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	For Amber, who was there from the beginning and who will remain in spirit. And Banshee, Solo, Brownie, Jeckle, and Blackie, too.




	An intrepid proofreader dodged flying saucers to root out any errors in the tale you are about to read; if you find any, she will be deported with the rest of the illegal aliens to her home planet. 




	Special thanks to my characters, without whom I could not have written this book – for a writer is only as good as his characters – and to my readers, who inspire me and help me pay the light bill.




	Legal Disclaimers: No aliens were harmed in the production of this book. Actually, a few were killed off but it didn’t hurt - they’re all make-believe.
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Preface


      




           I know you’re eager to jump right into the story so I’ll keep this short. There are only two things you need to know.




 

  I’ve written a science fiction-fantasy series titled Vampires Vs. Aliens. There are eight books in the series so far, and the first six feature aliens from the planet Hyperion who target Earth to steal its water that their planet desperately needs. There’s sibling rivalry between a brother and sister as each vies to become heir to the throne; a coup that turns them into fugitives; and a civil war that destroys their home world, transforming the would-be conquerors into refugees. The prince becomes one side of a love triangle that includes an Earth girl and a young vampire, while the princess takes a vampire as her lover. Most of the vampires though are distressed by the realization that depleting Earth’s water will lead to the extinction of all life on the planet, depriving them of the blood they need to survive. Some humans welcome the alien refugees, but others do not, resulting in the Make Earth Human Again movement and the Alien Lives Matter movement. While the Hyperions construct a fleet of starships on the Moon to transport the refugees during their quest for a new home world, the ones on Earth find themselves rounded up and placed in concentration camps. Once the starships have been completed, the Hyperions free their people and leave Earth seeking a new home among the stars. Fifteen years later, the fleet is still searching and that’s where our story begins on the pages that follow.




 

So The Hyperions series is a spinoff and if you enjoy it you may wish to read Vampires Vs. Aliens to see where it all began (it’s advertised in the back of the book). But you don’t need to; I’ve told you all you need to know. The Hyperions is a science fiction series with no vampires. The second thing is, the books in all my series are numbered because they tell a continuing story in chronological order (so it’s best not to read Book 4 before Book 2).




 

 Oh, there’s one other thing: I love cliffhangers. I grew up watching old Flash Gordon serials and 60s TV shows like Batman, Lost in Space, and The Time Tunnel – and couldn’t wait for the next episode to pick up where the cliffhanger had left off. But I’ll let you in on a secret: in most cases, each episode told a complete story and the cliffhanger was really the first five minutes of the next episode. (Sometimes in syndication they leave off the cliffhanger to squeeze in more commercials, and while it doesn’t really affect the story it does take all the fun out of it). So my books usually have a cliffhanger but if you don’t like cliffhangers then just think of it as a preview of the next book. I also collect my series into omnibus editions that combine three novels into one huge book so readers who don’t like cliffhangers can flip the page and go straight from the cliffhanger to the next story in the series. All my books (and where to buy them) are shown at the back of this book in a free preview section (this book would be the same price even without the preview pages).




 

And now, turn the page and get ready to blast off into space.




          

     

   




   

      

         Prolog


      




      

         The Drax Home World; A Long, Long Time Ago at the Distant Edge of the Universe:




         The research facility was as large as it was drab. Cold and gray, its dreary halls evoked the sense of gazing out a clouded window onto an overcast winter day. The walls were devoid of artwork or even wallpaper, and not a single hanging fern or potted plant was present to enhance the atmosphere. The Drax cared little for such aesthetics; what mattered to them was functionality. They were one of the oldest and most technologically advanced races in the universe, yet they possessed an insatiable desire to blaze new scientific frontiers – no matter what the cost. The parade of captive aliens, confused and frightened, continued under the watchful eye of the Overseer. The new arrivals, having just disembarked from the transport ship, were led through the sprawling complex to the main processing center, where they would eventually be assigned to their individual cells. They were a motley crew, to be sure, abducted from a multitude of planets — the Drax’s intergalactic starships having spent decades scouring distant galaxies in search of alien specimens that might prove beneficial to their ongoing experiments. They were all shapes and sizes bearing little in common save for the fact none would ever return to their home worlds… or could even hope to survive for long in their captivity.




