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Chapter I – Twelve Years Later
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Mopp Hagga’s funeral lasted an entire week. Millions of Uni citizens marched through the capital avenues on their knees, tears in their eyes, mourning loudly. Some even threw themselves to the ground in theatrical convulsions of pain, but their sobs were as hollow as their hearts. 

Behind every tear, there was a hidden smile. Behind every bowed head, a silent exhale of relief, because they knew: the tyrant was finally dead. What they didn’t realize was that they had just escaped a devil... only to fall straight into the arms of Satan.

Mopp Hagga, despite all his cruelty, cared for his people. 

When he came to power, one of his first decrees had been to ban public begging on the streets. And when he saw the misery in which many Uni citizens lived: homeless, jobless, and starving, he moved swiftly. 

He ordered the construction of housing blocks for the poor and opened factories where the unemployed were forced into labor.

The city changed within months. Uni police squads patrolled the streets day and night, interrogating anyone who looked idle. If you weren’t working, you were assumed to be lazy. And if you were lazy, you were sent to Kokx, the sulfur mines on planet Frorra, a place from which few returned.

Within six months, everyone on Uni was working. Everyone had a roof over their head and bread on the table. 

There were only two unbreakable rules: never speak out against Mopp Hagga, and never, ever look him in the eye in public, which was punishable by death. Brutal. Yes. Dictatorial. Without doubt.

But the people had work, homes, and in the quiet of their dim apartments, they could sit beside their children and believe, perhaps, that tomorrow would still come.

Now, with Mopp’s death and his son Sasaky in power, many dared to hope for change. For better.

They were wrong. Terribly wrong.

From his very first day as Governor of Uni, Sasaky Hagga issued a series of decrees that shook the very core of the planet:

Decree One: All factories built by my father for the unemployed shall be shut down. “They are not productive!” he shouted before the Council of Ministers. “The planetary budget is covering the losses, an absurd waste of our resources!”

Decree Two:  The apartments built for the homeless will be auctioned to the highest bidder. “They’ve been living there for free!” he thundered. “An enormous loss for our economy. Whoever cannot pay goes out into the streets!”

The council chamber went silent. No one dared oppose him. Eighty-four billion citizens, entire families, including children, were evicted in the weeks that followed. The streets overflowed. Camps formed overnight. And Sasaky remained unmoved.

Decree Three: Those without employment will be deported to the Kokx mines on Frorra.

“We will increase production. We will cover the budget deficit. Gentlemen, we must now focus on weapons. We have a war to win! The conquest of the universe begins now!” 

He roared, raising his arms triumphantly, expecting thunderous applause. And it came, fake applause. A tsunami of clapping came from every corner of the hall. 

Ministers rose to their feet, smiling through clenched teeth. Their faces were masks. Their souls were crumbling.

General Karnak clapped too, but his eyes were glassy, distant. Inside, he mourned. He knew. This was not the rise of an empire. It was the beginning of the end.

And in the back of the chamber, a lone figure stood silently, Borun Dyr. He did not clap. He did not smile. He turned and walked out the chamber doors without a word.

Sasaky noticed and immediately followed him down the corridor, his footsteps echoing behind Borun’s steady pace. “Borun!” he called, slightly breathless. “What’s wrong? Didn’t you enjoy my speech?”

Borun stopped. He turned slowly, his gaze piercing and cold. “No,” he said, voice dry as steel. “The people of Uni will come to hate you even more than they hated your father. You have made a grave mistake.”

Sasaky laughed, brushing it off with a careless shrug. “Oh, come now. You’ll see. Everything I’m doing, I’m doing for them.”

Borun tilted his head slightly. “We’ll see, Your Excellency,” he said, with a half-bow. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, my wife is waiting for lunch.” Without waiting for a reply, he turned his back and walked away.

Sasaky stood alone in the corridor, watching him go. Oddly, Sasaky wasn’t angry. A part of him, a small, insecure part, admired Borun for speaking so directly. For years now, Sasaky had trusted Borun with his life. 

Borun had saved him twice from assassinations carefully planned in the shadows. And now, even with their ideological divide, Sasaky still felt a strange loyalty to him.

Sasaky returned slowly to his private quarters. There, he opened the massive glass balcony doors and stepped out into the golden air. The twin suns bathed the towers of Uni in radiant light. Sasaky placed his hands behind his back and stared up at the sky. 

In his mind, he saw fleets.

Fire.

Conquest.

A crown of stars upon his head.

He closed his eyes and smiled. “I will rule it all,” he whispered. But deep down, beneath the armor of ego, something fragile still flickered. 

A question he dared not ask: “Will I be worthy of it?”
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Chapter II – The Victorious Return to Base
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The two luxurious spacecraft bearing the Uni insignias, along with the rest of the fleet that had participated in the “Casino” operation at Alpha Centauri, glided into the colossal hangar of the Interstellar Galactic Academy on AWA66. The massive sliding gate sealed shut behind them with a thunderous hiss, locking out the galaxy and locking in the triumph.

The moment the ships touched down and the ramps lowered, a wave of joy erupted. Members of the reunited family spilled out laughing, whooping, and cheering like warriors returning from legend.

They hugged each other tightly, some shaking hands, some jumping into each other's arms. 

The adrenaline was still rushing, but it had now turned to celebration.

Fress was the first to speak, loud enough for everyone to hear, “Puky was the real star of the whole operation! Did you see the look on that monkey’s face, the one already clamped in Omiddu’s iron grip, when she hissed that deadly ‘Khhhh’? His fur nearly shot off his skull!”

The group burst into renewed laughter. “I bit my lip, trying not to laugh out loud,” Fress continued. “But you know when I almost lost it? When she threw me that steel glare, like I’d personally betrayed her, just because I bet against Omiddu.”

They roared, tears rolling down some of their faces, as the pressure and tension of the mission now melted into a shared memory and a sense of relief.

But then Fress made a classic mistake. He reached
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