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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.


 

            The Hyperions, Book One is  available in ebook, audiobook, and  paperback. We’re greedy that way. (Also available as a do-it-yourself audiobook — Just speak aloud as you read). 




	


	




   

      
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.




          

     

   




   

      
Chapter One


      




           The floors of their starships vibrated constantly. The Hyperions had grown so accustomed to the vibrations that they had ceased to notice them. But Tyler had. The Earth human had been in awe of every aspect of the Kayshar, and all of the other Hyperion ships in the fleet, she recalled. A winsome smile briefly crossed Larkia’s countenance as she led Gideon from the shuttle in the landing bay onto the main deck of the hospital ship Nosoi. They tread in silence down the familiar path to the ward in the Sick Bay where Dr. Nergal was waiting.




 

 “Larkia.” Dr. Nergal was a middle-aged man who appeared slightly older, his prematurely graying hair undoubtedly a product of the stress of his job as chief medical officer in charge of the Nosoi. “I see you’ve brought young Gideon with you today.”




 

“I thought it was time he get to know his father.” Larkia looked plaintively into his eyes. “Has there been any… any change?”




 

Dr. Nergal returned a sympathetic smile. “You’ve visited every day for the past decade and each time you ask the same question. I wish I could give you a different answer.”




 

“I’m sorry. I know you’re trying your best—”




 

He shook his head. “No, feel free to ask me as often as you wish and perhaps one day I may be able to give you the answer we both hope for.”




 

Larkia and Gideon followed the physician down the ward, past Sick Bay to the Medlab. The walls surrounding the transparent thermoplastic stasis chamber were lined with medical equipment but it was the chamber itself that fascinated Gideon. The chamber, and the young man it held.




 

Larkia placed her palm on the transparent chamber. “Tyler, this is your son Gideon.”




 

“Can he hear you?” the young boy asked.




 

“No.” Dr. Nergal shook his head, attempting to craft a simple explanation for the child. “When we place a patient in stasis, it’s as if he were frozen — physically, as well as in time. Your father looks exactly as he did a decade ago when he was first stricken with the malady. As long as he remains in stasis, his body will never age and the deterioration of his cellular structure will be paused until…” Dr. Nergal noticed the puzzled look on the boy’s face. “Perhaps I should let your mother answer your questions. I have some patients waiting for me in Sick Bay.”




 

“Thank you, Doctor,” Larkia said.




 

Dr. Nergal turned to her. “Not a day goes by that I don’t try to find a cure. It’s just that I know so little about humans. I had no reason to suspect the jump to hyperspace would have such a deleterious effect on the human body. Perhaps if I had been able to visit the planet during the brief time we were orbiting Earth’s moon I might have been able to acquire sufficient medical knowledge about the species but…”




 

“I understand, Doctor, and I know you’re doing everything you can. I truly appreciate your efforts.”




 

He nodded and left them alone with the stasis chamber and its motionless occupant. Gideon studied his father. “Will that happen to me?”




 

“Of course not.”




 

“But I’m half human.”




 

“And half Hyperion. You’ve been on many hyper jumps, haven’t you? They’ve never affected you. Humans are different from us. Their biology is different and they have significantly shorter lifespans.” She winked at the 10-year-old. “But Hyperions enjoy much longer adolescences; by Hyperion standards you’ll still be a child for two more decades.” Larkia cast a melancholy gaze downward at the young human. He had been in his early 20s when they met on Earth and had only been on board the Kayshar for a few years before the hyper jump. She had known her time with Tyler would be relatively brief as Hyperions measured time— humans would consider themselves fortunate to live merely a century — yet Larkia had not expected it to be interrupted like this.




 

Gideon winced. “I hate being half human. The other kids tease me.”




 

“They’re jealous because you have a human heritage in addition to the Hyperion heritage we all share. You should be proud of your human heritage, just as you should be proud of your father. He’s as fine a man as any Hyperion I’ve ever met. Why, King Kevian even named his children after humans he knew.”