         Screams filled the air. Loud, shrill cries both terrified and terrifying. Shrieks of pain and fear pierced the illusory veneer of civilization the Drax had attempted to project. The Overseer left the parapet from which he had been viewing the new arrivals and headed in the direction of the screams. He walked in a measured gait, not particularly hurried but neither was he lackluster. Peering through the glass window, he observed the alien prisoner. The forlorn captive was strapped to a thick wooden chair — wide black leather straps, well-worn from years of use yet far from having reached their tensile strength — with electrodes, wires, and tubing intersecting his body and a paroxysm of anguish etched indelibly on his face. His eyes bulged, as if the bloodshot orbs were about to shoot forth as a pair of hapless projectiles, like ocular cannonballs. His incessant screaming reverberated, an omni-directional assault on the senses, although its intensity fluctuated with his pain. He let out one last caterwaul before slipping into oblivion. “Three minutes, fifty-two seconds,” the Overseer read from the monitor screen. “Pathetic.” He gave the scientist seated at the control panel a dismissive look. “He didn’t even make it to the second stage.” The smell of burnt flesh lingered in the air.




         “We have high hopes for one of the others,” the Drax scientist said apologetically, adding enthusiastically, “The one we codenamed Abulex is already on the third stage.” He grew silent, tempering his optimism. “Although none of the subjects has yet to reach the fourth stage.”




         The Overseer nodded. “Progress is often slow but the Drax are unyielding. We shall eventually prevail. We have unlimited time and a never-ending supply of test subjects available throughout the vastness of the universe. I’m going to the processing station to evaluate the new arrivals. Perhaps one of them will be the subject we seek.” The Overseer continued down a long, nondescript corridor to the lift and descended to ground level. As an intake facility, the processing center was the most heavily guarded area of the research complex, although it was unlikely guards would be needed, as the prisoners had been fitted with immobilizer restraint disks that effectively turned their muscles to jelly, leaving them barely able to walk.




         The transport ship’s captain approached the Overseer. “We’ve returned with a good haul from several galaxies spanning many parsecs. We collected multiple specimens of each species we encountered: Darwellians, Quadians, Janusians, Jabari, Hyperions —”




         The Overseer was distracted by the sight of two crewmen in the background carrying what appeared to be a small granite statue off the transport ship and into the processing center. “What is that?”




         The captain glanced behind him. “A most unusual specimen. We were only able to capture one of the species, and even then we were lucky to trap it. They possess teleportation capabilities and would teleport whenever we neared one.”




         The Overseer perused the specimen. “It looks like solid rock.”




         The captain nodded. “Undoubtedly a defense mechanism that kicked in when the creature realized it was trapped — some sort of state of hibernation. Obviously an extremely primitive race. Of course, we had no way to measure its intellect but note the dual white horns protruding from the creature’s forehead indicative of the species having descended from feral animals. We only came upon its home world by happenstance and found the place to be a rather backwater planet. If you’d prefer we simply dispose of it…?”




         “No, no. I find it intriguing. It should be interesting to track its progress.” He took the handheld computer from the captain and pulled up the ship’s manifest. “Unknown species?”




         “That’s the one; all the others are clearly identified.”




         The Overseer typed onto the manifest. “Tell the intake clerk I’ve assigned a codename to the specimen so I may follow up on it.” He returned the handheld device.




         The captain nodded, glancing at the screen. “Regulex?”




           




         Time passed. Slowly, inexorably. But it did. The transport ship’s captain returned to the Drax home world several more times, each visit leaving more lost souls in his wake. The leather straps evinced more wear and tear, yet still they held. Abulex never passed beyond the third stage; nor did any of the others who followed… save one.




         He had endured unfathomable, unrelenting pain, as well as insufferable boredom in his solitary confinement in-between the excruciating sessions. What he experienced would have killed most others — indeed, it had — but Regulex refused to succumb to despair or even death. He was driven to survive, to adapt, because he had to learn the answer to the question that loomed larger with each passing day. Through bleary eyes, Regulex looked up at the Overseer, his parched throat emitting a single word through dry, cracking lips:




          “Why?” 




         The query brought a smile to the Overseer’s face. “Curiosity. A sign of intelligence. If only the captain who brought you here could see you now. He thought you a primitive specimen descended from feral animals. But I could see the spark of intellect within you. And you’ve proven me correct.”




         “Why?” His voice was labored; exhausted, yet not defeated.




         “To fan that spark. To make you more than you are; far more than you were ever meant to be.” The Overseer noted the confusion on Regulex’s face. “The Drax are the most powerful race in the known universe — but it’s not enough. We seek a way to enhance our natural abilities: our intellect, our strength, our very DNA itself. To break the genetic bonds that confine us as a species. We experiment on other races to identify the methodology that will achieve our goal — Genetic engineering; exoskeletons; prosthetics; nanites; synthetic blood; artificial organs; neural stimulation; drugs; and brain-computer interfaces. Once we’ve identified the methods that are safe and effective on alien races, then we’ll test them on ourselves.”




