
Solar Warlords





Solar Warlords
by Orion Marron



© Orion Marron 2026. All rights reserved.
Published by Cosmic Isles Press
An imprint of Martin Black House


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is purely coincidental.


Chapter One: The Broken Treaty




The station spun lazy over the red dwarf, a wheel of rusted metal patched too many times with too many hands. Traders called it Haven Spire, though nobody found much haven here. It stank of recycled air and desperation. But for one night, it was supposed to hold peace.

Refugees clustered in the lower decks, families displaced by the warlord conflicts. They spoke in low voices about pirate crews hunting after shimmering map fragments—the same type Captain Jax Blackshore stole from under the Guild’s nose. Rumor said one such fragment pulsed when brought near destabilized stars. Nobody knew if Blackshore still lived. But the artifacts he’d taken had woken something old and hungry.

Captain Draven Keller leaned on the balcony rail of the treaty hall and watched the rival fleets circle in the void outside the station’s viewports. War banners drifted in the glow of the dwarf star—black, crimson, and gold, all teeth and claws and jagged suns. Every banner marked a fleet that had slaughtered its neighbors for scraps of territory. And now they had come to sign a truce.

Draven didn’t believe in truces. He’d seen too many written in blood and torn in fire.

Beside him, Lyra Kade adjusted the high collar of her amber coat and gave him a side glance sharp as a blade. “You could at least pretend to look impressed. This many warlords in one hall without killing each other—that’s rare enough to be history.”

“History’s just tomorrow’s excuse,” Draven said. His voice was low, worn, like a man who’d smoked too long on ash winds. “They’ll sign, drink, then kill the first ship that drifts too slow.”

Lyra’s smile curved, not quite mocking. “Good. That’s where opportunity lives.”



The treaty hall was a gutted cargo bay dressed up with banners and lights. Tables groaned with food hauled from across the sector: roasted rootbeasts, spiced grainwine, kegs of black rum. Warlords in bright armor sat across from admirals in tattered coats. Their guards stood stiff at the walls, hands too close to weapons.

The mediator, a cleric of some half‑forgotten flame order, raised a carved staff and called for silence. His voice rang off the metal ribs of the hall. “By the light of the dwarf, let there be peace—”

The blast came before he finished.

A charge cracked the far doors open. Smoke rolled in, white and bitter. Screams tore through the crowd. Gunfire rattled off the steel walls. Shadows poured through the breach with blades flashing.

Draven moved before thought. He shoved Lyra low and drew his pistol in the same breath. A raider in a skull mask lunged through smoke. Draven put a bolt through his chest and kicked him clear. Another came on his flank; Draven caught the blade on his gauntlet, twisted, and drove his elbow into the attacker’s throat. Bone snapped.

Lyra crawled behind the overturned banquet table, eyes flashing. She snatched a fallen pistol and fired clean into a raider’s knee. He toppled screaming. “You said this would happen!” she shouted.

“I said peace never lasts,” Draven growled, firing two more shots into the smoke.



The hall dissolved into chaos. Warlords drew blades and turned on each other as fast as on the raiders. Guards fought shoulder to shoulder with old enemies, then cut them down the moment backs turned. Blood streaked the banners. The cleric lay dead with his staff broken.

Draven pulled Lyra behind a support strut, shielding her from the crossfire. “Stay with me.”

“I’m not built for hiding,” she snapped.

“Then aim straight,” he said, and handed her his spare charge pack.

The smoke cleared enough to show the breach team—a dozen raiders in mismatched armor, pushing hard for the hall’s dais where the treaty scrolls lay. At their back strode a giant in red plates, helm spiked like a crown. His axe burned with a coil of ion light.

Lyra’s voice went sharp. “Vorak.”

Draven’s gut clenched. He’d heard the name: warlord of the Iron March, breaker of colonies. If Vorak was here, then this wasn’t random. This was declaration.

Vorak waded through the melee, his axe taking men apart in arcs of sizzling gore. He seized the treaty scroll from its stand, held it high, then tore it in half with one gauntleted hand. His voice boomed through the bay: “There is no peace! There is only dominion!”

The warlords roared—some in rage, some in approval. The fragile truce shattered.

Draven cursed. “We move, now!”

He and Lyra ran low through the chaos. Shots sparked off steel around them. Lyra fired back with steady hands, dropping a raider who tried to cut them off. They reached the side corridor just as Vorak’s men surged for the exits.

One raider spotted them and raised a blade. Draven met him head‑on, twisting under the swing and ramming his pistol into the man’s gut. The shot blew him backward into the wall.

Lyra grabbed Draven ’s arm and pulled him onward. “Dock’s this way. If we don’t reach our ship before his fleet seals the station—”

“I know,” Draven said, breath tight. “Run.”

The side passage shook with impacts. Somewhere outside, ships had already opened fire. The station’s old metal groaned, alarms howling. Draven led them through a maze of service corridors until they burst into the docking ring. Through the wide viewport, he saw the void lit by fire. Fleets had already turned on each other. Missiles bloomed, carving bright scars across the dwarf’s dim light.

At their berth, Draven ’s frigate waited: the Valiant. Not fast, not new, but hers. The crew was already at the ramp, weapons up, holding off raiders.

“Captain!” one shouted. “Whole station’s burning!”

“Then we burn brighter,” Draven said. He shoved Lyra up the ramp and covered her with pistol fire, cutting down a raider who lunged from the smoke. He followed close, boots hammering steel.

The Valiant’s ramp sealed. Engines rumbled. Draven staggered to the command deck with Lyra on his heels. The helmsman looked wild‑eyed. “Docks jammed! We’re clamped!”

Draven dropped into the command chair, every move sharp. “Blow the clamps.”

“Sir—”

“You heard me. Now!”

Charges planted for emergencies boomed. The clamps snapped free. The Valiant drifted, then roared as her drives caught. The docking ring fell away behind them in a haze of fire and bodies.

Lyra gripped the rail beside his chair, eyes on the view. “So much for peace.”

Draven ’s jaw set. He stared at the burning fleets and the warlord’s banners clashing in the void. “Peace was never real. Only the balance of power.”

He leaned forward, voice iron. “And now the balance is broken.”


Chapter Two: Shadows of Jax Blackshore




The cantina crouched on the edge of the Solar Sea like a rusted crab. Its sign blinked in two colors that didn’t agree, and the deck outside thrummed with the pulse of ships topping off from fuel drums stacked like altar candles. Inside, the air ran thick with spice smoke and engine oil. Steelpan chimes clinked from a corner. Laughter rode the notes. Somebody had strung prayer flags across the rafters and shot holes through half of them.
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