 

Gideon’s eyes widened. “Prince Court and Princess Nicola?”




 

Larkia nodded.




 

Gideon returned a puzzled expression. “But I thought humans did bad things to us. That’s what the other kids say.”




 

“Some did. But there were others, like your father, who befriended the Hyperions they met. You can never judge an entire race of aliens by a single individual; nor can you judge an individual by the race he or she comes from. There’s good and bad in every species in the universe.”




 

Gideon looked up at his mother. “Even among Hyperions?”




 

Larkia’s eyes narrowed as they met the innocent child’s gaze.  “Especially among Hyperions.”




  






  



     




 

The royal command ship Calpernia led the Hyperion fleet deeper into the mysterious uninhabited sector of space. Although the ships carried hundreds of thousands of men, women, and children, they represented only a small portion of the once great Hyperion Empire. They were the survivors; refugees from a doomed planet ravaged, and ultimately destroyed, by internal strife. King Skar had been slain by the anti-monarchist faction only to have his slayer usurp the crown and declare herself queen. Prince Kevian and Princess Kira avenged their father and, with the usurper Quill’s death, restored the Skar dynasty too late to save their planet. They learned Hyperion, in the grips of civil war, had exploded into lifeless fragments hurtling in all directions, allowing scant time or resources for all but a fraction of their race to escape through a wormhole and join the Calpernia in orbit around Earth’s moon. Under the leadership of their new king, Kevian, the surviving Hyperions had constructed a fleet of massive starships that now served as their temporary home until a habitable planet could be found and declared New Hyperion. But like all quests, the Grail remained elusive.




 

King Kevian stared out the viewscreen into the abyss. “So many planets. You’d think after all this time we’d have found one that would suit our needs.”




 

Princess Kira sighed. “At least we haven’t encountered any hostile aliens in this sector. Although that may be increasing boredom among our warriors.”




 

“I don’t mind them being bored; as long as they don’t become complacent. Schedule some practice drills. We must be prepared at all times.” Kevian returned his gaze to the inky abyss. “We never know what we may find waiting for us.”




 

The helmsman looked up from his console. “Nothing but dead space ahead, Your Majesty.”




 

Kevian cast a wary eye at the viewscreen. “Perhaps Zarg, but as you know from our experiences in the water wars, one may not trust appearances. I have an uneasy feeling about this sector. It’s too… Quiet.”




 

The pneumatic doors of the lift opened and a teenage boy stepped out, approaching the king. “Father, you must speak to Mother. She’s being unreasonable again.”




 

“That’s because she’s a woman, Court. But as she’s also the queen; it’s her prerogative, as well. What is it this time?”




 

“She refused to allow me to requisition a raptor to explore this sector of space.”




 

Kevian arched an eyebrow. When he was Prince Court’s age he was already a battle-hardened youth embarking on missions for his father, King Skar. His mother Queen Nula had been supportive of his adventurous lifestyle and indeed had sought to stoke the spark of ruthlessness burgeoning within him. But his wife Rye was different. The current queen was a far more sensitive woman than his mother and, in Kevian’s view, overprotective of her children. She would keep the teenagers wrapped in their swaddling clothes if she could, Kevian thought. That might be fine for the girl but I understand the boy’s desire for adventure. Kevian opened his mouth to speak but paused. Still, something about this sector makes me uneasy. “Your mother’s right. I agree with her decision.”




 

“But Father —”




 

“The king has spoken,” Kira said to her nephew. “Your mother speaks wisely. As high counselor, I would have given His Majesty the same advice… Had he asked for counsel.”




 

Court sighed, sulking back to the lift. When the pneumatic doors had closed behind him, Kira turned to her chauvinistic brother. “I feared you might countermand Rye. It’s difficult enough to convince you to accept my advice as high counselor let alone counsel from any woman, even your wife.”




 

“I gladly accept your counsel on matters of state but this was a family issue.”




 

“As a member of the royal family that should make my input even more salient. Nonetheless, I believe you made the correct decision. You surprised me though; I expected you to empathize with Court.”




