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“The High King must fall.”
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Prologue
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[Wren]

Aben stormed into the large throne room. “You told the Phoenix there was no reason for them to come back!”

Wren's blue eyes flicked up in annoyance. “I was not going to watch his stupid grin while he acted like I was a pawn.”

“I have set up another meeting with them. The Seodrogo will be coming as well. And I expect you to listen to what they have to say.”

Wren brought his chin up. But after a deep breath, his shoulders slumped. They had managed to force out every Orkney from the palace. He remembered it like it was yesterday. Wiley had been first to be exiled from the Griffen's land. No surprise there, he talked a lot and was very observant. Then Nikky for getting in the way when Wren needed it. Relin and Delin after. Lam was next. Aben had convinced most of the guards that Lam's silence was because he was a spy. Johan left when Aben suggested he was trying to influence Wren's decisions.

Andy. Oh Andy. He had been the last to leave. Before Lam and Johan had left, Andy had come and gone sporadically. He had done what Wren had asked. He had taken Whelan away out of the Griffen's reach. He would go to the Shadow and second it while Iela sailed. When Andy was the only one left, it had been hard to let him go.

He hoped Whelan was alright.

The ship had been a stately beast. Wren had insisted on being on the water. It was home after all. But the Griffen had started to filter who he saw and what people he could meet or make agreements with. He had used Wiley, Nikky, and the others to help even the odds and get other people in to see the High King.

When it was just Andy, he could still remember the look of worry and warning. He had been steadfast. The Griffen would have killed Andy had he stayed.  He had made sure the Orkney would be safe.

He gave a nod to Aben. “I understand.”

He had to. He had to do what they wanted. But he didn't have to give in. His eyes flicked to the side and his peripheral caught that which caused him the most concern. The thing Aben seemed to be waiting for. The entity Aben expected him to be.

The dark swirling matter morphed into different shapes. But when he turned to it, it morphed itself into him. A more sinister look, it sneered at him. Aben couldn't see it, but this creature had been ruling by controlling the skin of the High Kings. It wouldn't have control of him.

He had God's word.

He was here to take down the entity, to destroy the ability for anyone else to take the place as High King. It would take some faith. And knowledge.
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Chapter One






[image: ]


[Mard]

Mard looked out at the ocean. His people were on the fence in regards to the war. Because there would be a war. The new High King had brought the Griffens back in power. But this would only last so long. The new High King was working to gain a foot hold among previous enemies.

The rocks were slippery, dark, and cold. He folded his arms and looked back at the crew. They had just taken down one of the High King's ships. The representative had been on it. He was sitting on one of the boulders as the Basilisk crew were not sure what to make of him. He was young.

The boy's hair was an odd brownish red, chopped in a haphazard way with thin braids. He looked more like some sailor who was picked up off the dock. But the rest of the High King's crew had insisted he was the representative. The boy smirked at them in an amused sort of way.

“Look, you can't be the representative. You are too young.” Mard stared the boy down.

The young man nodded, “Thanks.”

He shook his head, “Look, the Griffens and the Seodrogo may be vying for power in the Galacapio Sea, but you don't appear to be related to any of them. The High King needs to be killed. But someone has to take his place.”

“I'm not related to either of them.”

“So who are you related to?”

The boy cocked his head to the side, “why does that matter?”

“You know what, we got off to the wrong start. My name is king Mard of the Basilisks.”

“Nice to meet you.”

He waited for a response. But several seconds passed with nothing. “Are you not going to give me your name?”  

“I don't see how that matter's either.”

“I would like to know the name of the representative.”

“No one else has asked me for it.”

He was not impressed with the young man's annoying smugness. The young man was correct though. No one ever cared what representatives’ names were. “Well it matters to me.”

“It's a name from my people's language. Not everyone understands the pronunciation.”

“Try me.”

“Whelan Macterien.”

“Who are your people?”

Whelan grinned, “Not even gonna try to pronounce it? It's all good. I'm Orkney.”

“Where is that?” He tried to tamp down his frustration.

Whelan's eyebrows shot up, “It's not a place. I am Orkney. Orkney are a people. Not a place.”

He took a deep breath, “I see. Where do your people stand in this? Are they with the High King?”

Whelan shrugged, “My people believe the High King needs to fall. But in the meantime, we do what we can. I try to help my father until he says otherwise.”

“Give me the agreement you were going to give to the Sphinxes.”

Whelan shook his head. “That's not as simple as you make it sound.”

“I'll give you mine then. We can help the High King or we can be part of the hand that is his downfall. I would like to have that discussion with him.”

