
        
            
                
            
        


 Table of Contents

Reckoning of the King

Copyright

Foreword

Pronunciation Guide

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

Chapter 35

Chapter 36

Chapter 37

Chapter 38

Chapter 39

Chapter 40

Chapter 41

Chapter 42

Chapter 43

Chapter 44

Chapter 45

Chapter 46

Preview Principality Wars Title

Preview Principality Wars Chapter One

Almond and Banana Muffins

About the Author

Weapon of War Covers


	Reckoning of the King

	 

	WEAPON OF WAR

	BOOK FIVE

	 

	Alethea Stauron








	Copyright

	This book is a work of fiction. All the characters, organizations, and events depicted or described in this novel are strictly fiction products of the author’s imagination. Any coincidences in this work are not purposefully intended.

	 

	WEAPON OF WAR SERIES, BOOK FIVE

	RECKONING OF THE KING

	 

	Copyright © 2023 by Alethea Stauron

	 

	All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

	 

	

	 

	Written by Alethea Stauron

	 

	Edited by Adele Brinkley

	 

	Cover Design by Emily Crenshaw

	 

	ISBN 979-8-9895326-0-5 (trade paperback)

	ISBN 978-1-7336868-9-1 (trade hardcover)

	ISBN 979-8-9895326-6-7 (Ebook)

	 

	1. Fantasy. 2. Supernatural—Fiction. 3. Suspense.

	4. Humor. 5. New Adult / Romance.

	6. Christian 7. Science Fiction.








	Foreword

	“For those who honor their promises, much honor is due. For those who seek to claim glory will be swallowed by the casualties of war. For there is not one casualty that came without a great price.”

	Alethea Stauron

	 

	For my thread master.








	Pronunciation Guide

	Lucius(lü-shŭs)

	Dextorus(dĕks-tȯr-ŭs)

	Yaztarifenn(yăz-tĕr-ĭ-fĭn)

	Yuleshua(yü-lĕsh-yü-wŭ)

	Hoshtravay(hŏsh-trŭ-vā)

	Baàlsarideem(bŏl-sĕr-ĭ-dĭm) 

	Deasja(dēz-jŭ)

	Oobadoave(ü-bŭ-dōv)

	Shuelltyson(shüĕl-tī-sŭn)

	Apollyon(ŭ-pŏl-ē-ŭn)

	Powtray(pow-trā)

	Vincentine(vĭn-sĭn-tēn)

	Artorus(är-tȯr-ŭs)

	Rueshta(rüsh-tŭ)

	Akhtar(ăk-tär)

	Gamerilaye(gŭm-ĕr-ĭ-lā)

	Nicholson(nĭk-ŏl-sŭn)

	Hatrueshian(hŏ-trü-shē-ĭn)

	Samstarsey(săm-stär-sē)

	Dugand(dü-gŭnd)

	Buovouste(bü-vowst)

	Moarscii(mȯr-sē-ī)

	Arstoleci(är-stō-lē-sē)

	Avledon(ăv-lŭ-dŏn)

	Quiashay(kü-wī-ŭ-shā)

	Jett Commdearadea(jĕt\kŏm-dēr-ŭ-dāy)

	Constantinople(kŏn-stănt- ĭn- ō-pŭl)

	Jazee Su Thrace(jā-zē\sü\thrās)

	 

	Pronunciation Symbols

	 

	ā….aid, made, tray       f….far, whiff, full

	ē….feed, seed, meat       g….gig, gone, gore      ‐….Hyphen divides syllables.

	ĕ….elephant, egg, led       h….hollow, hum      ()….Pronunciation of item word 

	ă….apple, map, tram       j….jet, gelatin, jack             is placed between parenthesis.

	ī….eye, thigh, rye       l….limbo, lull, loud      \….Usage of reverse virgule indicates 

	ŭ….umbrella, mud       m….man, mambo             transcription break for dual items.

	ŏ….ball, ominous       n….nice, non, naked       ,….Commas separate variant

	ō….boat, slope       r….race, runt, reek             pronunciations.

	ĭ….it, hip, sister       s….sauce, sass, say             

	ü….moon, tune       sh….shadow, shush

	är….ark, star, mark       thr….three, throw

	ȯr….shore, floor       tr….tree, trunk, troll

	ĕr….air, tare, where       t….tut, mitt, tail

	wŭ….wall, what       v….vow, vacate, stove

	b….baby, bark, tab       w….wane, water

	k….carrot, car, crack       y….you, yule, yolk








	One

	Coffee

	 

	Lucius and Josephine are snuggled tightly in the bed against each other. Hours before the light of day rises, their newborn baby boy lies sound asleep from his first hours of being born. 

	Josephine wakes up thinking, I wanna check on the baby, but an arm is wrapped tightly around her like a rope. She knows why her husband holds her in such a way, but comforting Lucius is not the only protection she is thinking about. I can’t wake Lucius, but the baby hasn’t cried for a feeding in a while, she worries. 

	Josephine lies still until her worrying becomes unbearable to her. She makes the smallest movement and Lucius folds his fingers slightly inward. To move from Lucius’s grasp would wake him or make him hold her tighter. She exhales as she realizes there is no other way around her worry, and says, “Lucius, I need to get up and check on the baby. He hasn’t cried, and I’m worried for him.”

	Without opening his eyes, Lucius calms his wife down. He speaks with an exhale. “After delivery, babies are tired. It’s a lot of work for them too. You might be healed, but after using all your energy, you also need rest. All three of us are exhausted, Momma. If you want, we can have someone come in here and watch him so we can rest, and you can continue calming my spirit so I can sleep.”

	Trying to relax, Josephine smiles as she strokes Lucius’s warmth of his forearm. “You’re really warm.” She tries to rest but the maternal instincts become too strong and makes her uncomfortable.

	“Baby,” he whispers while rearranging his arm around her tighter, “quit wiggling, little momma.”

	“I can’t. I have to check on him.”

	“Call someone you feel most comfortable around in here.”

	To Lucius’s surprise, she quietly calls out to the one she trusts the most with her son’s safety. “Dex, I need you to watch over my son as he sleeps. The baby is being very quiet and making it difficult for me to rest.”

	Dextorus walks into the chambers, and Lucius opens his eyes and looks at his wife. He says, “I’m surprised that you called for Dex because he’s so big. Not many people know he’s gentle with children. He’s downright terrifying to everyone else.”

	“Depends on what side you’re on,” Dex replies.

	Josephine lays her head back down on her husband’s biceps, and says, “Dex has been nothing but kind to me. He’s very gentle, fierce, but gentle.”

	Lucius can barely keep his eyes open in Josephine’s arms. 

	Dex checks over the baby in the bassinet. He runs a vitals scanner and knows that the boy is well and then scans Lucius’s vitals as well. Realizing Lucius is already fast asleep, Dex says, “You bring Lucius peace.”

	“Thank you.” Josephine asks, “How is the baby?”

	Dextorus says, “He’s perfect. He’s just sleeping.”

	Josephine says, “Thank you again.” Comforted by the reassurance, her eyes immediately become heavy.

	Only moments pass, and Josephine hears, “I’m sorry to bother you both, but what’s your son’s name?”

	Lucius and Josephine open their eyes to look at each other. 

	Lucius speaks with a raspy voice when he says, “We haven’t had time to think of a name. We’ll do that later. I have a lot of work to do today.” He starts to drift off and mumbles, “In a…bit.”

	Lucius doesn’t finish speaking another phrase as his body forces him to rest. 

	With not another word from the royal couple, Dextorus stands guard over the baby’s bassinet. As he stands and studies the little Gamerin boy, he hears a grumbling noise. The grumbling increases and decreases until he realizes that the sounds are coming from somebody breathing. Slowly turning his head to the royal bed, Dextorus grins. He says, “I can’t believe it,” hearing Lucius snoring so loud that it rumbles the furniture. “That’s intriguing,” Dextorus whispers. “I’ve never heard an angel snore before.”

	Josephine rubs her fingers through Lucius’s soft hair behind his ear. “Is he really snoring?”

	Dextorus says, “The weakness might be there for quite some time. He truly needs your comfort.”

	She whispers, “Bless his heart. He’s so tired.”