 

“I do, but I also feel a sense of unease about this sector. There’s no reason to, and yet… When you’ve spent your life as a warrior you learn to trust your instincts. Still, the boy’s right about one thing: We’re in an uncharted sector of space and we need to send a scout out ahead of the fleet to learn what we’re facing. Dispatch Kaylon; have him fly his raptor on an exploratory mission. Standard orders: if he encounters aliens do not engage; report back immediately.” Kevian addressed Communications Officer Jansa: “Tell the fleet to slow to impulse speed until Kaylon returns.”




  






  



     




 

Prince Court gazed longingly out the panoramic viewscreen on the Calpernia’s observation deck. “It’s not fair. Mother and Father treat me like a child.”




 

“You are a child,” Princess Nicola said to her older brother. “A rather petulant one, too.”




 

“I should be out there,” he pointed to the unfolding stars on the viewscreen, “heroically exploring strange new worlds for the glory of New Hyperion, not nursemaiding you.”




 

Nicola frowned. “First, no one is nursemaiding me, least of all you. Second, there is no New Hyperion, at least not until we find a suitable planet and Father colonizes it. And third…” She giggled.




 

Court gave her an annoyed look. “What’s so funny?”




 

“I’m trying to picture you being heroic.”




 

Court grimaced. “I could be, if I had the chance. Come back with me up to the bridge. Father will listen to you.”




 

“Since when?”




 

“You know he always gives in to you, eventually. Please, Nicola.” He looked at her with pleading eyes.




 

She sighed. “You know I can’t resist you when you beg.”




 

They headed to the lift. “I’m the royal prince of New Hyperion. I was not begging.”




 

Nicola grinned. “Admit it, or I’ll turn around.”




 

Court bit his lip. “All right. I was begging you. But if you ever say a word to anyone —”




 

The pneumatic lift door closed.




 

Moments later, Prince Court and Princess Nicola stepped out of the lift, unobserved by the others on the Calpernia’s bridge.




 

“Jansa, open a channel,” Kira said to the communications officer. “Hail Kaylon’s raptor.”




 

“Yes, My Princess.” Jansa flipped a switch at her console and nodded to Kira.




 

“Kaylon, anything to report yet?”




 

“Negative.” His voice crackled through the static. “I’m doing a sensor scan sweep of the closest planet. Breathable atmosphere. No lifeforms. Landmasses with vegetation — would indicate the presence of water although no large bodies of water detected yet. There’s some interference with the readings. I’m going in for a closer look.”




 

“What sort of interference?”




 

“Not sure. Could be magnetic, solar radiation, or even the gas clouds in the atmosphere. I may have to maneuver beneath those clouds to get accurate readings.”




 

“Be careful the planet’s gravitational pull doesn’t trap you in its orbit,” Kira said.




 

Kaylon chuckled. “Remember, you’re talking to the best pilot in the fleet.” He paused. “Entering planet’s exosphere… Thermosphere… Mesosphere… Approaching stratosphere. Ah, that’s better. Sensor readings are coming in clear now. What the —? That’s not possible.”




 

“What is it Kaylon?” Kira waited. “Kaylon?”




 

Jansa looked up from her console. “We’ve lost communication with the raptor, My Princess.”




 

Kira shot her brother a worried look. “I’ll suit up and go after him.”




 

Kevian grimaced. “You’re too emotionally involved with Kaylon. Have Dargan take a raptor down to the planet to Kaylon’s last recorded coordinates.”




 

Kira bristled. “With all due respect Your Majesty, I’m quite capable of performing a search mission and extraction if necessary.”




 

“Ordinarily I’d agree but your judgment might be affected due to your relationship with Kaylon. A single error in judgment could prove fatal to either or both of you.”




 

“I understand, but it’s because of our relationship that I’ll exercise the utmost caution.”




 

“I appreciate your concern for Kaylon but —” 




 

Jansa looked up from her console. “Your Majesty, the docking bay is reporting an unauthorized raptor launch.”