         Regulex gazed up at the Overseer with doleful eyes. “It hurts…”




         “There can be no gain without pain. But pain is fleeting while the effects are permanent. Your progress has been remarkable. Already you’ve reached Stage Eight. None of our previous subjects have even come close to your level of success. We’ve achieved the impossible: we’ve altered and enhanced the genetic blueprint for what your species can become. There’s no one like you in the universe and soon we shall examine the changes that have occurred in your mind and body on a molecular level and use that information to adapt our own minds and bodies into enhanced versions of ourselves. As the only successful result of our centuries of experimentation, you are of incomparable value to the Drax.”




         Regulex sighed, a tone of capitulation in his hoarse voice. “I just want… to go home.”




         “That’s something you may never do. Nor would you truly wish to. Don’t you understand? You’ve been evolved far beyond the primitive natives of your home world. Even if you were to return there, they’d no longer accept you. At best, you’d be a rejected outcast. At worst, they’d fear you and slay you.”




         “What have you done to me?”




         “We’ve made you smarter, stronger, healthier, and far less vulnerable. Your longevity has been greatly extended — for all we know, you may now be nearly immortal. All of your species’ natural attributes have been enhanced many times over, and soon we shall harvest the biological data within you that will enable us to enhance the Drax, as well.” The Overseer turned to leave Regulex’s cell. “Rest well tonight, Regulex, for in the morning your body shall yield the secrets of its enhancement to us.”




         “My body?”




         “Only a thorough autopsy will reveal all the salient data necessary for the Drax to replicate your successful enhancement. Your sacrifice, and the knowledge it brings, shall be greatly appreciated by the Drax.” The Overseer stepped out of the cell. Regulex heard the door lock behind him. Then, there was silence … save for the sound of the wall clock counting down the time remaining until morning.




           




         The shrill sound of the alarm shattered the early morning silence of the Drax research facility. The normally complacent guards swarmed throughout the complex, armed with searchlights and weapons. The Overseer, abruptly awakened from his nocturnal slumber, clambered from his bed rushing down the corridor until he encountered the captain of the guard. “What’s going on?”




         “There’s been an escape. One of the cells is empty and there’s no sign of the specimen.”




         “However it may have gotten out of the cell, it won’t be able to leave the complex. Have the computer track its implant and once the escapee’s location is confirmed, send a squad to apprehend it. Which specimen is it?”




         “Regulex. He must have teleported out of his cell.”




         The Overseer frowned. “Impossible. That cell is specially shielded to prevent him from —” The Overseer face-palmed. “We enhanced all of his abilities — including his power of teleportation! The shielding is no longer strong enough to inhibit his teleportation. He could be anywhere on Drax.”




         “Several ships landed at the spaceport last night. If he stowed away on one…”




         The Overseer bowed his head. “Then, Regulex could already be space bound, headed in any direction. We must locate him. His enhanced genome holds the key to our own potential enhancement. Worse, should Regulex fall into another race’s hands, they’ll be able to reverse engineer the bio-modifications and potentially enhance their own species, posing a threat to our dominance.” The Overseer grimaced. “That cannot be allowed to occur. Activate the tracking implant scanner.”




         “I’ll inform the authorities and ask the matter be assigned the highest priority.”




         “There is no higher priority. Insist they send a battle cruiser… no, ask for a destroyer. He may not always be a stowaway: he may find allies, and if so, such impediments will need to be destroyed lest they learn of his augmentation and seek to replicate such enhancements for themselves. No matter how long it takes, we’ll track Regulex and send a ship to bring him back to Drax.”


      


   




   

      

         Chapter One


      




      

         The Barter World Cynolen; The Present:




         The pungent odor of cigar smoke wafted through the air, irritating Jardine’s antennae. The dual flesh-colored antennae protruding from her forehead squirmed agitatedly, as the smoke cloud encompassed the Janusian’s sensitive olfactory receptors. It was the least of her problems.




         Rokko took another drag on his cigar. “It’s nothing personal, you understand.” He gestured to the scattered debris that was once market stalls and their wares. “What you offworlders fail to realize is, Cynolen is a barter world, business is its lifeblood, and marketplaces like mine are the bodies that hold it together.”




         “I assure you, my companions didn’t intend to cause any damage to your fine marketplace,” Regulex said. The craggy-faced alien who, similarly to Jardine’s antennae, had a pair of solid horns protruding from his own forehead, was the only member of the four-person landing team other than Jardine able to understand and translate the planet’s language.




