
  
    [image: Fire, Steel & Petroleum]
  


  
    
      FIRE, STEEL & PETROLEUM

      A DIESELPUNK SHORT STORY

    

    
      
        GLYNN STEWART

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Faolan’s Pen Publishing]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Fire, Steel & Petroleum © 2023 Glynn Stewart

      Cover art by Elias Stern

      ISBN: 978-1-989674-40-6

      This is a work of fiction. All the characters and events portrayed in this book are fictional, and any resemblance to any persons living or dead is purely coincidental.

      Published by Faolan’s Pen Publishing. Faolan's Pen Publishing logo is a registered trademark of Faolan's Pen Publishing Inc.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Visit Me Online

      

      
        Fire, Steel and Petroleum

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Other Books by Glynn Stewart

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            VISIT ME ONLINE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        For Glynn Stewart news, announcements, and more, visit GlynnStewart.com

        You can also sign up for my email newsletter here.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FIRE, STEEL AND PETROLEUM

          

        

      

    

    
      The big twin-cylinder motorbike was done. Afageon knew it just looking at where he’d propped the vehicle up when it had guttered to a stop.

      The smell of iron and petroleum flickered through the air—and so did the drifting smell of smoke from the village behind him. There was no blood or flesh in that smoke.

      So far.

      One of the big trucks rolled back down the gravel road, and a grizzled old woman—the mayor, Afageon thought—jumped down.

      He hadn’t had time to collect names. Things had moved too quickly. Even he was feeling it, and he could see it in the woman’s eyes.

      “There’s still plenty of fuel in the trucks,” she told him loudly, following his gaze to the fallen bike.

      “It’s the wrong purity,” Afageon replied. She knew that too. She hadn’t lived under the guardianship of Knights like Afageon for this long without knowing that. “Engine would seize up before we made it a league.”

      He pulled the stubby carbine from the saddle holster and ejected the magazine. Only six rounds left. Afageon had fired off the rest before he’d even reached the village. He reseated the magazine.

      “I don’t suppose your people have any four-seven ammo?” he asked.

      “Not a rifle in town would fire that, Sir Knight,” the mayor told him. “And…well, we haven’t had a gunsmith in a bit. We’re mostly out of huntin’ rounds at that. We’ve half a dozen shotguns, maybe two dozen shells for all of them.”

      The Knight nodded heavily.

      “Get me the best shotgun and half the shells, ma’am,” he told her. “Then you get your people up on those trucks and you drive north.

      “You drive until you hit the Keep at Chatham, or till you run out of fuel. If you run out of fuel, you walk. If anyone falls, you carry ’em. You get me, ma’am?”

      “I’ll get you the shottie,” she promised. “But…surely you’ll ride with us, Sir Knight?”

      “Trucks can’t outrun raiders on bikes, even raider bikes,” Afageon told her. “No, ma’am, I will remain and hold the road.”

      There was a long silence. Somewhere in the village, a fuel tank exploded.

      “They’ll come for you.”

      Afageon checked his sword and the carbine and smiled at her.

      “I am a Knight of Cadrellion,” he told her. “By fire and steel and petroleum, they shall not pass.”
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        * * *

      

      The raiders gave him a tenth of a day by his watch, time Afageon spent digging up the road with his folding shovel. They’d go around it easily enough, but it would slow them down. It gave him time.

      It let him shoot the leader before they ever saw him. The man, clad in a mismatched collection of leather and scrap metal, seemed to freeze in position before sliding sideways off his bike—a rusted twin-cylinder machine that had probably once belonged to a Knight like Afageon.

      He racked the slide on the carbine and fired into the bike’s gas tank. It wouldn’t explode, but even raiders knew to watch for sparks and fuel and fire.

      Engines screamed in the moonlit night as a dozen motorbikes careened away from their leader’s body. A third of Afageon’s precious four-seven bullets cracked into the bike of the first raider to turn around.

      A miss. Even a Knight couldn’t land every shot, not in the dark like this.

      His bike could do him one last service. He flicked the lever that brought up its powerful arc light, highlighting the gang on the gravel road as he stepped forward and bellowed the words every raider within a hundred leagues of here had to know and fear.

      “I am a Knight of Cadrellion! By fire and steel and petroleum, these lands are protected. Turn back or die!”

      A hail of gunfire answered, bullets smashing into the dirt around the bike Afageon was already walking away from.

      He didn’t miss with his fourth bullet, a second raider falling from their bike. The others swiftly dismounted, taking cover behind their vehicles from a shooter they couldn’t detect in the dark.

      The borrowed shotgun was heavy on his shoulder, his sword a familiar weight at his side. This dozen was only the scouting party. Even if he scared them off, there would be five times as many in town.

      All he could ever do
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