	As Lucius is completely unaware of the conversation, Dextorus answers her, “Because he is safe in your arms now, I will give a report to you, knowing that the news won’t affect our outcome for success, but give you an understanding in your heart. Vincent told me that they kept him chained up in such a way that he could never lie down. Lucius had a beard and they barely kept him alive on purpose. He was also left paralyzed from the beatings.” Dextorus assesses the baby again, and continues to speak, “I’m telling you this not to upset you but to express how good it is that he has you during his healing stages and why he suffered the post-trauma episode last night. He needs to rest, and he needs your love as well. The fact that he sleeps so peacefully with you is a good sign that you are his equal. He needs your balance, Josephine.”

	Josephine tries not to cry, but allows silent tears to run sideways down her face. 

	“Don’t allow yourself to remain troubled from what is no more,” Dex says. “We are facing a different time with new trials soon. Prepare your heart for future things. Lucius will be stronger from the experience, but over time.” 

	Josephine continues to caress Lucius’s ear, listening to him snore inches from her nose. She whispers, “I know he suffered and that he’s going to save all his people. He wants a large family. I know he saved them as well. Lucius loves with a genuine heart, doesn’t he? He’s the good principality.”

	Dextorus agrees quietly. “That…he is.” 

	She says, “You seem to know a lot about love, Dex.”

	“His suffering is worth something, that’s all. Nothing planned by the Father is in vain.” Dextorus looks down and smiles at the tiny Gamerin stretching while he sleeps, seeing so many resemblances, imagining what Lucius would look like as a baby. He laughs inwardly with the thought. Dextorus says, “I’m going to let you sleep, your majesty. You need rest. It’s still early, and Claire won’t be up for another hour or two.” Dextorus stands guard over Lucius’s heir quietly.

	 

	After several hours, the baby fidgets from being wet. Dextorus gives the newborn the pacifier and changes him. As soon as the Gamerin prince is dry, he falls back to sleep and suckling on the pacifier.

	Josephine wakes with a stretch. Before her son wakes up as well, she decides to slide out from her husband’s grasp and feed her little boy. 

	As she carefully moves, Lucius holds on tighter to her. He moans in his sleep. “Why does time have to keep moving? Can’t I just hold you?”

	Because she is not tired anymore, Josephine decides to find a gentler way for Lucius to release her. She rubs her fingernails across his back.

	The comfort she gives him causes Lucius to loosen his grip with his goosebumps rolling over his upper body. She slowly starts to get out of the bed and lets go. 

	When he realizes she tricked him, Lucius speaks with a whisper, “Aww. You tricked me. I thought you were gonna love on my back. I wanna hold you longer.”

	Josephine shakes her head while looking at Dextorus. She stands over the bassinet with a quiet reply, “I wanna hold the baby and feed him. I’m gonna lie next to you, but with our son also.”

	Lucius stretches in the bed. He speaks with his mouth wide open during an enormous yawn, saying, “That’s okay. I’m awake. I must find some coffee and eat something.” He smacks his gums a few times and immediately yawns again while saying, “I haven’t eaten in two days, and you don’t wanna know what they feed prisoners.” He finishes yawning a third time and drags himself to sit on the side of the bed. “I have a lot to do today.”

	While Lucius wipes the sleep from his eyes, he looks over at Dextorus and yawns for the fourth time while asking, “Do we have coffee here?”

	“I think I heard you say coffee, but with your mouth open it’s hard to tell,” Dex says.

	Lucius half chuckles.

	“You know what he said. Don’t be mean to him because he’s tired,” Josephine says. 

	Lucius explains, “Oh, no. He never teases. He doesn’t know what a joke is. He’s being completely serious right now.”

	Dextorus says, “I could joke if I wanted. I just choose not to.”

	“Okay, you can leave now, Mr. Serious. I need to feed my son.” Josephine says. “And thank you for changing him earlier.”

	“You’re welcome.” Looking at Lucius, Dextorus walks around the bed, says, “Artie made sure that we had the best coffee from his planet. Josephine has wanted some for a while, but she couldn’t have any while she was pregnant or breastfeeding.”

	While holding her baby in her hands, Josephine lays herself on the bed and comments, “I know. It smells so good. I do savor the fresh orange juice that he brings me instead.”

	“At least, that’s something you can have,” Lucius says. He stretches with arms far in the air as if reaching behind himself. When done stretching, his recoil appears more like a flop with a slap to his thigh. “That’s okay, baby,” he says, and turns his head back while smiling. “I’ll drink your portion today.”

	She says, “You two are so facetious.”

	“Maybe a little,” Lucius teases.

	She says, “I don’t mind if you drink it. I think you deserve a good cup of coffee. Just give me a kiss afterwards, so at least I can have a small taste.”

	Lucius chuckles. “I’ll be happy to oblige you with the request.”

	Dextorus rolls his eyes. “Ugh. I don’t like to hear about what goes on between couples. It just sounds gross to me. Kind of like how you were massaging each other’s backs last night.”

	Lucius laughs inwardly and says, “Oh yeah, that was a good back massage last night. I feel much better.”

	Josephine and Lucius both begin to laugh quietly from what they think is an inside joke between them. 

	Dextorus walks off. “Yuck. Kissing again and with morning breath too.”

	When he hears Dextorus’s response, Lucius says, “I might have got carried away with the therapy of my wife last night.” He turns around, whispers over his baby while Josephine is breastfeeding, says, “I think they heard me enjoying my beautiful wife last night. Oh well, Daddy loves Momma. All is fair within closed doors between a husband and a wife.”

	Josephine says, “If they’re gonna be right outside the door every night, we’re gonna have to work something out with them like we did on Earth.”

	Lucius says, “I’ll talk to them. We’ll have our privacy.” Lucius walks over to the other side of the bed and gives Josephine an open mouth kiss. “I don’t care about morning breath.”

	When he is done kissing her, she says, “I want you to do that again, but with a coffee taste on your tongue next time.”

	“Yes, Ma’am.” He says, “When I’m healed, I can make it where you can have coffee while breastfeeding.”

	Josephine smiles, “Really? Lucius you’re awesome.”

	Lucius kisses her again, and says, “I know.” He stands and begins to exit the room. “I’ll see you in a minute. I’ll ask Charony to come in here if she’s finished eating, so you can join me for breakfast when you’re done, Momma.” 

	“Okay,” she answers.


Two

	Likeness

	 

	Once the king sets up for Charony to tend to the new prince, he enters the royal dining area. Lucius has not seen his palace this occupied since before his brothers left.

	Guardian angels are already eating breakfast and drinking Artie’s favorite gourmet coffee. Three hundred twelve Nephilim are silently standing amongst themselves or leaning against the wall in the main banquet hall. 

	Still yawning, Lucius walks over to the breakfast bar that is filled like a buffet and grabs a plate. 

	A crowd of Nephilim servants notice the tired bags under his eyes as he continues to either yawn or rub his empty stomach. Lucius picks up a ladle for some eggs, and a handful of Nephilim jump to their feet to serve him.

	One of the freed slaves gently grabs the plate from the king. “Your majesty, let me,” Akhtar says as he bows several times to apologize.

	Vincent, the freed slave that organized Lucius’s escape, places his hand upon Lucius’s arm and tries to lead him to sit at the head of the table. Akhtar dips up food for his king, filling the plate with fruit and the peppered eggs that Lucius was wanting. When the plate is full, Akhtar places the steaming plate onto the table where Lucius will be sitting. 

	As Lucius is being escorted to his chair, he raises his brows in surprise from the activity around him. “Taking my plate and serving me is different from my day to day, guys,” he says.

	Nephilim slaves continue to serve Lucius, giving him another plate of hotcakes with warm, buttery, maple syrup. They place before him juice, a napkin, and anything else they can think of that their king might desire.

	“You look famished, lord,” Akhtar says.

	Looking down at his place setting, Lucius has several helpings of different choices for breakfast in front of him, three plates in all. Before he realizes it, Lucius sees one of the freed slaves grabbing a fourth plate for bacon, sausage links, and other fine cooked meats. While several of his servants are tending to him, rearranging linens on his lap, and placing the plates for dining with appropriate cutlery, Lucius holds up his hands and says, “Wait a minute. I haven’t been served in ten thousand years. That’s what I was referring to as ‘different from my day to day.’”