         “What’s he saying?” Prince Court asked.




         “The gentleman is explaining why he’s about to have his armed men execute us,” Regulex told the teenager. “Apparently, even though Cynolen is a barter world that attracts murderers, thieves, and other rogues to its lawless environment they do have one law and we’ve broken it.”




         King Kevian frowned. “We’ve only just arrived. We haven’t been on the planet long enough to have violated its laws.”




         Speaking to the Hyperion monarch in his native language, Regulex said, “As a barter world, Cynolen consists primarily of privately owned black markets like this one belonging to Rokko. Your brawl with the alien who attempted to kill Prince Court resulted in considerable damage.”




         Kevian grimaced. “I wasn’t about to allow that alien scum to murder my son just because the boy had the misguided notion to intervene in his companion’s attack on that young woman.” Regulex translated Kevian’s reply to Rokko. Kevian’s muscles tensed as he perused the phalanx of armed aliens. “We have an advantage. They can’t understand what we say. As soon as I lunge at three of them, the rest of you draw your weapons and shoot the remaining adversaries before returning to the shuttlecraft.”




         Court, Jardine, and Regulex exchanged glances. The king of Hyperion was decisive and fearless; they knew he would not hesitate to create a distraction they could use to escape, and that if need be Kevian would willingly kill the three men bare-handedly.




         “A witness?” Rocco asked. “Where is this young woman?”




         A bruised girl made her way through the crowd that had gathered. “I’m the one who was attacked.” She pointed to Prince Court. ”I would have been killed, had this boy not pulled my attacker off me.”




         Rocco frowned. Kevian studied Rocco’s body language, pausing his intended plan. Rocco addressed the pair of alien attackers. “Is that an accurate description?”




         “It’s true,” the assailant said. “We didn’t start the brawl that wrecked your market; it was the other aliens. My friend and I were simply seeking to trade for new slaves. You can see for yourself how attractive she is. She’d fetch a good price back home. But she became indignant when I asked her whose property she was. Obviously, I had to beat the spirit out of her before I could consider acquiring her in a trade.”




         “That’s right,” his companion said. “That’s exactly what happened.” He pointed at the landing team. “They caused the destruction by interfering in our business.”




         Rocco glowered at the two men. “So you admit beating up my daughter in my own marketplace!” The men gulped.




         Jardine said to Kevian, “It would appear the girl your son rescued is Rokko’s daughter.”




         Kevian nodded, his attention keenly focused on Rokko, noting the change in his body language. Scowling, the market owner addressed his men. “Take care of these two cretins.” Two of the armed men aimed their atomizers at the young woman’s assailants and within seconds only a pair of dust piles remained where the assailants had stood. Rokko turned to Regulex. “As there were extenuating circumstances, it’s understandable some minor damage to the market would ensue.” With a wide smile stretching across his face, Rokko placed one arm around his daughter and the other around Court. “The important thing is, thanks to this boy everything turned out well. You must come to our home for a celebratory meal.”




         Jardine translated the invitation. Kevian replied, “Regulex, thank him but explain our time on his planet is limited. We must secure the duplenium we need and return to the fleet before it travels out of range.” Regulex conveyed the king’s message to Rokko.




         Rokko gave a boisterous laugh. “Duplenium? Is that all you desire? I’ll invite one of our market traders who deals in polymers and other organics to join us and you may negotiate your trade with him over drinks after enjoying a fine meal. I owe you at least that for saving my daughter’s life. Besides, you won’t be going off-world until the solar storm passes.”




         “Solar storm?” Regulex relayed Rokko’s comments to the landing team.




         “They spring up on Cynolen all the time, often with little notice,” Rokko said. “But they don’t last long and, other than the inconvenience of power outages, they add to the scenic beauty of Cynolen producing stunning auroras.”




         Court closed his communicator. “It’s must be true, Father. I’m being prevented from getting through to the Calpernia by solar storm interference.”




         “That means we’ll be unable to navigate the shuttlecraft, as well.” Jardine shrugged. “We might as well accept his invitation, Your Majesty. I’m getting hungry and we can’t be certain the goat hasn’t gotten into our food reserves on the shuttlecraft.”




         Court turned to Regulex. “Bringing a goat with us as a potential trading item was a terrible idea. All that creature’s done since we left the Calpernia is eat some of the foodstuffs we brought to trade.”




         Regulex was chagrined. “I mistakenly thought it had tremendous barter value. Earth creatures are unheard of in these parts and as a milk-producing food source I expected it to be highly desirable.”




         Court smirked. “Except you didn’t realize goats only produce milk when they’re pregnant.”