Whelan shrugged, “I guess you could.”

“You don't understand, the Griffen and the Seodrogo have been filtering who even gets to talk to the High King. I would need special permission to talk to him. If you pass notes between us, it would work a lot easier.”

“I don't really have much of a say on the notes. But I could probably get you a meeting with him.”

“The Seodrogo and the Griffens...”

“Yeah I heard ya the first time.”

He wasn't sure what to think. How would the representative be able to get him an audience without a message? “Fine, whatever. A meeting.”

Dale coughed to get their attention, “we don't even know what the High King is. I heard from my people he isn't even Griffen.”

Dale was a runaway from the Chimera people. He was the only reason they knew what little they did about the Galacapio Sea. Mard harrumphed, “I suppose it would be important to know. That way we follow appropriate customs.”

“That won't really help you either.”

Dale gave Whelan an exasperated stare, “I get the Basilisks here don't understand the smaller islands in the Galacapio Sea, but I know enough of them to help him through it all.”

Whelan nodded, “Okay, but he's not Phoenix, Pegasus, or even Unicorn.”

“Well it doesn't make much sense for him to be the Black Sails.” Dale snorted.

He wasn't sure why that was amusing. Dale must have noted his confused and unamused expression because Dale explained further, “The Black Sails are pirates and are currently attacking all Seodrogo and Griffen ships. More precisely the High King’s ships.”

Whelan bit his lip as a grin threatened to pull on his lips. Mard glared, the boy was insufferable.

“So what does that leave us with?”

“The Beserkers, who are mostly grunt men.” Dale shrugged. “Besides, how do you even plan on getting Mard a meeting with the High King?”

“I have my ways.” Whelan tried to shrug it off. They didn't take that as an answer. “I know him.”

Dale's eyes widened, “Wait. You said you were something else. Orkney. And that you were helping your father?”

Whelan nodded as if he thought Dale was losing his mind.

“I take it you know who the Orkney are?” Mard drolled.

Dale shook his head, “Not really. Only rumors, not enough to really help us. The rumors are not even for this time period. There are rumors about the beginning of the Orkney. But I don't know much else about it.”

He nodded, “and this matters because?”

Whelan agreed.

“You're the High King's son. I heard rumors he had a son, who the Griffens had lost and were looking for. That would actually explain why you would be able to get us a meeting.”

He finally smiled. Things were starting to look up. If they had the son, the prince, they could also get the Griffens.

Whelan shrugged.

“You're the prince. We can just take you back.”

Whelan gave another smirk, “If that's what you think will get you the meeting.”

Dale stepped between them, “I think it would work better in our favor if we got the meeting and then dealt with the Griffen.”

He threw up his hands “Fine. You can go. But I expect to have a meeting.”

Whelan got up while Dale took the chains off. Once free, Whelan took off a necklace and handed it to him. “Show that to the High King and he will listen to you for the one meeting.”

He stared at the necklace, which looked like a jade stone of some kind.

Whelan stepped out into the sea spray and with another smirk the boy jumped off the cliff to the sea below. His crew rushed forward to make sure the boy was alright, but they didn't see him anywhere.  Whelan had vanished and all he had was a necklace.

“What did the other half of the Orkney souls look like?”

Dale's eyes wouldn't meet his for the longest time, “no one really knows.”

He sighed in frustration.
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It took him longer than he wanted to admit. But he managed to sail through some of the reefs to get to the Griffen's port. It took walking around for several hours before they found their way toward the palace grounds.

He rubbed the Jade for good luck. That boy had better have given him a real way for a meeting. Otherwise this whole trip was a waste. They would have to join the Atlanteans if they couldn't come to an agreement with the High King.

He straightened his lapels and double checked there were no spots on his clothes. He watched the carriage get taken into the carriage house while he took the saddle off his horse. They had decided they should show up in style.

With a quick brush down he got his horse in a stall and happily munching on some vegetables. A pleased nod escaped. He needed to be more reserved. He rolled his eyes and stepped back to leave.

A moan stopped him. A quick survey showed no people. It wasn't until he backed up and glanced inside some of the stalls that he found where the sound had come from. A maid was laying on some hay freshly laid down. The cap she wore barely covered her hair, letting red locks fall out with each thrust. The man thrusting into her wore only a white shirt that was quite dirty from rolling around on the hay.

The man's crystal blue eyes locked with his while the man continued to thrust. She moaned again and shuddered as the man smiled. That smile, something about it annoyed him. He couldn't look away from the stupid audacity of the man. A rogue no less. He had half a mind to go over and tell the two servants off. But it couldn't hurt to have servants on his side.