	Hatrueshian, one of the freed slaves, quickly places onto the table the small plate with extra butter on it.

	After witnessing their expressions, Lucius catches himself smiling and continues, “Let me explain. Only Artie serves me in this manner. I know he serves me because he makes a better cup of coffee than I do.”

	As soon as he finishes speaking, Artie comes around the table with Lucius’s cup of coffee. Artie pauses, starring at the area in front of Lucius that has been filled with an assortment of breakfast items. He has nowhere to place the mug, so he hands it to Lucius. “Here you go, sire,” Artie says. Several stare at Artie. The table is oddly silent for the number of people there. Artie studies them and asks, “What?”

	Lucius takes a generous welcomed sip. After savoring coffee for the first time in eight months, he gives a hearty grunt. “Good to be home.” 

	He looks around at the Nephilim and uses a loving tone, saying, “I want you to know that I don’t have slaves. Slaves are owned, and I own nothing. I’m a shepherd among shepherds. You’re my sheep, and I care for you. I’m a servant of God, and I serve Him because I care for Him. I only want service from those who care about me. Again, I don’t own slaves. Never is anybody forced to be here, and I respect all the creation of God within my service.” Meeting the eyes of many Nephilim, he says, “I desire fellowship with you as my family. I want you to eat when I eat if you’re hungry. I want you to be my brothers. My blood runs through your veins. Thank you for serving me this food because I’m exhausted. I’ll enjoy the plates that were prepared for me, although I might be a little stuffed this morning. I hope my enjoying the meal blesses you because it blesses me.”

	Hatrueshian stares down at the floor, terrified to make eye contact with a superior. Thinking of his years of torture for acts of not being obedient aboard Baàlsarideem’s vessel, or speaking out of place, he musters bravery before speaking to his king. “My lord, we live to serve,” Hatrueshian says.

	“I have freed you from slavery. You may serve as you so desire with love in your heart, but you’re no longer slaves. I don’t expect you to tend to my every need when I’m more than capable of doing it myself. We are all servants to the Almighty, and He loves with a true love. He doesn’t have slaves either.”

	With fear in his heart, Akhtar asks, “We’re really free, my lord?” 

	“Yes, brother,” Lucius answers him. “Sit. Dine with me.”

	Exhaling and some of them crying silent tears of joy, every Nephilim gives each other hugs when they realize how free they truly are.

	During their silent celebration, Vincent sits beside Artie and Lucius and says, “I knew you were a great king because my father said you were. He said that you treated everyone like a close brother and would never strike a righteous soul.”

	Lucius nods. “That I do. I love every one of my brothers, Vincent. Pray tell me. Who’s your father?”

	Vincent smiles and says, “Yaztarifenn. My father’s name is Fenn.”

	Lucius stares into Vincent’s eyes and stands to his feet with joy bubbling through him. “The third oldest Gamerin, my closest confidant. Yaztarifenn is known as the Gamerin of great encouragement.”

	“He told me that’s what his name means and that you called him Fenn,” Vincent says and stands as Lucius does.

	Lucius steps over to Vincent and holds his face. He studies him and says, “You look like your father. He has deep blue eyes like you. It’s almost like I am looking at him right now. I see him now in you.” He laughs and cries at the same time and says, “Minus the beard.”

	Vincent laughs with him and wipes his joyous tears. “He still has the goatee. Just as hairy as the day he went into the stone.”

	Lucius shakes his head, sniffles, hugs Vincent tightly, hanging on as if he’ll lose him too. “How my heart has pained for my family.” 

	Vincent says, “Thank you for loving us.”

	Nicholson, a son of one of the oldest Gamerin, and a newly freed slave, says, “God has surely made you the true king of Gamerilaye. All life is precious to you. Our fathers know this about you. Thank you for sharing your table with us, my lord.”

	Because there are 312 freed slaves, in a time of about ten minutes, only a handful of Nephilim introduce themselves as Lucius is told of which one of his brothers is their father. Lucius gives each of his nephews a hug after noticing the resemblance to his brothers. 

	After those Nephilim introduce themselves to Lucius, they dip up their food, joining the other freed Nephilim, and enjoy a meal at several tables in the dining hall. Angels sit between them and speak as if they are one of them.

	Lucius notices the Nephilim are sitting down eating and speaking with the angels. He realizes that the angels have already prayed after gathering their breakfast but that the Nephilim have not. 

	Lucius holds his hand up before they can take another bite. “Wait. Before you eat any more, my brothers,” Lucius watches a sea of paused eyes. “I must teach you what’s okay in my home. Because Baàlsarideem was fallen, I know he never prayed. But in my household, we serve the Lord of hosts. We pray before every meal, and we pray before we go to sleep. We pray before we go into battle, and we pray when we’re troubled. My father…your Father…visits this place with me, and I personally know my brother Yeshua and the Spirit, so we welcome them in our prayers as well.”

	Lucius reaches his hands out to grab on to the hands of Artie and Vincent. He nods his head for everyone else to do the same. “You don’t have to be amazing to speak to the Almighty. You only have to be true. If you feel comfortable, you may close your eyes or bow your head in reverence of the omnipotent Creator, for there is no greater power than our God.”

	While holding the Nephilim’s hands, Lucius lowers his head and begins to pray, “Dear heavenly Father, many come to you today as freed servants. What they would say to you in secret, they can now say without scolding. We thank you for our family, for we know you provide for us. We ask that you bless our fellowship and our food to the nourishment of our bodies. We humbly pray and magnify your holy name. Amen.”

	When Lucius raises his head, he sees Nephilim crying. Because he cannot read minds, the king asks, “Why are you crying?”

	Akhtar answers, “I was never allowed to pray. I knew they might read my mind if Vincent was too weak to block my thoughts, and I would’ve been destroyed before saving my father, Hoshtravay, and serving my king. I was so scared of praying that I forgot how to. I love the Almighty, and now I know He loves me. That’s why I’m crying. I can feel his Spirit holding me for the first time in thousands of years. He’s shaking my bones within me because He’s weeping over me.” He cries while his words carry into a conversation that those around him completely feel. Akhtar is not speaking to the people in the room when he says, “I’ve missed you so much,” he tells the Holy Spirit.

	Immediately, a supernatural cloud fills the room like a sweet-smelling mist in the air. The room is filled with joy and weeping. The atmosphere is overwhelming as a presence of pure love that overcomes them all takes over that side of the stronghold.

	Lucius wipes his eyes and realizes that on this day, the Spirit is holding many of His long-lost children. Nephilim throughout the room are gasping in tears for they feel the pure love of their heavenly Father entering sweetly into their own spirits. Giving the Nephilim time to receive the Father’s Spirit and knowing the Father has greatly missed His boys, Lucius speaks quietly to the Spirit, saying, “I used to think I was lonely, Spirit. However, to live a life where someone never prays to the Almighty is worse. I would much rather live alone for ten thousand years than not be able to speak to you.”


Three

	Breakfast

	 

	Lucius is eating and fellowshipping among his newly joined family. From the corner of his eye, he sees hands of those around him wave. He turns, and to his heart’s delight, he watches Josephine enter the dining hall with many of his realm’s traditions wrapped or embedded in her clothing. The Bengaldoes have honored both him and her while he has been away by preparing her with such detail from the top of her head to the toes of her feet. She is glowing to him. He loses his breath and his joy beams with his smile as he looks upon the honored queen in her full beauty in front of others.

	Josephine is dressed in her royal dressings with a rolling gown that sweeps the floor yards behind her. Flowers and jewels are embedded in a crown that don her hair. Every hair is in place. Her Gamerin tattoos glow across her arm’s soft skin, modestly covered from her upper arm and down to her fingertips by silvery gloves. But the greatest pleasure for Lucius to look upon is that she is with the newborn prince wrapped in a light blue swaddling cloth, lined with jaustrawl to keep him warm against her. The swaddling cloth is fastened like a sling against her body in a way that the material swaddles the newborn like a cocoon inside of a warm hammock. The sling not only protects the baby, but also the queen’s privacy during times of feeding him. As he watches her, his heart is weightless as he stands from his seat.

	Passing those sitting in prayer, she says, “It feels peaceful in here.” 