         “I’ll bear that in mind,” Regulex said. “Next time, we can bring its mate as well and offer them as a pair.”




         Court rolled his eyes. “Just don’t let the goat loose. It really would destroy the marketplace and then we’d be in trouble for sure.”




         “Jardine, go back to the shuttlecraft and ensure the goat is properly secured,” Kevian said. “Regulex can translate for us until you rejoin us and then you can negotiate with the trader tonight.”




         Jardine pulled out her communicator, turning to Rokko. “The solar storm may prevent this device from contacting our ship but if you’ll tell me where to meet you, it should enable me to navigate locally.”




         Rokko entered the geo-coordinates into Jardine’s communicator. “If you get lost, simply ask any market trader for directions. They all know where to find me.”




         Jardine nodded and made her way through the marketplace, retracing her steps back to the shuttlecraft parked nearby. She opened the ship’s door and was unexpectedly bowled over by the goat as it leapt out of the craft galloping off toward Rokko’s Bazaar. Rising to her feet, Jardine glanced inside the shuttlecraft observing the chewed length of rope, which had secured the goat, now lying on the floor. She quickly picked it up and headed back out following the goat’s trail.


      




        




      

         




         Rokko’s estate was nestled up the hill a few hundred yards from the marketplace bearing his name. The estate and the hill itself were bathed in the glow of the rainbow-colored light display emanating from the aurora spawned by the solar storm. The cascading curtains appeared to billow in blue, green, red, and reddish-purple patterns presenting a surreal, albeit temporary, scene. Once inside the manor, Rokko said to his daughter, “Let the cook know we have dinner guests, Neoloni. And invite Hedison to join us. Hopefully, the offworlders may be as useful to him as he will be to them.”




         Neoloni glanced at her bruises. “I must make myself presentable, if Hedison is joining us.” She dashed off.




         “Who is Hedison?” Regulex asked.




         “The market trader I mentioned earlier,” Rocco said. “The one who specializes in polymers and organic materials. He was an up-and-coming young microbiologist on his native world until one of his experiments went awry and he was forced by necessity to relocate to the Badlands. Hedison also happens to be Neoloni’s suitor.” Rocco led them to an opulent dining room.




         “You have an impressive home,” Regulex said.




         “One of the perks of owning a marketplace on a barter world. The merchants’ pitch fees are pegged to their profits — and Rokko’s Bazaar is quite profitable.” He gestured for them to sit at the long rectangular table. “You’ll have to forgive my wife’s absence tonight. She won’t be joining us for dinner. Unfortunately, my dear Kamahala has been severely ill.”




         “I’m sorry to hear that.” Regulex translated the conversation for Kevian and Court.




         “It’s too bad we didn’t bring Dr. Nergal along with us in the landing party,” Court said.




         Regulex told Rokko, “The boy said he regrets their physician didn’t accompany them. Although they have extensive medical facilities, I doubt the ship’s doctor would be able to provide more assistance than your own medical professionals.”




         Rokko sighed. “The Cynolen doctors are stymied. They suspect Kamahala contracted the illness from a visiting offworlder but they haven’t a clue what to do. That’s why I’ve turned to Hedison to help us.”




         “Because of his background as a microbiologist ?”




         “Yes, he’s a brilliant young man on the cutting edge of science. Unfortunately, the frontiers of science can be dangerous; that, combined with the exuberance of youth, almost guarantees accidents like the one that forced young Hedison to seek refuge in the Badlands. Yet, that may prove fortunate for us: Hedison believes he can cure my wife’s affliction if he can locate a sample of the necessary enzyme unfortunately not present in Cynolen blood.”




         Regulex pondered. “An alien enzyme for an alien illness. The odds of finding a match must be astronomical.”




         “True, however aliens from all over converge on barter worlds like Cynolen. With the constant influx of offworlders we experience here, the odds become more favorable. Hedison even has a small laboratory set up in one of the rooms I’ve made available so he may test blood samples. I often invite offworlders of unfamiliar alien species to my home and barter with them to obtain a sample of their blood.”




         Regulex arched an eyebrow. “Is that why we’re here?”




         Rokko smiled. “My invitation was sincere, as the boy did save my daughter’s life; however, when you explained your landing party came from the Hyperion fleet from a distant galaxy I saw an opportunity. Taking advantage of opportunities is how I make my living; I could do no less for my suffering wife.”




         “I see.” Regulex distilled the conversation for Kevian and Court.




         Kevian frowned. “The king of Hyperion is not a pincushion for alien black marketeers.”