He looked away as he heard the man finish.

It was an awkward march up to the palace. He had to argue his way every step of the way. It took hours just to get to the throne room. The Griffen advisor met him in the throne room. What was his name? Dale had said the Griffen advisor was actually a general, but acting like an advisor. Aben. That was the name.

“I am here to see the High King.” His voice was loud and confident.

“That will be impossible.”

He held out the necklace, “I was told I would be allowed a meeting.”

The advisor didn't even look at the necklace, “I don't know who told you that but...”

“I'll meet with him.”

The dark haired man. Those blue eyes unwavering.

The hell was this?! Why would the rogue be meeting with him? Before he could voice any of these thoughts, Aben spoke harshly. Though not at him, the harshness was directed at those damned blue eyes.

“My king. They have not had any proper meetings with the representatives or gone through the proper channels of messages to meet with you. We know nothing of what they want.”

The man smiled. That damn smile. It was the same as the king’s son's. This was the High King. He hadn't known what to expect, but it hadn't been a rogue. He would work with what he could. He needed to gain back the amount of land he had lost when the last High King fell. Either that or he would have to subjugate himself to the Atlanteans.

“He has good reason. I was aware he would be coming to meet with me sometime this month.”

Aben gave the High King a sharp look that didn't even faze those merry blue eyes.

“So what do you want to talk about?”

He squared his shoulders, “land. We are willing to go back to our original treaty, from the previous High King, with you.”

Aben lightened while the High King's smile disappeared. “I see. Aben could probably discuss that with you.”

“I came here expecting that you would be ruling. But it appears the Griffens are doing their best to keep you and teach what they can. And yet you go off gallivanting, sleeping with maids.”

Aben's head snapped to stare at him, “Maids?”

“Aye, the red haired lass. Shameful. As High King you have the duty to marry into a good political family.”

He wasn't sure, but the High King and Aben shared a frustrated look. Either the maid wasn't just a nobody. Or the High King had been expressly going against wishes. The look almost seemed to hold the connotation that the High King was supposed to leave it alone.

“Indeed. We have been doing what we can.” Aben said soothingly.

“And the land?”

Aben smiled, “There will be war. The Atlanteans are gearing up to take us down. The Dragons have made it clear we are no friends of theirs. It can be assumed they may attack us as well.”

“My people are aware of the war. We will be joining to assist you if we are given what we need as agreement.”

“Of course.” Aben snapped his fingers and servants jumped to. The papers would soon be lined out.

He was quite pleased with this success. So much so, he almost missed the chiding remark Aben gave the High King.

“We had discussed she was not worthy of the position of queen. You should not have even had the chance to be alone with her. Or alone period.”

The High King shrugged. “And yet you insist my son is somehow needed.”

“We will find him. He will have to take his place on the throne when it is his time.”

The High King tapped the hilt of the knife on his belt, lost in thought.

He was almost tempted to state he had met the prince. But then decided against it. The prince had jumped into the water after all. Possibly dying. Even he didn't know where the prince was. The prince had been a representative though. A quick glance at the High King was met with an amused grin.

The High King knew he knew. No, the prince was most likely no longer going out as a representative.
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Chapter Two
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[Whelan]

Whelan stood outside the tavern. I shouldn't be here. There was no reason to be this antsy. Nata would be waiting for him. She had come to him several months back. Asking the people at the bar about the High King. She was adamant about the need to dethrone the High King before he took over the entire world.

He sighed, Mike had told him Nata had brought a lot of men with her. As if she was expecting a war. Or to create a war. What did she expect to accomplish? She had asked about talking to the rebels. He had expected to help her with talking to them. That was why he had been talking to Mike.

No sense waiting around.

It was a short trip inside the tavern. The men there were all gruff and muscular. He had to agree with Mike. They all looked super annoyed and as if they were itching for a fight. They snarled at everyone who wasn't part of their group. It would have been humorous, if he hadn't needed to talk with them.

Nata was there. Talking to a man who acted a little too self-righteous for his own good.

-Good grief, Leland. What have I gotten myself into?-

He could hear Leland snort, -who knows.-

He gave a light cough.

The men looked him up and down disdainfully. But not pissed off.

Nata grinned when she saw him, “You're here! I mean, of course you are. But you came. Like I asked.”

He tilted his head to the side in consternation, “Nata, what is this?”