	Lucius makes his way over to greet her. As he walks over, Nephilim also stand to their feet in honor of the royal family.

	Lucius looks at them. “You can continue praying, brothers. I’ll take care of her,” he says and places his arm around Josephine. Nearly cradling both of them, his other arm is placed beneath his son. He escorts her to sit next to him at the breakfast table, nodding at those who greet them as they walk by. 

	Still across the room, Lucius looks at Artie, and before he can ask, Artie removes his own plate so that the queen can sit beside Lucius. “Thank you, Artie,” Lucius says.

	Like a synchronized dance, plates are cleared, and new plates placed down for Josephine. 

	Angels are wiping tears from their eyes from visiting with the Spirit as she walks by them. Artie says, “The Spirit is here today, your majesty.”

	Fifty feet away, “My room was fogging up from under the door. I thought I felt His peace. Earlier, in my room, my heart was leaping out of my chest with love for Him, and why it took me so long to come in here. I told Charony to forget about the rest of my flowers that she was putting in my hair while we worshipped. I wanted to get into the dining area.”

	Lucius says, “The Spirit is here, my love, and the Spirit will remain here throughout the day.” He kisses her cheek. “You look radiant today and it took my breath away when you walked in.”

	Artie asks, “How is my queen feeling?”

	“I’m wonderful now. Not as uncomfortable as I was the last few months, that’s for sure. I would rather be holding my son in my arms like this.” She smiles as she finishes saying, “Rather than on my bladder.”

	Deasja nods from across the room and says, “I have to agree.”

	Vincent slides between Artie and the chair to help as Josephine gets closer. As soon as Lucius touches the chair, he looks at Vincent and kindly corrects him. “It’s okay, Vincent. I want to serve our queen. She’s everything precious to me, and it blesses me to love her. You can continue praying and let me take care of her.”

	Smiling, Vincent walks away as he apologizes. “I’m sorry. For me to grab a superior’s chair is a habit. I know it’s a good habit, but I’m going to have to understand when to serve or when to observe.”

	“This is a new way of life you are entering into,” Lucius says. “You’re okay. Learning might take time, but I understand.” 

	Josephine sits and adjusts the hammock against her so that the newborn prince stays supported. “It smells like rain and evergreen in here and like I picked up a bouquet of flowers,” she says.

	Lucius says, “That’s the Spirit visiting.” He carefully pushes the chair close to the table while making sure the baby is safe. Looking around, he sees Vincent standing by in case he is needed. Lucius tells him, “As you can see, we all serve each other out of love and with a grateful heart. Relax, my brother. Enjoy your meal and fellowship. Don’t trouble yourself. This is the day that our Lord has made, so be glad in it.”

	Lucius sits, leans over into Josephine’s ear, and asks, “My love, we’ve already prayed for the blessing over the food. Is there anything you want me to pray with you about? Right now, is a great time because the Spirit is in our midst today.”

	Smiling, Josephine rests her head on her husband’s shoulder and says, “I need to pray for your healing today, my love.”

	Lucius holds his hand underneath his son and kisses his wife again. “That’s right. I’m going to have everyone pray after we eat. Thank you for reminding me.” Lucius moves his hand from his son so he can eat. His right arm remains wrapped around Josephine the entire time he eats and fellowships with those at the table.

	From a distance of about thirty feet, Nicholson watches as the king and the queen interact. He nearly smiles every time he witnesses Lucius kiss her cheek after swallowing a bite of food or how Lucius can barely keep himself from stroking her shoulder or holding her. He rests against a wall waiting for when the line shrinks so he can get a breakfast plate. He has forgotten what he was waiting for. 

	Artie grabs a banana and almond muffin that Lucius shares from one of his overcrowded plates. Nicholson doesn’t recognize the dwindling line and stands amazed as his king interacts kindly with a truly cherished woman. Nicholson’s mouth is nearly opened in awe as he studies all of those in the room speaking to each other with peace. The tranquility makes him feel weightless.

	None are screaming, hitting, or taking from others. There is no name calling. The one woman in the room is safe and cared for as all the others are. For the first time, Nicholson isn’t afraid of being dragged away for testing or forced to hold one of his cousins down while a Gamerin beats him for entertainment. He doesn’t have to pretend anymore. The moment is surreal for him, much like breathing fresh air after feeling smothered. The more he studies and the more he allows the peace of the Holy Spirit to heal his past, the more he realizes that he is finally home.

	As Artie takes a bite filled with sweet warmth, he notices Nicholson observing the royal couple. Nicholson is so intently looking that Artie decides to read his mind. He walks over to Nicholson and says, “My name is Artie. We didn’t get to meet last night before you were given your sleeping arrangements with a few of your kin. I hope you’re well today. I couldn’t help but notice that you looked shocked.”

	“I wouldn’t say shocked…well…maybe,” Nicholson says. 

	When Artie holds his hand out, Nicholson puts his hand up for a moment to guard his face. “You all right?” Artie asks. “Peace, brother. I wasn’t…” 

	Nicholson lowers his hand from his face and sees Artie’s smile. “Sorry,” Nicholson says and places his coffee down onto a shelf so he can put his hand out to greet Artie.

	Artie says, “No need to apologize.”

	As he greets Artie with a handshake, Nicholson stares at the colorful freckles on Artie’s hand and fingers as they touch. Artie’s skin lights up with sparks on each freckle rubbed by Nicholson’s hand. Artie says, “I’m a Harvester. That’s why I have fiery colored freckles on my hands. Again, I’m Artie.”

	“Nicholson. My name is Nicholson. You’re known as the brimstone angel, aren’t you?”

	“Correct.” Artie again looks at Lucius and Josephine while Nicholson continues studying every interaction from them. Artie says, “There is no war here today, Nicholson. You are truly here. You can fellowship with them instead of staring.”

	“Am I staring?”

	“A little.” Artie says. “The king and queen love each other. She is him, and he is her. They complete each other. That is why the king always holds her, even when sitting down to eat. Get used to the lovey-dovey stuff because they act like this a lot.”

	Nicholson lifts his coffee mug from the countertop and drinks. Blocking his mind, Nicholson stares down for a moment to think. “You must excuse me for shielding my thoughts. I have too many nightmares and prefer not to taint the atmosphere of this morning with them.”

	“You show true Gamerin wisdom from your actions,” Artie says. 

	After Nicholson takes another sip, he says, “Don’t mistake my abused history for ignorance, Artie. I’m not without heart. I know what it means to love, but I forgot what a gentle touch looked like between a Gamerin and a woman. I miss seeing love. I didn’t mean to stare.”

	“How so? I thought women were all tortured aboard the vessel.”

	Nicholson answers, “There was a time before the floating city and the true fall of the Gamerin people when the Gamerin acted in love. A time when my father, Sheriffson, used to hold my mother in the same way. I will allow you to see what I mean.” Nicholson unblocks his thoughts for Artie.

	“I see what your thoughts are showing me,” Artie nods. “You’re right, not shock, but a heavy, sweet memory from your youth.”

	Nicholson continues, “I miss my mother and my father. Today is beautiful already. The blessing has given me assured hope that I’ll see my mother at the white throne judgment. If my king frees my father from his imprisonment, then I’ll see him soon.” Nicholson again watches the royals. “My father loves like the king and queen do.” After Nicholson takes another sip of his coffee, he says, “Our king reminds me of my father. I was told my father used to reside on an island north of the Master’s Island. Copper Island, I believe it’s called.”

	“That’s right,” Artie says. “Sheriffson was the steward of Copper Island. It is north of here, hundreds of miles, but still the closest island. He still has a cabin out there.”

	Surprised, “Hundreds of…” Nicholson pauses saying. “The cabin still exists?” he asks.

	“As a builder, the foundations of your father, Sheriffson…anyway, the cabin foundations are still strong there. I guarantee it. I haven’t been out there, only to the rift. But I’ve been to several of the homes, and the walls and mortar are still strong for many of the Gamerin strongholds on this planet. Because of the relationship that Gamerilaye has with the Gamerin, the flora grows with the homes here. You should talk to our king when the time is right. He might have you homesteading out there once you’re ready.”

	“Really? You think he’d let me do that?”