 

Kevian frowned. “Who’s piloting it?” His eyes scanned the bridge as if seeking answers from the crew and they fell upon his daughter. “Nicola, what are you doing on the bridge?”




 

“Court wanted me to ask you —” She looked around. “Where is he? He was right here a moment ago.”




 

Kevian addressed the onboard computer. “Computer, DNA analysis of raptor departing Calpernia.”




 

“Scanning,” the ship’s computer replied in a non-mechanical yet nonetheless artificial voice. “DNA analysis of raptor pilot matches that of Prince Court.”




 

Kevian’s jaw tightened. “He disobeyed me!” He turned to Jansa. “Tell the docking bay to have a fully armed and fueled raptor waiting for me.” He reached into a compartment and pulled out a sidearm, strapping it to his waist.




 

Kira reached out to him, grasping his wrist. “Kevian, you can’t go blasting off to an unexplored planet. You’re no longer a warrior prince; you’re the king of all Hyperions and your place is here, leading your people.”




 

“I’m also a father and my place is protecting my son. You’re in command until I return.”




 

“This isn’t possible!” Zarg exclaimed. “I’m getting life signs from the planet’s surface.”




 

“Kaylon?” Kira asked. “Any indication of a crash landing?”




 

Zarg shook his head. “It might be Kaylon or it might not. I’m reading multiple life signs.”




 

Kevian cocked his head. “Your instruments indicated this was dead space. Kaylon’s last transmission said his raptor’s sensors detected no lifeforms on the planet.”




 

Zarg nodded. “That’s why I said it wasn’t possible. But these readings are clear.”




 

Jansa turned from the communications console. “Your Majesty, I’m getting an intruder alert from Capt. Saskia: the Polaris has gone to red alert.”




 

“Zarg, scan for alien vessels,” Kevian said.

 


 

“Scanning. No sign of alien craft, Your Majesty.”




 

“Your Majesty,” Jansa said. “Intruder alert from Capt. Zorian. The Dexion is now on red alert.” She paused. “Capt. Galen has placed the Kayshar on red alert. Capt. Daxmar has issued a red alert for the Caelestis. The Nosoi is on red alert. Your Majesty, forty-two ships in the fleet are reporting an intruder alert has been triggered.”




 

Kira turned to her brother. “You can’t leave now. Hyperion needs its king.”




 

The red alert siren sounded and the ship’s computer repeated “Intruder alert. Intruder alert.” A strange figure materialized on the Calpernia’s bridge. The alien was shorter than the Hyperions, with two thick horns protruding from its forehead. He stood silently perusing the bridge and its crew. Kevian stepped forward. “Who are you and how did you get on my ship?”




 

The alien appeared unresponsive, or was perhaps merely translating the Hyperion language. Then it spoke in flawless Hyperion. “I am Regulex.”




          

     

   




	

	
Chapter Two





	

         The Caelestis was a smaller  starship than the Calpernia but its weapons array was no less powerful. As an ecclesiastical vessel constructed to transport the Emissary — the leader of the Deoan church, which all religious Hyperions worshiped — its armament was fully capable of protecting the individual they believed to be personal emissary of their lord Deos from harm under any circumstances. Since the destruction of their home world, the Caelestis had become the physical manifestation of the church itself, distinct from the other starships in the fleet as a Mecca for the true believers and a space-faring Vatican City for those who dwelled aboard the holy vessel. Its walls were adorned with an ostentatious gold leaf pattern, and red velour carpet runner covered the marbleized deck. The scent of incense and perfumes wafted through the air; however, the faint sound of church music normally piped in throughout the ship had been supplanted by a blaring siren and the flickering red glare from the warning lights lining the corridors.




  

High Priest Baytok closed the Book of Deos he had been reading and placed it on the shelf with the other sacred texts in the ship’s library. “Computer, open a channel to Capt. Daxmar on the bridge.” A moment later, a tense voice replied, “Your Holiness.”