“Oh! Right! Um, this is my father Quiron and his men. And this is the Sphinx prince Talren. We were hoping. Well, I mean, I was hoping. Technically it's what we had talked about before...”

Talren wasn't going to wait for her to finish rambling. “Who are you?”

The way it was said made his lips curl in disgust. But her father legitimately seemed interested. He responded, “Whelan.”

“Whalen? Like a whale. What a stupid name. I'll have you know you are overstepping boundaries here.” Talren snipped.

He hadn't realized he could dislike a person any more than he already did. When he didn't answer, there was an awkward silence as Nata gave them both a confused look. Her father ended up breaking it.

“That's not how it's pronounced is it?”

“No. It's Vhelan. But everyone has difficulty with the accent, so it's just Whelan.”

Nata shook herself and started again, “so I've told my father about you and how we were thinking of getting together to take down the High King. And how you knew a lot of people.”

“Getting together for fighting only.” Talren interrupted.

Hi's brow furrowed. This was going to be difficult. There was no way he would be able to take these loud mouthed pompous fools to any of the people he knew. It would be outright war. Quiron though. Quiron could possibly be decent enough when talking to other kings.

Quiron held out a hand to shush Talren, who was silenced but indignant. “I hear you don't agree with the High King.”

Was there a question in that statement? He couldn't tell. “More or less.”

“Well which is it? More or less?”

He gave a laugh, which died into a nervous chuckle. “Look the High King... there shouldn't be a High King. He shouldn't be there.”

Quiron gave a relieved smile, “That I can agree with. The High King needs to be dethroned and killed. Those of the countries outside of the Galacapio Sea are not sure if they should join with the Seodrogo either though. We are here to learn the truths about the countries.”

He blinked. They weren't communicating. But that was more a common occurrence than he would have hoped. “I see. I can't give you what you want.”

Talren puffed out his chest as if to say, ‘see he is useless. You should marry me instead.’

He looked at Nata again. She was oblivious to the situation.

-I thought she had asked us to marry her.- Leland was confused.

He couldn't change the expression of confusion on his face, -well she obviously belongs to him. Or at least he believes she does.-

“So about the interview.” Nata turned her doe eyes on him.

“No.”

Quiron grunted, “Nata.” An attempt at cluing Nata in on how he and Talren were at odds.

True to her nature, she didn't pick up on it. “With the Wolves? You said you could. Is there a way that I could talk to whoever you talked to so we could get somewhere.” She grabbed his hand and held it in a loving way.

He stared at her. With a glance up to confirm that Talren was getting annoyed, he shook his head. “You need to sort this out.”

“Huh?”

He took his hand back as gently as he could and gestured between him and Talren. “You need to sort this.” He glanced at Quiron to make sure there were no hard feelings.

Quiron smiled, “she's just dense sometimes. You are her choice.”

“Uh-huh. I can't just take you all to the Rebel Wolves. Look I’m sorry. But there are too many problems. First on the list is this. This needs to be sorted. You had told me you wanted to marry me. But there seems to be some confusion on this. There needs to be a discussion. Because he isn't confused.”

He backed out of the tavern as Nata gave them all a confused barrage of questions.

[Nata]

“What are you all talking about? We can figure out solutions to problems. You know that you're it. Why would this matter? What happened?”

Quiron shook his head and explained it once Whelan had left, “Talren is here-”

“As a representative.”

“To gain peace through marriage.” Talren added.

She stared at him and then glared, “Oh, for crying out loud. We aren't sure of that yet.”

“Well Whalen feels it should be decided on before he can be of help.” Quiron was a little surprised at her lapse of understanding, “if he knows the amount of people you think he does, then we should do something to assure him.”

“Ah.” Her eyes lit in understanding. It took only a moment more before she rushed outside to catch up with Whelan.

[Whelan]

Whelan was striding down the dock at a semi fast pace. He couldn't afford to be caught by any of the Wolves while on their land. They had been one of the last ones to kick the Orkney out of their country. He may know people, but was not accepted by most.

His brothers and sister were within sight. Vwer was teasing their friend Mike. She was always teasing people. His two other brothers were cackling like the buffoons they were. He loved them all the same.

A smile crept over his face. They would be heading up north to the Black Sails territory soon enough. If they could only persuade Micheal to come with them. Mike was a lone wolf with no where else to go. The Wolves sided with the Seodrogo and the Rebel Wolves sided with the High King. Mike wasn't interested in siding with either. Mike ran the magic and rock shop around these parts, which is how he had met him.