	“Or…maybe you’d want to live here, like I do. I don’t know, but you could ask him. Some of your cousins might want to stay near the king during training and healing. The weather is fair here. Copper Island gets mighty cold because of the Urkuity Mountains.”

	“I will ask him when the time is right. Thank you, Artie.” Nicholson’s eyes become wet. “My own home,” he says.

	“Just don’t say that I promised or anything.”

	“I won’t,” Nicholson says with a grand smile. He takes two steps and turns back before asking, “What does Urkuity mean?”

	“They are the second of the mighty tectonic plates that divide the seven holy foundations of this world. They answer to the king. He has named all of them.”

	“Are you saying that the Urkuity plate’s edge runs through my dad’s island?”

	“No.” Artie smiles as Nicholson relaxes. 

	“Good. I was scared of volcanos.”

	Artie continues, “The Urkuity plate moves against the Harmenes, which are beneath us now. They butt against each other between the two islands where the raging river divides them both. It’s a beautiful site out that way. Not safe without abilities but that’s why the pegasus only graze out that way in the fall. I have seen a few heading that way lately.”

	“We have a pegasus on this planet?”

	“Not one, but many. We call them the winged stallions and mares.” 

	“Artie,” Nicholson says and then pauses. His eyes slowly blink as if chewing on the information that was just presented to him. Nicholson continues, “This has been a marvelous conversation.” Nicholson looks over and remembers the line. He waves kindly to Artie and excuses himself. Keeping the conversation to himself for a later time, he continues smiling even as he stands in line for food.

	 

	Claire runs into the breakfast hall with her hair done up into two buns. Silvery jewelry dangles like tinsel against the braids of her buns. She runs over to her father and he greets her with open arms. “How’s my pumpkin doing today?” Lucius asks as he picks her up and places her on his lap.

	Claire says, “Flutter has disappearing wings, Daddy.”

	“His wings are there, princess. They’re just fast.”

	Hovering inches from the buns on Claire’s head, Flutter greets everyone and swings over toward the newborn prince and the queen. Josephine says, “Good morning, Flutter. Yes, he’s asleep.” Flutter perches on the tip of the baby’s sling to admire the tiny new Gamerin.

	Lucius kisses Claire’s cheek and asks, “Did you eat? Are you hungry, pumpkin?”

	The princess wraps her arms around him, and answers, “Uh huh, yes, Daddy. Artie gave me some cereal.”

	When Artie hears that Claire is telling Lucius about the cereal, he takes a few strides toward leaving. He walks along a few Nephilim part of the way, so he can sneak out of the room instead of listening to the wrath of the king.

	“What cereal?” Lucius asks. “We don’t have cereal on this planet.”

	Artie tries to pick up speed without bringing attention to himself. He can already hear the concern in Lucius’s tone. Lord, help me through this, Artie thinks. I’m a good son too, Lord.

	Lucius looks for Artie. “Where is your guardian?” he asks and watches Artie making quickened steps toward leaving. Lucius asks his daughter out loud, so Artie can hear. “What cereal, Claire? What did it look like?”

	Before Artie can disappear out of the room, Claire says, “He made me some honey nut cereal, Daddy.”

	Lucius stares at Artie, and says, “Honey? He did, did he?”

	Lucius is in the middle of a deep breath to call Artie back when Josephine places her hand on his leg to remind him to be easy. She says, “My love, the Spirit is here today. Peace.”

	Lucius feels peace over his body as Josephine shares a new gift that was opened to her on this day. Nodding his head, Lucius smiles and says, “Artie and I will chat later. Right now, you have gained a new ability, a celestial gift, given to angels and leaders. This day proves you as a worthy leader. Only the Trinity can bless others with the gift of peace.” 

	“I shared peace last night,” she answers.

	He says, “Yes, but of your own empathic feelings. That is different because it is Gamerin. Just now, you gave me peace without sharing your own feelings. This is a crowning moment for you in many ways. Today, we will all receive blessings.”

	“We are blessed today,” she smiles.

	Lucius gives her another kiss, and as kindly as he can and without skipping a beat from his earlier conversation, he asks, “You knew about Artie giving Claire cereal, didn’t you?”

	“My goodness, you obsess over things,” she says with a shake of her head. 

	“You know Gamerin don’t eat honey,” Lucius says. He glances at Vincent and winks. “We don’t eat honey.”

	Josephine answers, “Artie made the cereal from scratch. The bees on this planet are healthy. There are giant hives in the trees around our garden with more than enough to last them. He only used a little honey that the bees have gathered from our flowers. The honey helps her not to get sick while her body adjusts to the new climate. She doesn’t heal like you do because she’s not originally from here or received her abilities yet. It’s the best thing for her to adjust to our world.”

	Lucius shakes his head, says, “When Claire receives her full powers, she won’t need honey.”

	“Agreed,” she says.

	Lucius nods and says, “Agreed.”

	Lucius lifts Josephine’s hand to his lips and kisses her gloved knuckles. Josephine tells him, “I’m glad you allow me to be a good mother. I missed you, baby.”

	While he takes in the smell of Josephine’s skin, he closes his eyes, and whispers, “My absence was unbearable. I missed you most.” 

	While Lucius finishes eating beside his wife, he continues to hold Claire on his lap, and the royal family finishes their morning meal together.


Four

	Hallelujah

	 

	After breakfast, Lucius says, “Allow the peace of the Holy Spirit to reside in our midst, my brothers. We will continue our morning near the Gamerin tree.” After speaking, they all make their way to the grand entryway of the palace. 

	The entire household along with hundreds of angels and Nephilim gather around Lucius. He stands beside the Gamerin tree. While under the tree, Lucius speaks to those who serve him, saying, “I’m the ordained principality over the Gamerin galaxies. As you know, I’ve been broken by Baàlsarideem. He has no authority over me. He is not the author of life or death. Baàlsarideem is not my second-in-command, he does not govern this world, and he holds no power over me. I was created by the Father to serve the Father.” He pauses to gaze at all those gathered around him before continuing. “When the power of two or more are gathered and believe in one thing, then by the will of the Father, what they pray for shall come to pass. I need all of you to pray for me in one accord, so that I may receive my God-given gifts once again.”

	Lucius walks into the middle of the crowd. “I need you all to reach your hands out toward me. Everyone that is around me place your hand upon me while praying. All those not directly beside me, I need you to lay hands on the person in front of you. Begin praying when I do for the will of the Father. Pray that it is within His will for me to receive my full power that aids me in protecting my inheritance and those that I steward over.”

	Lucius bows his head. “Let us pray,” he says and raises both arms while he surrenders himself before the Almighty in prayer. 

	All reach toward the king of Gamerilaye and pray for his recovery. Because of the faith in the Almighty’s ability to speak life and power into anything He desires, all that are gathered know that the will of the Father will be restored.

	While his hands are raised, Lucius prays aloud, “Almighty Father, Creator of the heavens and Earth, I beseech you with a humble heart. Grant that I may be restored for your glory. I know that you give and that you take away. I pray that you reestablish your servant in alignment with your will. Many are gathered in your holy name, and we believe in your awesome power to return me into your service as your Gamerin son over the Gamerin galaxies. We raise you up high above all other names. We magnify your name and give you praise because you are worthy of all praise and all honor. Hallelujah!”

	As soon as he is done with his prayer, a mighty rush of wind, like that of a sonic sound burst after an explosion, lands straight on top of Lucius. The angels that are standing closest to him are blown back by the tremendous power that surges through his body. 

	Josephine, Claire, and the king’s newborn son are safely situated against the main entry doors during the event. The wind brushes Josephine’s hair back, and she gasps.

	Every angel and Nephilim stoop their bodies low to the ground in response to the tremendous authority given to the mighty principality over the Gamerin galaxies. 

	Lucius begins to levitate while he lowers his hands midway and takes in the love of his heavenly Father from the blessing that is being poured out over him. His immaculate wings begin to emerge from the interdimensional space encompassing him. Lucius raises his head, and a voice surrounds him, saying, “Have I not always given to you what glorifies me, Yuleshua? You honor me. I have received glory, and I will receive glory again. You are established in my creation as a holy celestial. Do as you were made to do, for I am and will always be.”

