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VOLUME I:
DEMOCRACY

By Kixi Rajki

Sometime in the month of February in the year CE
3019.

 


 


On the outskirts of
Zlidon City, Orcus’ largest urban complex, a small adjacent town in
the mountains was reduced to rubble. A wind whipped up, and dry
leaves scraped the road between bodies. The corpses were
everywhere; two SkySec officers across the street; two soldiers
from the Zhann Alliance slumped up against a burning house, the
roof still smouldering.

 


And down
the lane there were more bodies.

 


The
newly elected president of the United Systems of Sol, President
Mako Jhasmin Zaneca walked among the wreckage, attendants on each
side of her: The secretary to the President Leah
Harris to her left, and Vice President Jenson
Amauri on her right. Behind them, four Zhann Alliance soldiers
walked with blaster rifles at the ready.

 


This is
the reality of war, Mako thought to herself. It has to be over
soon. It must be. Earth, the inner and outer planets along with
their respective moons, and all artificial space stations were
liberated during the Battle for Sol months ago, and now the
last of the outer world region worlds, Orcus. Ending this
conflict was priority one. Apart from being a former mining world
for the now disbanded SkyX Conglomerate, Orcus was
strategically insignificant. With the exception of Zlidon City, the
planetoid’s other settlements were only a series of little mountain
towns with their little crooked mountain houses, and people who
just like the city dwellers were miners, or simply
just shepherds or artisans. But not far away was a
small garrison which once belonged to the Omega Watch, the
security division of the Omegatech Collective, and an old SkyX
Conglomerate member, the garrison later inherited by SkySec. After
the Zhann Alliance’s victory in the Battle for Sol and the Drex
Dynasty’s and Skycom Corporation’s subsequent withdrawal from
the Sol System, Skycom tried to keep a presence on planetoids
like Orcus that historical had strong sympathisers
to Cerberus, their former SkySec leader as fallback
positions. What was a small garrison became a large one, and
then war came to these people. And now those people— or the people
in this town, at least— are either dead or have found their lives
in ruins.

 


It was as if
Leah heard Mako’s thoughts. As she walked, she stroked her chin and
made a lot of hmms and ahhh sounds. Finally she spoke, unprovoked
as she often did: “This is the price of war. It is not the Zhann
Alliance’s fault, Madam President.”

 


“I’ve seen
war,” said Mako. “I know its shape. I know its margins. But I’ll
never be comfortable with it.” As some most certainly are, she
dwelled on her own words. She walked among some villagers who had
gathered along the length of a low rock wall. Two Zhann Alliance
soldiers ladled hot broth out of a pot and into cups for them. As
she walked, Mako took hands and shook them, pressing a few credits
into palms as she did and said a few small words of apology and
gratitude. As they passed she said: “It is our fault and we must
act that way to uphold our responsibilities. And it’s why the war
must stop soon. We cannot keep fighting it. We are not equipped
to.”

 


Leah blustered
and said: “That’s hardly true. We’re more equipped than ever, Madam
President. The Drex Dynasty and Skycom are waning and other systems
still under their rule can sense it. We can barely contain the
lineup of recruits willing to fight for us now that the conflict is
more out in the open. We have more ships. More equipment. More
weapons. The tide has turned and—”

 


“I don’t mean
equipped in the literal sense, Leah. I mean that this is not our
heart. War is not a state of being. It is meant to be a temporary
chaos between periods of peace. Some want it to be the course of
things: a default fact of existence. But I will not let that be
so.”

 


Jenson leaned
in and whispered: “Madam President, just to be mindful: We will
have to leave soon if we are to be home in Celestia City in time
for the Senate’s first official day back.”

 


“Yes. Of
course.”



Mako stood in the middle of it all. The rubble. The bodies. In the
distance: a wrecked SkySec super tank, tipped over to its side. Not
far from it: the
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