“Wait! Whelan,” Nata held his arm as she swung in front of him, “look. I can't explain it all here. But if you could come with me, I could explain it to you. Let me show you.”

“Nata, I can't. I have things to do. I have to help with providing for my family.”

“Right of course.” She chewed her lip before acting. The hand on his arm tightened, “this would  be worth your while.”

Before he could argue, he was swept backwards as she dragged him through the crowd. He signaled to Vwer that he was getting caught up in something. She gave him a look of annoyance but smirked in amusement of his situation.

“Nata.” He gave her a warning.

“It will be OK.” The next thing he knew, they were out a ways on a dock. At the end she pushed him into a submarine looking thing. She got into it with a more gentle jump.

He glowered at her while he noted her father and the rest of the men had already gotten inside. His glower turned to a more concerned expression once the door was sealed shut. The dive down and out was faster than he expected or desired. It was only a matter of minutes and his ears were popping with the pressure.

The men in the tube-like room were all smirking at him. They didn't say anything during the ride down. So he wasn't going to say anything either. This meant he felt like he was merely sulking for the entire ride. It was a long hour, by which he felt stupid by the end.

The tube metal seemed to melt away with only glass between them and the water. His jaw dropped. He wasn't sure what he had expected. With the rise of the High King, the world had livened. There were others such as the Sphinxes, Basilisks, and Dragons who had been sending delegates to the High King. These groups also sent out soldiers and merchants who he had seen at most of the major ports. He had assumed Nata had been from one of these places.

But no. They were in the middle of the deep sea. And there in front of him were glowing spires. The infamous Atlantis. He had heard about it from some of the Sphinx merchants. A land that had become so technologically advanced they had built their city underwater somewhere south of the Phoenix island.

This was Atlantis. Nata was an Atlantean. His eyes slid to Nata who was talking to the men steering the submarine. He wasn't sure what to think about them. Technology had been the downfall during his father's time. The Seodrogo had wanted technology over what God had provided. What if the Atlanteans were the same?

As they docked, he studied the bubble like plastic that surrounded the pathways and buildings. It was a pocket of air. This was what they had been living in the last few centuries? It was a short step off the submarine. Her father and the rest of the men stepped off with a magnanimous gesture. Everyone thinking he was in too much awe. He was more concerned than in awe.

Nata started prattling on about how Atlantis had set up and why. The whole time she was talking they were walking. When they made it inside a building with a high arching ceiling. The men all slowed  and they stopped among the tables. Everything glass like.

“Whelan, this is a big deal. We need to be on top when the High King falls. You do understand the Sphinxes or the Seodrogo will take over and then the rest of the world will fall to them as well.” Her father turned to him.

“The Seodrogo may take over regardless.”

Quiron narrowed his eyes on him. “Not if we are able to take over. Look, we have been here just watching the way the world has been changing. Let me explain some history. The High King had been taking over country after country. When he married the Seodrogo princess and had a son, we had tried to gain some kind of foothold. He controlled the Griffens. Had the assistance of the Seodrogo, Wolves, Unicorns, Pegasus, and Phoenix. We had the assistance of the Chimera, Sphinx, and Basilisks. We needed to either get in or take over. But the Dragons were fighting against both of us. They tried to stay out of the royal meetings.”

He nodded, “The Dragons did what the Kraken, Beserkers, and Orkney did.”

“Yes. But things changed when the Seodrogo took over. The trade system fell apart due to the splitting of the followers of the High King and those against. The small routes into the Galacapio sea were guarded by everyone striving for control.”

He rolled his eyes, “I get that. My father had to live through that.”

“Now that the new High King is in control, everyone has flocked to his side hoping to get favor. The Basilisk, Seodrogo, Wolves, Pegasus, Unicorn, Phoenix, and Griffen. Some of the countries are doing their own thing, such as the Dragons. We have managed to regain the ally-ship of the Chimera and Sphinxes. But the Dragons are going to persuade who they can, either that or just take the High King down themselves.”

Nata  jumped in, “the previous High King's war had caused damage. So much damage. But now the Dragons are going to control everyone when they get to the High King.”

He crossed his arms, “I can't just get you meetings with random people. They may not be willing to talk to you. What else do you expect me to do?”

“If you could help us get back some precious stones, that would be great. Like the ones that the Seodrogo have.” Nata smiled at him.

“Those purple ones?”

“Yes like those!”

“So you want me to steal from the Seodrogo?”

“No, no, the Dragons have some. We need you to steal them from the Dragons.”

Quiron nodded, “the Seodrogo are tied up with the new High King. The Dragons are who we need to take
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