	 Lucius is filled with the Holy Spirit. He offers praise to the God who loves him and utters, “Thank you, Father. I worship you. I love you. All that I am serves you. You are so good to me. Hallelujah.”

	Those gathered around Lucius raise their hands in praise to the Almighty. The glory of God beams over Lucius in such a way that the light causes the Nephilim to block their faces.

	The entire palace is filled with the Holy Spirit of God Almighty.

	 

	After a time of worship, Lucius descends to the floor. With his eyes closed and enjoying the Creator’s presence in prayer, he continues to tilt his head back. “Your presence is always welcome,” he says. Lucius gradually bows his head, brings his arms down, and places his wings back into their secure position within the interdimensional space. “The Father has spoken. Glory be to the Lord Most High, for He has restored me.” Breathing deeply and wiping his eyes, Lucius calms down. After a few moments, he opens his eyes and faces the room. He smiles when he sees his wife and children. Nodding at Josephine, he telepathically says, “Our Father is good to us, Josephine. He has healed me completely.”

	Josephine smiles at him and says, “Glory be to God in the highest. Hallelujah!”

	Lucius raises his hands and shouts, “Hallelujah!”

	The entire palace shouts praise, “Hallelujah,” and is filled with worship again.

	 

	Once every being has celebrated and given honor to God, Lucius realizes that something must be done about the freed sons of his Gamerin brothers. 

	Using his authority, his voice ricochets on every surface within the entire side of his world. All hear the proclamation as Lucius says, “I have my family in my midst. Although many of my family are missing, those that I have here are in need. I have been given authority by the Almighty to heal, to restore, and to give authority to those I have in my service.” Lucius takes a couple of steps forward and points to several Nephilim around him. He says, “I want all my Nephilim family to stand in front of me. I’m going to give you a blessing.”

	The 312 Nephilim gather in front of the crowd and kneel before Lucius. 

	Lucius declares, “I am Yuleshua Lucius Gamerin, the principality who serves the Almighty. I have been blessed with 312 new family members that I never knew existed. Many of you were tortured as I was. Many of you ache within your hearts from the long-lasting agony you endured.” Lucius raises his hands to tower above their heads as he blesses them, “Not anymore. I bless all of you to no longer be called Nephilim. You are my Gamerin brothers, my nephews, my blood. You will be known as Gamerin. I bless you with the powers of a strong Gamerin. As strong as Yaztarifenn, you shall be. If you ever turn against the Almighty, may you be as weak as a fallen man. In the presence of these witnesses, I bless you now. Stand to your feet and receive your honor. You’ve been healed.”

	As soon as Lucius blesses the new Gamerin of his world, Akhtar cheers and jumps in the air, says, “I can feel my strength. I’m made whole again!”

	When the Gamerin feel the powers restored to them, they rejoice with Akhtar. The house is filled with a wave of rejoicing again. All at once, the new Gamerin kneel in honor to their royal principality. Following their lead, angels, and other servants within the Gamerin stronghold bow before Lucius to pay homage to the servant of God.

	When Lucius sees everyone kneeling, he says to himself, But I’m only a servant. He looks at his wife. While blocking both of their minds, he psychically tells her, “This is for the glory of God, not me.”

	Josephine stands to her feet, and transfers to him, “They have already praised the Almighty, and this is not worship. You’re their leader, and they are honoring your sacrifice. They need you, my love. This is merely honoring you because you are a righteous king who serves the Trinity. Their kneeling is to honor God by honoring those whom God has placed before them.”

	Lucius closes his eyes, lowers his head, and nods from her guidance. With a low voice and a humble heart, he proclaims, “Glory be to God,” reminding those around him where worship should always be directed as he allows them to honor him.

	When they hear Lucius give his praise, they speak in unison, “Glory be to God!”


Five

	Workshop

	 

	After a time of worship, Lucius guides his army of around six hundred, saying, “We must prepare for battle. I have working forges beneath my stronghold in the foundations of this mountain. Let us go improve our weapons.”

	They follow Lucius through the walkways and behind the main floor of his stronghold until they gather in a large weaponry workshop. “The area is dark because it is beneath the ground. I will light the roots of the Jett trees that have been placed in the foundations of my home.” 

	Lucius reaches over like he is flipping a light switch, but instead of a switch, he touches a root of a tree. The tree vibrates, appearing as ripples of light blue water over the surface of the roots, until vibrant light shines down upon the workspace like a warehouse. Shelves within the workshop line the walls. Weapons that have been forged from centuries of smithing, hang as ornaments against the stone walls. He says, “The Gamerin are known as builders of worlds, warriors, and enforcers of law. We stand in the bottom-most level of my stronghold. The water that we use for smithing comes from the ocean. This workshop is at Gamerilaye’s sea level.”

	As Lucius guides his army into the sub level, Artie lights flames in the furnaces and torches to bring light into the darker areas. 

	“Thank you, Artie,” Lucius says as he walks into the center of the workshop. “Everyone, many stations are being activated by Artie’s flames right now. My brothers knew of this place. No doubt they still remember. What they don’t know is that I have acquired more technology from my time as an assassin. For the last two thousand years, I have increased my forge. And with all your knowledge, we will increase our abilities together.” Looking over at Deasja, Lucius says, “What do you say, Deasja?”

	“Aye,” Deasja agrees. “We shall bring our knowledge to the table.”

	“Well spoken,” Dextorus says. “Let us defeat the plague once and for all.”

	Hatrueshian asks, “But aren’t you undefeated in battle? Do you not already have all the knowledge given to you?”

	Lucius turns to look at Hatrueshian and says, “I will explain a little of what we are up against. There are fallen principalities, those that Baàl has made deals with. He’s already hinted and told me this in so many ways.”

	“Principalities?” Deasja says, “But they were chained up in the bowels when…” Deasja pauses in saying. He closes his eyes and gives an exhale.

	Dextorus reads Deasja’s mind and says, “They were chained up with keys the Mangoram oversaw. The Mangoram joined forces with Baàl ages ago. Plenty of time to release whatever principality that Baàlsarideem needs for whatever plan he has.”

	“Exactly,” Lucius says, “One principality could wipe out my entire army if they are strong enough. I will be fighting them while all of you are fighting the fallen Gamerin and their Nephilim sons still aboard Baàlsarideem’s vessel.”

	Vincent asks, “The principalities, aren’t they the ones that Baàlsarideem also defeated in battle? Maybe they won’t join forces with him.”

	Artie nods and says the verse of training that all angels are taught, “And a fallen will say and do anything to escape capture or judgement. Never be mislead, for the plans of the enemy are dark and severe.”

	“True,” Dex replies. After a moment, he looks at Lucius, says, “And as strong as you are, Lucius, there are those principalities you were up against, even after your brothers were gone. Principalities that are mighty in battle like you are.”

	Lucius nods. Eyeing the subtle light bouncing from roots that hang from the edges of the shelves, he looks around the workshop, and says, “I haven’t been down here in over a century. The last time I was here, I had just battled a strong principality named Shiva.”

	“Shiva?” Deasja asks. “Isn’t that the principality fight that took place on the edge of the Abu deem galaxy? The one where Urial and Gabriel showed up to give you aid?”

	“Yes,” Lucius says. He makes eye contact with his nephews before continuing. “Shiva caught me by surprise on an outer moon of a gas giant. He injured my wing with one of his extra arms. I had to leave him to fight with Gabriel because I was in Shiva’s realm, and he had his sons with him. I knew I couldn’t fight him without a new shield…and I…” Lucius pauses for a moment before finishing, says, “I was alone and had to call for aid. That’s when I designed my feather daggers.” Lucius pauses again before saying, “I hope he never escapes from prison because he was definitely a handful.” 

	Nicholson pats one of his cousins on the back and asks, “Are you turning green, Reynaldari.”

	Reynaldari gulps and says, “Maybe.” 

	Lucius says, “Don’t become overburdened, Rey. We are not alone. We are an army of one on the battlefield. As Gamerin, we can join our hearts and emotions together, fighting as one body. This is the strongest power of the Gamerin people.”

