­ing to die, the more pow­er­ful the co­nnec­tion and the stro­nger your mag­ic.”

“But I didn’t get mag­ic then. Nei­ther of us did. I thought I was go­ing to die.”

Her moth­er an­swered, “Last year your mind and body we­ren’t ready yet. It hap­pen a­bout the time when you are strug­gling not to cry or lash out at your broth­er, when you start to grow hair along your south­ern fields, and your breasts get big­ger. That will be the po­int, many years in the fu­ture.”

Ni­fa­ópi bu­ried her face into her moth­er’s arm. “So if I al­most die when I’m old­er, I get mag­ic?”

When said that way, Gi­chyòbi couldn’t help but feel her words as a knife into his stom­ach. He knew it was co­ming, he thought a­bout it like any pa­rent did. He bowed his head. “Yes. If you knew you were go­ing to be okay, you wouldn’t be as ter­ri­fied and the spir­its won’t be able to talk to you.”

“Then why do you have to hurt me, Papa?” His daugh­ter’s voice was muf­fled from be­ing pressed a­gainst her moth­er’s arm.

Ki­dóri kissed Ni­fa­ópi on top of her head. “Beca­use he loves you.”

Ni­fa­ópi pulled away. “He’s go­ing to kill me, Mama! Papa is go­ing to hurt me! Why? Why would he do that!?”

“Oh, my di­a­mond,” Gi­chyòbi said as he hugged her tight­ly. Tears burned his eyes as he cursed the world they grew up. “I have to do this.”

“W-Why?”

“To keep you safe.”

Ni­fa­ópi stopped for a mo­ment. “What?” He could al­most see her strug­gling to un­der­stand.

Gi­chyòbi closed his eyes tight­ly, squ­eez­ing out the tears. He was risk­ing every­thing to let her know, but he kept thi­n­king a­bout how much pain Ru­te­jìmo had gone through. “We do it be­fore the desert does it for us. If we don’t, you might be in the mid­dle of the sands when it hap­pens. You might be po­i­soned, drowned, or suf­fo­cat­ing and we might l-lose you.” His voice cracked.

Ni­fa­ópi shook her head.

Ki­dóri con­ti­nued where Gi­chyòbi fal­tered. She lo­oked into his eyes as she spoke in a low, strained voice. “The desert will ma­king it hap­pen, I pro­mise you that. How­ev­er, if we do it our­selves, your clan will be close by to make sure you sur­vive no mat­ter what hap­pens.”

With that, the se­cret had been bro­ken.

Gi­chyòbi squ­e­ezed her waist. Through the gro­und, he sent a qu­iet word. «I hate this so much.»

“I-I won’t drown?”

Gi­chyòbi shook his head. “No, I will do every­thing in my pow­er to make sure you are safe. No mat­ter in the world is worth los­ing you or your broth­er. When it’s over, I won’t ever hurt you a­gain. But un­til that po­int, I need you to be­lieve you are go­ing to die oth­er­wise you won’t hear the mag­ic.”

In the back of his head, me­mo­ries of his own rite rose up. Even now, decades lat­er, he could still taste the foul air as he po­u­nded de­spe­rate­ly on the i­nner walls of a cof­fin made of stone. The scratch­es were still on his fists, if he lo­oked. He had near­ly suf­fo­cat­ed to death in that tomb, not kno­wing that his own moth­er was watch­ing only inch­es away. He had no doubt she was feel­ing the same thing he was expe­ri­enc­ing in the mo­ment.

Ni­fa­ópi toyed with his mug. Tears ran down her cheeks as she rocked it back and forth.

Ki­dóri start­ed to take it away but then stopped. She sighed and le­aned into Gi­chyòbi. «I hope we are do­ing the right thing.»

«Me too, my love.»

Ni­fa­ópi sniffed once and then be­gan to bawl.

Gi­chyòbi’s heart ripped in half. He o­pened his mouth but couldn’t find words that would help. There was noth­ing he could say.

His daugh­ter reached out to grab both of them, pulling their bod­ies close as she sobbed into the space be­tween their arms.

Ki­dóri and Gi­chyòbi held their daugh­ter tight­ly as the sobs wracked her body.

His back be­gan to ache al­most im­me­di­ate­ly as he had to crouch down to hold them but he didn’t care. All the pain in the world was noth­ing to the sor­row of se­e­ing his daugh­ter in dis­tress. It was part of be­ing a pa­rent, even the mon­ster the desert would force him to be­come.

«I hate that mag­ic requ­ires so much pain.»

He nod­ded silent­ly.

«Why does the sun-damned sand make us do this?» Ki­dóri asked. «To Ni­fa­ópi? To Ru­te­jìmo? To our en­tire fam­i­ly?»

«Be­ca­use if we don’t, the desert moth­er will do it her­self. The sands are far cru­el­er than any­thing we will do to her. Would you rather put your chil­dren in her hands?»

She kissed Ni­fa­ópi. «N­ev­er.»

Their daugh­ter’s tears be­gan to slow­ly sub­side.

Ki­dóri shift­ed her hand to pull her off the co­u­nter.

Ni­fa­ópi bu­ried her face into her moth­er’s breast. Her cries were soft­er. It so­u­nded like she would be sle­e­ping soon.

Gi­chyòbi pried his arm free. «Think she’ll re­mem­ber this?»

«I hope not.» Ki­dóri lo­oked at him with con­cern. «You know what will hap­pen if she does?»

«Then I will have to hurt her even more.» He frowned. «We were wrong for telling her?»

Ki­dóri kissed their daugh­ter’s head. «No, she has to know that we love her. Even if it re­mains in the back of her head, I can’t have her ever think that she isn’t any­thing less than our di­a­mond in the sands.»

Gi­chyòbi stroked Ni­fa­ópi’s hair, ru­n­ning his fi­ngers along her curls. Af­ter a mo­ment, he pulled away. “I love you, Ópi. With all my heart, I will al­ways love you.”

«Leave the rest of the dish­es, come to bed.» Ki­dóri car­ried Ni­fa­ópi out of the kitchen.

Gi­chyòbi sighed and lo­oked at the re­ma­i­ning mess. Re­a­ching out, he grabbed his mug. He didn’t have a taste for it any­more. Ca­re­ful­ly, he po­ured it down the drain.

The desert de­ma­nded he hurt his chil­dren and he would obey. The co­nse­qu­ences were too much to bear. But he re­fused to do it a­gain. He would hurt his daugh­ter only once.

Then he would spend the rest of his days telling her how much he loved her.
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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.


    




    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            
        


        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:


“I Will Hurt You Only Once” 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/i-will-hurt-you-only-once/

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

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




    




    