  

“I realize I may be intruding during an inopportune moment Capt. Daxmar, however I couldn’t help but notice we appear to be in a state of red alert. Are we under attack?”




  

“I don’t believe so, Your Holiness. Sensors indicate an intruder has breached the ship; however, there’s also no indication of any alien vessel close enough to have carried such an intruder. I’ve instructed the security team to initiate a deck by deck search and —” Capt. Daxmar paused as the annoyingly loud warning alarm was replaced by the familiar dulcet tones of church music. “That’s odd. Sensors show the intruder is no longer aboard the Caelestis.”




  

“Perhaps it was merely a computer malfunction.”




  

“It’s possible, but highly unlikely. In any event, I’ll be placing the ship on yellow alert until we can determine the cause.”




  

“A prudent decision, Captain; although I take comfort in believing Deos would not let any further harm befall the Hyperion people, much less the ship bearing his faithful.”




  

“Of course, Your Holiness. Praise Deos.”




  

“May the blessings of Deos follow you and guide your judgment.” Baytok ended the communication just as a priest entered the library.




  

The priest looked about, bemused. “The alarm has ceased?”




  

“Yes, I noticed.” Baytok offered a benevolent smile. “Was that what you came to tell me?” 




  

“Forgive the intrusion, Your Holiness. I was sent to advise you the Parliament of Priests will be meeting in its chambers and they respectfully request the presence of the Emissary.”




  

Baytok sighed. “At the usual time, I presume?” The priest nodded. “You may tell them I look forward to joining them.” The priest nodded again and scurried out. Baytok took a deep breath and exhaled. His entire life had been devoted to studying and observing the teachings of Deos. It had brought him peace and contentment as a faithful monk, yet he had found such equanimity in short supply since becoming the Emissary. He had never desired the position, though when chosen by the Parliament of Priests Baytok felt obliged to accept the role, in part to absolve the disgrace with which his late brother Jezdan had tarnished the exalted position. He realized his role as the advocate for Deos might at times bring him into conflict with the monarchy — the relationship between church and state had always been a precarious one — but he had not expected to encounter opposition from within the church itself. 




  

Baytok anticipated potential disagreements with a leader like King Kevian, a man who chose not to believe in Deos or adhere to his teachings. Baytok had been sent to Earth as part of an advance team to ready the planet so the Hyperions could steal its water for their dying world but instead spent a decade in isolation on Earth as a hermitic monk devoting his days to studying the Book of Deos. While the warrior prince Kevian was conquering innocent worlds to divert their life-sustaining water to Hyperion, Baytok believed the enormous death and destruction left in his wake was unnecessary — all that was required was faith in Deos: their god would ultimately have provided for the continued survival of the Hyperion people. But by turning its back on Deos’ teachings and committing genocide against untold races – albeit in the name of self-preservation — Hyperion had brought down the wrath of Deos, leading to the destruction of their planet; or so Baytok believed.




  

Still, he did not blame Kevian. The unenlightened cannot be blamed for their ignorance. Kevian had acted out of the belief that everything he did was for the good of the Hyperion people… unlike Baytok’s own brother Jezdan. But the Parliament of Priests was another matter. There were those among them who should know better, Baytok thought. He was not looking forward to the encounter. He reached out to the shelf for the Book of Deos and resumed reading.




 


  



     


 

Capt. Daxmar entered his quarters, relieved to see his wife Aletia and his daughter Mistie safe inside. “We heard the alarm,” Aletia said. “Is everything all right?”




  

“It would appear to be. Sensors indicated there was an unauthorized intruder aboard but there’s no way anyone could have gotten onto the ship except for the landing bay, and of course all raptor pilots and shuttlecraft passengers are authorized upon landing.”




  

“Do you think it might have been an alien craft?” Aletia asked.




  

Daxmar shook his head. “We scanned for alien vessels and there are none out there. If there were an intruder, then he would have had to park his ship somewhere. As unlikely as it seems, it may have been a computer malfunction.”