	Lucius walks over to one of the forging tables. With his mind, he levitates forging stones. Imprinted in the stones are feather indentations. Laying them out to slide into several places within the granite walls of his massive workshop, he says, “These are the molds for feather daggers and feather dagger shields.” While he is making his blacksmith studio for the feather shields, he looks back at his army and says, “I need every part of your bodies to be protected. My shields on my wings have saved my life along with my wife’s life several times. I want all of you to make wing shields if you don’t have them already.” Lucius turns around and looks at Artie and Deasja. “Wait a minute,” he says, holding his hands up. “We can’t fight our Gamerin metal against Gamerin metal that has been laced with Mangoram metal. Our enemy can manipulate Gamerin metal.” 

	When he realizes he cannot use Gamerin metals, he stops the army from selecting their forges for the smithing. “We can’t use any metal from Gamerilaye.” Lucius looks at Dextorus, and says, “We’re going to have to use a metal from another galaxy, Dex.” Lucius turns to Deasja, and gives a quick nod of his head while saying, “Deasja and Dex both have one of the oldest galaxies within the epicenter of our existence. Deasja, do you think that Oobadoave will allow us to have some of their metal for our battle? The holy metal is of the finest quality that cannot be psychokinetically controlled by anyone except the Trinity. No evil can wield the elements of Oobadoave or deny the power within it.”

	Deasja answers, “I’ll tear down my own home if I must to get you what you need. I’ll go immediately.”

	Lucius looks at Artie, and tells him, “I need you to open a portal into your cave beneath your home for their journey to retrieve the elements. It’s secret there, and I want no planet, or anyone to know what we’re doing. I don’t even want Jett Commdearadea to know. Use only the harvester’s planet as the transition between here and Oobadoave. Remember you can’t go straight to Oobadoave from here. I need my wife and children to be protected.”

	Immediately after giving his command, Dextorus starts to walk off to help Deasja and Artie, but Lucius stops him and says, “I can’t have you go with them.”

	Confused, Dextorus turns around and asks, “Do you not need me to help carry the metals?”

	With respect, Lucius gives a command to his old commander, says, “I appreciate your respect for me, for as I am the high commander over my planet, and I need you to trust me when I give you more orders.” Lucius resituates his position and speaks with his hands. “I can’t have anyone know that you’re working with me. In secret, I need you to go to Constantinople and get the hard ironwood. The material there is almost indestructible, and it’ll lighten our weapons during battle due to the arid and dry land. I need speed and agility when fighting Gamerin and Nephilim. I also want the bamboo that feels like steel for our spears and javelins. You can retrieve that specific bamboo only from Jett Commdearadea. Everything grows faster there, so I know it is lightweight.”

	“Why do you want me to go alone, Lucius?” Dextorus asks. 

	“Warriors will start to wonder what is taking place if they see you and a multitude of angels who are not from Jett or Constantinople going to gather supplies. I can’t have any guardians that become prisoners aboard Baàl’s ship being interrogated, and accidentally give our secrets away.” Lucius points at Dex, saying, “You’re the only one I trust with this task, for you know which materials I need. 

	Nodding, Dex says, “Your world is to remain a secret.”

	Answering with another nod, Lucius says, “If they saw me gathering supplies, questions would be raised. But because you are from Jett, none would ask anything.”

	Dextorus smiles. He takes out a cigar from his vest pockets and says, “I’ll fill up every interdimensional space around me with what you need. Give me a little while and I’ll return.”

	Lucius watches Dextorus about to light a cigar. He holds up his hands and says, “No! We can’t allow smoking within my home or around my children. There’s no smoking in this palace because Josephine said so.” Seriousness builds in his eyes as Lucius looks around at everybody. He says, “I’m going to warn all of you right now. This battle might bring a little fear. You all might laugh at the thought of war and want to sing songs in victory, or battling with powerful beings may petrify you. But this battle is nothing compared to the wrath of my wife.”

	Every Gamerin and angel watches Dextorus carefully place the cigar back into his pocket.

	Lucius continues. “It’s better to live in a narrow attic than in a broad house with a brawling woman. Don’t bring her anger upon us. She is a mother and she is fierce for her children’s protection.”

	Lucius bites his tongue, pauses, and puts his hands on his hips. After a moment, he says, “Now that I’ve said that, please don’t tell my wife. Oh, and you can’t say bastards in front of her and my children. She was raised that way, and, therefore, she won’t depart from it.” Thinking of what he has said and how far he might have dug himself a hole, Lucius bites the side of his lip. He asks, “Can we just agree to forget that I spoke so much about her, while also remembering everything I said?”

	“Lucius,” Artie says, “We know how wonderful the queen is. You are the one we don’t need to piss off.”

	Lucius smiles. As he nods his head, he says, “You can’t say that either in front of her.”

	They both laugh.


Six

	Account

	 

	Deasja, Artie, and Dex leave for their errands. Once they leave, Lucius looks around the room to find Vincent. He signals Vincent to stand by him. Lucius looks at Vincent’s neck and says, “I need my gate key. May I?”

	“Always, lord,” Vincent says as he pulls two necklaces off his neck. “Your key is tangled. Give me a second.” Lucius studies Vincent untangling the two necklaces. One has a small amber stone attached to a rope of twine, and the other is Lucius’s portal necklace. Vincent unravels the two from each other and places the amber stone back over his neck. Without thinking, he hides the stone beneath his clothes.

	Respecting Vincent’s privacy by not reading his thoughts, Lucius is curious and decides to ask, “Why do you have an amber stone around your neck, Vincent?”

	The entire company around them realizes that he is not reading the mind of his servant. Vincent says, “You honor me, lord. You have asked instead of seeking the answer in my mind.” With a heavy heart and a nostalgic hand, Vincent lifts the amber stone off his neck from beneath his shirt. He holds the small stone in his palm, and says, “Remember I told you that I had to put my father in the stone. I cut a small hole into the amber as it cured, so I could touch the back of my father’s skin on his hand.” He holds the stone for all to see while he continues, “This is the piece that I cut out. Because I was leaving, I wanted to keep something of my father with me. I don’t know when I’ll see him again, and it was the only thing I could take with me.”

	Lucius hugs Vincent. He says, “I know that you must love your father.” Lucius releases Vincent and looks around before saying, “As all of you do. Were all of you able to visit your fathers?”

	“No,” a voice from the back speaks up like a snap of a branch.

	The crowd of Gamerin split apart to make an opening so Lucius can see who spoke. Before the clearing is finished, Lucius asks, “Akhtar, I know your voice already. I hear anger in your response. Why do you speak to me this way?”

	“Because I’ve been robbed.”

	“How have I robbed you?” Lucius asks.

	“Not you,” Akhtar says. He shakes his head and stares at the floor before saying, “Those bastards have.”

	Several eyes look around for the queen after Akhtar speaks. Vincent walks over to Akhtar. Trying to comfort him, Vincent says, “Calm down, cousin.”

	“No! I’m tired of being told to calm down. I’m no longer on that hellish ship with evil superiors threatening to take my life. For what?” 

	“Let him speak,” Lucius says.

	Akhtar boldly walks over to Lucius and continues, “I have been the weakest on that ship for thousands of years. Beaten. Mocked. Used like a lab rat until testing would have killed me. All for nothing.”

	Concerned, Lucius stares deeply into Akhtar’s golden green eyes, and asks, “Why do you say that your sacrifice was for nothing?”

	“My father. Because I know they will kill him because of what I’ve done. They’ll kill him just like they did my mother. They always kill the least of us. They will kill my dad…” he pauses and gasps while crying, “and I don’t even remember what he looks like.”

	“You don’t remember what Hoshtravay looks like?”

	“Does it matter anymore?” Akhtar reaches for the king’s hand and says, “I want you to see what they do to people like me.”

	Quickly troubled, Lucius says, “In order to take your pain, I will read your thoughts. There is much anger in you.” Lucius stares into Ahktar’s eyes a moment longer and says something that shocks the other warriors in the room. “I want to take your anger from you, and keep it as my own.”

	“Then,” Akhtar shouts, “take it from me!”

	Placing his hand upon Akhtar’s head, Lucius links his mind to ease Akhtar’s suffering. Immediately, Lucius sees the bowels of the ship again, and many witnesses see Lucius gasping for breath and clenching his teeth. 

	Vincent steps closer to them, saying, “I don’t think this is a good idea, my lord.”