         “I don’t see the problem,” Court said. “Dr. Nergal routinely draws my blood at each annual examination. It’s quick and painless and might help Neoloni’s mother. We can each give a sample.”




         Regulex grew concerned at the prospect of donating his blood. “I’m sure one blood sample will suffice. If you have no objection, King Kevian, then I’ll tell Rokko Prince Court has volunteered.”




         Kevian glanced at Court. “Go ahead.”




         Rokko grinned when Regulex informed him. “Excellent. As soon as he arrives, I’ll have Hedison draw a blood sample from the boy. Maybe Hyperion blood will hold the elusive key.”


      




        




      

         




         The cloven hoof prints left an easy trail to follow in Cynolen’s soft soil, although by the time Jardine reached the marketplace she no longer needed a trail. The goat’s presence was easily ascertainable from the shouts and cries of the merchants whose stolen merchandise had become fodder for the hungry and confused creature. The young goat had spent its brief life confined in the kennel where it had been born on the Hyperion starship Kayshar and was now experiencing freedom for the first time. It was also experiencing the warmth of the fading sunlight and the softness of the ground beneath its feet, so different from the starship’s artificial lighting and metallic flooring. But the goat was most amazed by the veritable smorgasbord the marketplace itself represented.




         As the rogues and villains populating the black market crowded around the stall, laughing hysterically at the crooked merchant’s misfortune, the stall’s proprietor confronted the goat wielding a stick and striking the animal with it. Jardine rushed forward, kicking the stick out of his hand and delivering a sharp blow to his neck with the side of her hand. The merchant tumbled to the floor but then rose and withdrew a knife from within his jacket. As he advanced on Jardine, she pulled out her photon gun and fired. The knife turned white hot and exploded.




         “Crag!” he exclaimed. “You nearly shot my hand off!”




         “Nearly?” Jardine smiled coyly. “You mean I missed?” She pointed the gun at him. “Let me try another practice shot.” The rowdy crowd laughed.




         “Are you crazy? Don’t shoot me.”




         “Then leave the animal — and me — alone and we’ll leave peacefully.” The goat, recognizing a friend in what had become an increasingly hostile environment, nuzzled up to Jardine. She slipped the rope over the goat’s head’s and pulled it toward her. The Janusian raised her gun ominously. “But anyone who follows us is going to be used for target practice.” With a sharp eye on the crowd, she led the goat through the marketplace, intent on reaching the estate on the hill before dark.


      




        




      

         




         Prince Court rolled down his sleeve and hopped off the examination table in Hedison’s makeshift laboratory on Rokko’s estate. The boy peered over the microbiologist’s shoulder as he examined the blood sample under his microscope. “What is it you’re looking for?”




         While not understanding his language, Hedison noted the boy’s curiosity. “I’ve hypothesized there must be a necessary enzyme, unfortunately not present in Cynolen blood, that would act as a catalyst to allow me to synthesize an antibiotic to treat the bacterial infection Kamahala contracted from the alien she encountered.” Regulex translated Hedison’s reply for Court.




         Court sighed. “I doubt a Hyperion infected her. As far as I know, we’re the first Hyperions to arrive in this space sector.”




         “Many alien lifeforms share similar physiological attributes. The universe is filled with a multitude of species and yet the majority of races exhibit most of the same basic biological building blocks. I surmised the mystery enzyme must exist within the race of the particular alien who infected Kamahala or else the bacteria would have led to the extinction of his race.”




         After hearing Regulex’s translation, Court said, “And if the enzyme exists in his race, then it must also exist in some other alien races.”




         Hedison frowned and tossed the glass slide into the garbage. “Unfortunately, it appears the enzyme is lacking among Hyperions.”




         Court shared Hedison’s dejected mien. “I’m sorry my blood couldn’t help you.” Regulex relayed his disappointment to the microbiologist.




         Hedison sighed. “It was a long shot but I appreciate your generosity, as I’m sure Rokko does, as well. Regrettably, time may be running out for his wife if we can’t locate the enzyme soon.” He inhaled another deep breath. “I suppose we should rejoin the others downstairs for their after-dinner drinks.”




         Court turned to Regulex. “Ask him about the duplenium.”




         “Rokko told us you might be able to supply us with duplenium.”




         “Duplenium?” Hedison asked. “Surely you didn’t journey to Cynolen for something as commonplace as duplenium?”




         “It may be prosaic in the organic environment of most planets, however duplenium is unlikely to be found in the man-made, artificial environment of a starship.”




         “That’s understandable. I can easily obtain duplenium from my regular traders in the marketplace.”




         “Excellent,” Regulex said. “When our negotiator Jardine joins us this evening, she can work out the details with you.” The three men left the laboratory and headed downstairs.