  

“We weren’t scared, Daddy.” Mistie petted her white Sealyham terrier. “We had Dag to protect us.”




  

Daxmar glanced at the diminutive Earth creature wagging its tail. “I’m sure your dag would have been a great help.”




  

“Daddy, I keep telling you, it’s called a dog. I only named him Dag because you can’t pronounce dog.”




  

Daxmar sighed. “Earth languages are incredibly complex. I don’t know why I ever agreed to let you have one of those furry creatures.”




  

Mistie whispered to her mother, “Ask him; ask him.”




  

“Ask me what?”




  

Aletia took a deep breath. “Mistie would like to go to the kennel on the Kayshar and pick out a companion for Dag to play with.”




  

Daxmar rolled his eyes. “Another dag! I don’t know what the king was thinking when he had a kennel built on the Kayshar and stocked with Earth creatures.”




  

“It doesn’t have to be a dog,” Aletia said. “It could be a different Earth animal — a cat, or a monkey, or a quack.”




  

Mistie tugged on her mother’s skirt. “You mean a duck, Mommy.”




  

“I could understand if it were a Hyperion nibra or a slygon like I had when I was a boy but—”




  

“You know no animals survived the destruction of the home world; there wasn’t even room on the ships for most of the populace to escape. When he built the starships to take us in search of New Hyperion, King Kevian wisely agreed to construct the kennel to breed animals from Earth to replace the pets we had left behind. How many traumatized children and even adults were comforted by Earth puppies? Do you think Mistie would have been this calm when those sirens started blaring without her dog?”




  

Daxmar looked at his young daughter, then glanced at the white Sealyham terrier before returning his gaze to Mistie. “Whatever you choose, it mustn’t be any larger than the… dawg… we already have.”




  

Mistie threw her arms around her father. “Oh, thank you, Daddy! Can we go now?”




  

“Later. No one can leave the ship while we’re on yellow alert. Until then, I want you to stay in the cabin with your mother.”




  

Aletia shot him a questioning look. “I thought you said there was no danger.”




  

“I said it was probably a computer malfunction. But we’re traveling through an uncharted region of space: there’s always danger.”




 


  



     


 

Every inch of the Caelestis, every nook and cranny of the ecclesiastical vessel, was considered sacred and holy by the Deoans, even more so after the destruction of the Hyperion home world, as it was now the sole repository of their faith. Unlike the other starships, the Caelestis had been constructed with a purely religious purpose: it housed libraries with sacred Deoan texts; galleries with arcane holy artifacts; and the ostentatious Grand Cathedral, all for the faithful to express their love and devotion to Deos. But there were also areas of the ship forbidden to the masses, accessible only to an elite few. One such restricted area was reserved for the mysterious body known as the Parliament of Priests. Their hooded robes served to obscure their identities and they did nothing to call attention to themselves outside of their designated haven. Even the most pious Deoans knew little about them or the extent of the power they wielded within the church.




  

The cloaked woman addressed her defeated companion. “Your faction controlled the Parliament of Priests for far too long, Kodesh. Now the winds of change have swept my sect into power and the will of Deos will finally be realized.”




  

“We all serve Deos, Zephyr and his will is always realized.”




  

She shook her head. “Your belief may be sincere but your devotion is insufficiently pure. Your faction turned away from the orthodoxy of the church, further enabling the secular monarchy. It was your arrangement with Queen Dowager Nula that led the Parliament to elect Baytok to succeed his brother as the Emissary.”




  

“Jezdan was a disgrace to the church,” Kodesh said. “Baytok is an honorable man and a pious devotee of Deos.”




  

“Jezdan was a nonbeliever, a glutton, and a pervert but he was easily manipulated,” Zephyr said. “The fool did my sect’s bidding as long as we allowed him to indulge his gluttony and perversions. But Baytok is too independent; he cannot be bribed or controlled. His selection as Emissary was a mistake.”




  

“Deos is infallible; he does not make mistakes. Your sect may now control the Parliament of Priests but Baytok remains the Emissary and the leader of the Deoan church.”