	Lucius is deep in Akhtar’s mind, watching as angels are abused in chains. Female warriors sexually assaulted and male warriors gutted for fun. Baàlsarideem stands, torturing them, tearing them apart while he blasphemes the Holy Father. “I can’t hear this, Akhtar!” Lucius screams. “May it be erased from you.”

	“I should stop them,” Vincent says. He nearly pulls them away from each other. 

	Orlando, a warrior guardian walks over and grabs Vincent’s hands. “Don’t touch the principality. He has the gift of healing mentality.”

	“But…he can’t see this stuff,” Vincent says. “It’s too dark for a celestial to witness.”

	“Vincent,” another angel named Wheatley says as he walks over to calm Vincent. “We are never allowed into the minds of the damned.” He points at Akhtar’s tears, and says, “Akhtar is of Lucius’s blood and is not damned. If our Lord, Jesus, can go into the bowels of Hell and defeat the enemy, as God is my witness, Lucius can witness the suffering of his beloved brothers through the eyes of his family.”

	Scared for the vision that must be taking place, Vincent stands close.

	In Akhtar’s mind, Lucius sees women defiled, slammed against walls, hair pulled while fought over like property, limbs removed during arguments, and murdered by the hundreds. Their bodies float in space while the fallen Gamerin laugh. Their bodies bounce off the metal of the Nephilim craft into the expanse. Lucius’s body shakes with tears pouring down his cheeks. Many angels gather around him to keep the other Gamerin from stopping the vision. 

	“Give him a moment longer,” Orlando speaks up.

	“This is unnecessary,” Nicholson says.

	Interrupting a conversation that he cannot hear, Lucius says, “Show me Baàlsarideem.” He grunts while saying, “Show me the fallen one, Akhtar.”

	Akhtar concentrates for Lucius. Horrific details about Baàlsarideem are revealed. With every memory, the lights within the roots of the trees start to darken and brighten from the surge of energy. The fires in the furnaces blaze higher. Many angels and Gamerin become frightened by the uncontrolled elements around them.

	“It might be time to wake him up now,” Wheatley says.

	While Lucius’s mind is being flooded by the heinous crimes of his people, he can see Baàlsarideem tricking his brothers into the amber stone. It’s the moment Lucius was wanting to witness like a jury in a courtroom. “Don’t stop, Akhtar. Show me what he did to all of us.”

	Trembling, “I can’t, lord,” Akhtar says. “I hate him.”

	“My yoke is light. I will breathe for you. I am with you, Akhtar. Show me his crime against his people.”

	Lucius sees the event as if he was there. Akhtar is just a boy of barely three years old. “Momma,” Lucius says, watching Baàlsarideem slit the throat of Akhtar’s mother in the amber chamber room. 

	“No!” Akhtar screams both in the warehouse and in his mind.

	“Stay with me, Akhtar,” Lucius says. The smithing furnaces are boiling at this point, and the fire is roaring with white flames. 

	“My lord,” Vincent says. “Do you have everything? Please, it’s getting hot in here.”

	But Lucius isn’t done. He sees Baàlsarideem walk over and grab a bloody-faced Akhtar by the hair. His body flails around like a rag doll from how Baàlsarideem yanks him about. “Keep this one, Abaddon.”

	Abaddon says, “But he saw what you just did. I thought you were going to erase the piece of lushaine’s line from history.”

	“No, Akhtar is half dead already. Keep him alive. He’s too young to remember what just happened anyway. He’s Hosh’s weakest boy,” Baàlsarideem said. “He’s too little. We can’t use his remains. His mother and brothers are plenty, and I want to keep at least one. Hide him in the airlocks until they all go in.”

	Lucius’s breathing begins to change. “Before. Show me before Hosh went into the stone, Akhtar. Show me what you remember about your father. What happened?”

	Every utensil and stone within the workshop start to vibrate and levitate in midair, every fire blazes with the principality’s emotions, and every angel is trying to stop the transaction of memory. Several angels call out to Lucius, “Please stop! You must stop!” The walls shake as an earthquake cracks the foundation of his stronghold. 

	“I must enter the memory. I know what he’s looking for,” Vincent says and turns around, saying, “Nicholson, he’s looking for Akhtar, where his hate began. I must calm them both as much as possible when he finds out what Akhtar saw.” Deciding to enter the threshold of Akhtar’s mind, Vincent places his own hand on top of Lucius’s and connects telepathically.

	As Vincent releases peace by his spirit, he enters the memory and witnesses Lucius standing to the side, watching the interaction with boiling purple and silver eyes. Akhtar is only a little boy, crying as he is held against his will by Abaddon.

	Entering the unfilled crypt, Hoshtravay is escorted by Samstarsey and Apollyon down the winding passage. “What is this about, Sam? Why is Apollyon eyeing my back as I walk down this ramp to the cargo dock?”

	“Keep walking,” Apollyon replies with a shove to Hosh’s back. 

	Immediately, Hosh stops and turns with gritted teeth. “Boy, I am the fourth oldest Gamerin. Do not trifle with me.”

	“Or what?” Apollyon asks as he smirks, nose to nose with his uncle.

	“Enough!” Baàlsarideem hollers from the bottom row of the cargo hold. 

	Curious, Hoshtravay looks over the railing a couple of rows up from the bottom. “What is the meaning of this, Baàlsarideem? You know that I have things to finish, and I can’t find Shinara and Akhtar. They were supposed to be stripping the excess metal in the…” he stops talking as he steps into the bottommost chamber where Akhtar and his mother, Shinara, are held like prisoners. “What are you doing? If you have a problem with—”

	“Did you think I wouldn’t know what you were planning?” Baàl interrupts.

	“What do you mean?” Hosh asks, “I haven’t done anything.”

	“You are strong enough to block your mind from me, Hosh. But your wife isn’t,” Baàlsarideem says.

	“Shinara,” Hoshtravay barely says. “I block my wife’s mind, Baàl. I haven’t done anything, and you’re not going to punish my family based on your paranoid ideas.”

	“Go ahead and play dumb. It’s not what Shinara was thinking. She didn’t betray you or anything,” Baàlsarideem says. He steps over to Akhtar and places his hands on the boy’s shoulders and continues. “But when you went to fiddle with our engines this morning, your son asked to go with you. Shinara told him that you were busy today and would be back.”

	“That doesn’t mean anything, Baàlsarideem. Today was my day to scan the waterline of the coolant.” 

	“You’re a lying piece of lushaine, Hosh.” Apollyon punches the back of his head.

	Hosh swiftly turns with a raised fist. Immediately, Baàlsarideem pushes Hosh against a wall before he can hit Apollyon. Baàlsarideem forces Hosh against the wall at a constant, crushing pressure, his forearm shoved into Hosh’s neck. Baàlsarideem finishes saying, “Imagine my surprise when only a few minutes after you leave your quarters, Akhtar answers the door to see his uncle, Fenn.”

	“He’s turning purple,” Samstarsey says.

	Baàlsarideem holds Hoshtravay in the choke hold a few moments longer. After being released, Hosh falls to the ground gasping for breath.

	“Papa,” Akhtar cries.

	Hoshtravay holds his hand up for Akhtar and his wife to stay away. Coughing and gagging, Hosh is still on his knees. Abaddon grabs Akhtar by the hair and says, “Don’t worry, uncle, he’s not going anywhere.” Akhtar and Shinara cry because Abaddon is hurting them.

	“Abaddon!” Hosh turns his gaze towards Baàlsarideem. “What do you want, Baàl?” Hosh asks while clearing his throat. “Fenn visits all of us. He’s the Gamerin counsellor. What are you fishing for? Tell your slaves to let my family go.”

	“Still playing the fool,” Baàl says and scratches his neck. “You covered so many steps, so I wouldn’t know what you were planning. So many protections. But you didn’t think to hide the very information from those who are the weakest of the Gamerin. I saw into your son’s mind. When they are little, it is difficult to know what they will remember and what they won’t. He remembered his mother looking scared. He overheard Fenn and Shinara speaking about the plan.”

OEBPS/cover.jpeg
A KINGDOM 1S
ONLY AS sr e

QF THE K}[N Q

WEAPON OF WARS# BEDIFIVE