           




         Court’s eyes widened as he stared in disbelief after stepping into the room. “You brought the goat here?”




         Jardine frowned. “As I explained to your father, the creature got loose and was running amok. I had no choice but to bring it with me: either it would have escaped again or the angered market traders would have stormed our shuttlecraft to kill it.”




         Hedison studied the goat. “I’ve never seen such a creature before. What is it and where did it come from?”




         “It’s called a goat,” Regulex said. “Several Hyperion starships maintain kennels where they breed a variety of animals acquired from a distant planet.”




         Court glanced at Jardine. “Now that you’re here, maybe you can donate a blood sample to Hedison to help cure Rokko’s wife.”




         “Rokko’s wife was infected by contact with a visiting alien harboring an unknown bacterium,” Regulex explained to Jardine. “However, I doubt that will be necessary. Given the proximity of Cynolen to the Janus Passage, I’d expect Hedison has already obtained Janusian blood samples. Besides, he appears far more interested in the goat.”




         “Yes,” Hedison said. “It may yield nothing like my other attempts but the opportunity to examine an entirely new species is exciting and hopeful.”




         Rokko’s ears perked up. “Name your price for a blood sample from this creature.”




         Jardine petted the goat’s snout. “We did come here seeking duplenium...”




         Rokko turned to Hedison. “Take your sample and let me know the results.” He returned his attention to the others. “If, by some miracle, it contains the enzyme Hedison seeks, I shall fill your craft’s cargo hold with duplenium.”




         Hedison returned momentarily with a syringe and withdrew a blood sample from the goat before going back upstairs to his makeshift laboratory. Court observed the cautiously hopeful expressions on Rokko and Neoloni’s faces as they awaited the results.




         A short time later, Hedison reentered the room bearing a broad smile. Court didn’t understand what he said but he realized the implication when Neoloni threw her arms around him and kissed the young prince. “You not only saved my life but my mother’s as well.” She turned to Rokko. “Father, you must give these offworlders whatever they desire in your bazaar.”




         Jardine translated her words to Kevian. “Tell her all we desire is the duplenium we came here for,” Kevian said.




         Jardine gave him a questioning look. “But Your Majesty, they’re exceedingly grateful and practically offering you the keys to the marketplace. This isn’t even a negotiation; they’re handing us anything we might want.”




         “The duplenium is essential to the construction of universal translators for our people. We ventured into the Badlands for that purpose, not to collect alien baubles. It’s a fair exchange: both parties walk away with exactly what they most desired. Rokko’s desire was even more basic and purer than ours — the preservation of his family. It would be immoral to use that as leverage in a barter negotiation.”




         Jardine’s eyes widened. “I didn’t expect that from the renowned ruthless warrior king of Hyperion.”




         “A monarch must be ruthless in battle but exhibit fundamental fairness in his ordinary dealings if he is to maintain the respect of his subjects.” He turned to Court. “Remember that, son.”




         The goat nuzzled up to Jardine. “I suppose this means we’ll be leaving the goat with them,” Jardine said.




         Regulex shook his head. “That won’t be necessary; a single drop of blood may contain millions of enzymes. Hedison has more than enough enzymes in the vials of blood he drew from the goat.”




         Kevian observed the goat licking Jardine’s face before turning its attention elsewhere. “It appears you may have a new pet.”




         Jardine frowned, noticing the goat chewing one of Rokko’s tapestries. “Once we get back to the fleet, Regulex can return it to the Kayshar where he found it.” As if responding to her comment, the goat brushed up against her and once again licked Jardine’s face.




         “Hedison, contact your suppliers and tell them to give our guests all the duplenium they desire.” Rokko turned to Kevian. “A fair trade, King Kevian. You and your people will always be welcome at Rokko’s Bazaar.”




         “Let’s get back to the shuttlecraft so we may receive the duplenium and return to the Calpernia,” Kevian said. “I don’t like being out of contact with the fleet.”




         “The solar storm will pass soon,” Court said. “Besides, I doubt anything will arise that Aunt Kira can’t handle.”


      


   




	

	
Chapter Two





	
High Priest Baytok’s Study, Aboard the Ecclesiastical Vessel The Caelestis:


         Baytok reached for the Book of Deos on the shelf above his desk. The holy text had always been a source of comfort and understanding for him. But not today. His fingers slipped from the binding as he abandoned the tome. There was neither comfort nor understanding to be found in the words of scripture, nor anywhere else for that matter. The scope of the tragedy was overwhelming: ten thousand Hyperion souls murdered in an instant. He became aware of the tears streaking down his face. Men, women, and children – innocent people — going about their routine lives aboard the Kayshar when suddenly, without warning, it all came to an instantaneous end. Baytok knew, as the Emissary, he would have to address the Faithful and explain the will of Deos. But there was no explanation; at least none that he could fathom. He closed his eyes and placed his face into his hands, hoping for divine enlightenment. “Why?” he asked. The silence that met him did little to assuage his grief.




 

He grimaced. Such quietude was usually conducive to prayer but not now. Baytok wanted answers, not silence. Their people had been decimated by civil war; their planet destroyed; many of the surviving refugees imprisoned and tortured. How could Deos rain down more tragedy and misfortune on his chosen people? He felt his fist tightening. “Why?”




 

A knock on the door interrupted his contemplation. Baytok had no desire for company but as the Emissary he had vowed to maintain an open door policy and always remain available to offer spiritual guidance to the Faithful. “Come in.” He recognized the voice as his own. He looked up to see Capt. Daxmar enter the study. “Shouldn’t you be on the bridge?”




 

“You authorized me to place the Caelestis under royal command to protect the fleet in any way necessary. I’ve turned over command of the Caelestis to Princess Kira. The bridge crew will implement whatever orders she relays and summon me when I’m needed. In the meantime, I’m on my way to our cabin to see my wife. I stopped here because…” His voice faltered. “I stopped here because I don’t know what to say to Aletia.” He looked up at Baytok, his eyes welling up with tears. “Mistie was an innocent child. Our precious little girl was devoid of any sin. All she wanted was to bring home another puppy from the kennel on the Kayshar. There was no reason to think she’d be in any danger. There was no warning… “




 

Baytok reached out to offer what solace he could. “I have no answers. Nothing happens unless it is the will of Deos. I’m praying for understanding and when my prayers are answered perhaps I’ll be able to offer more than my sympathy.”




 

Daxmar sighed. “I don’t doubt your sincerity but there’s no rationale that can justify my daughter’s death or that of the other children aboard the Kayshar. I’d gladly sacrifice my life to bring her back and I’m sure Aletia will echo that sentiment although I’d never allow any harm to befall her. Still, Your Holiness, I need to know why Mistie? Why?”




 

Baytok struggled to reply.




 


  



 Aboard the Hospital Ship Nosoi: 


 

Dr. Nergal stepped into the Sick Bay examination room where Tyler, the human from Earth, and his Hyperion wife Larkia were waiting. The physician’s prematurely graying hair and crow’s feet — the result of the stress of his position as chief medical officer in charge of the Nosoi — made the  middle-aged man appear somewhat older than he was. Larkia noticed his expression seemed unusually troubled. She gulped, fixated on the handheld computer he was carrying. “The test results…?” she started to inquire.




 

“Tyler’s test results came back better than we could have hoped for. There’s no trace of radiation poisoning remaining in his body. It would appear Regulex’s theory about the effect of cosmic radiation on humans in hyperspace and its reversal through magnetic shielding was correct. As long as we keep the magnetic fields operating on all of the fleet’s ships, Tyler should have no problem with cosmic radiation, even during trips through hyperspace.”




 

Larkia breathed a sigh of relief, while Tyler gave a broad grin. “That’s great news, Doc.” His grin faded. “But you don’t look too pleased about it.”




 

“It’s not that. I’m sure you heard the red alert sounding. It’s not as loud on the Nosoi as on other ships in the fleet so as not to distress the critically ill patients, however we’re still on a state of red alert.”




 

“What’s happened, Dr. Nergal?” Larkia asked.




 

Dr. Nergal grimaced. He’d been a physician most of his life and had concluded the worst part of his chosen vocation was being the bearer of bad news. Even after all these decades, it never got easier. There was the initial shock, followed by heartache and culminating in survivor’s guilt. He’d rather be in the operating theater, his hands deep inside a patient’s chest dripping with blood because at least then there’d be hope the patient might live. But today, there could be no hope. Today, his hair would turn a little grayer and his crow’s feet become slightly more prominent as the stress of his job once again took its toll. “We’re under attack. One of our ships has been destroyed and the rest are still in danger.”




 

Tyler turned to Larkia. “I should volunteer to help. I’ll take a shuttlecraft to the Calpernia and —”







OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
t

h B. ‘Darrell





OEBPS/Misc/page.xpgt
 

    
       
          
      

       
          
          
      

       
          
      

       
          
          
      

       
          
      

       
          
          
      

       
          
             
             
             
             
             
             
         
      
   

    
       
   





OEBPS/Images/AmberLogoName.gif