  

“For now. But the winds of change continue to swirl. The day will come when all Hyperions will see the light and become faithful Deoans.”




  

“You can’t expect all of the secular Hyperions to accept the gospel of Deos. Even King Kevian is a nonbeliever.”




  

“Exactly my point. When we reach New Hyperion, it must be established as a theocracy led, not by a monarch, but by the Emissary.”




  

Kodesh gaped. “High Priest Baytok will never agree to that, and King Kevian would never abdicate the throne.”




  

“The Parliament of Priests chose Baytok to be the Emissary; it can also select his successor. As for Kevian and the royal family… well, much can happen between now and then. In the meantime, accept your faction’s defeat gracefully, Kodesh. Praise Deos.” Zephyr turned to leave.




  

“You’ve twisted the teachings of Deos. Each of us must come to the light in his own time. You cannot force belief on others. The church must coexist with the monarchy, not seek to replace it. You must realize I have no choice but to inform High Priest Baytok of your intentions.”




  

“Of course, but the purge has already begun. Unfortunately, your belief is not pure enough. Only the purest among us shall make it to the promised land of New Hyperion.”




  

“What do you mean?” 




  

“You never felt it, did you? When I grasped your hand earlier, you didn’t feel the pin prick. By now the poison has traveled through your bloodstream; I doubt you’ll have time to leave this chamber, let alone tell Baytok or anyone else anything.”




  

Kodesh stared at his palm in horror.




  

“When I return, I’ll ‘discover’ your body and notify the others that it was apparently Deos’ will that the heart attack claimed your life. Goodbye, Kodesh. May Deos grant you eternal peace.” Zephyr tightened her hood and left, as Kodesh’s flushed face contorted into a paroxysm of terror and panic.











	

	
Chapter Three





	


Aboard the Bridge of the Royal Starship Calpernia:


         As the nerve center of  the Hyperion fleet, the bridge of the command ship was usually a bustling area of the vessel. Footsteps of crew members coming and going would reverberate throughout the Calpernia’s bridge, as would the chatter among the crew. But not now. The command officers were frozen at their stations and an eerie silence filled the bridge, save for the humming of the machinery powering the ship’s systems. Kevian stared down the alien. “How did you get aboard my ship, Regulex?”




   

The alien perused him. “You are in command?”




   

“Yes. I am Kevian, king of Hyperion.” He placed his hand atop his side-arm, preparing to draw the weapon. “I won’t ask you a third time.”




   

“Then, I have arrived at the command ship. I teleported to each of your vessels seeking the one in charge.”




   

Kevian cocked his head. “Are you saying you set off all those nearly simultaneous intruder alerts?”




   

“The only way I could determine which craft was the lead vessel was by visiting each one. I did not wish to cause alarm. I attempted to be inconspicuous and my visits were brief.”




   

Kevian eyed the alien, studying his demeanor. As a warrior, he had learned survival often depended on quickly taking the measure of a stranger. Welcoming one might invite treachery, yet an offensive posture risked inciting war with an alien race. As king, Kevian had always struggled with the art of diplomacy. For that, he relied on his high counselor and sister Kira.




   

“Now that you’ve found the command ship, what are your intentions?” Kira asked.




   

“Why, to offer my services as a guide, of course,” Regulex said. “I could tell as soon as your ships entered this space sector that you weren’t from around here. I’m familiar with all the planets in this galaxy and I’ve never heard of Hyperion.”




   

“Yet, you speak our language,” Kira said.




   

“I overheard enough of it on each of your ships to decipher it. My species is quite adept at linguistics. Many consider that a useful ability in a guide. If you’ve traveled a great distance then you’re probably unfamiliar with this space sector. You may not realize it but you’ve entered a dangerous region of space.”




   

“I presume any unknown territory is dangerous,” Kevian said. “But you’ll find we’re prepared for whatever we may encounter.”




   

“Why would you wish to offer your assistance?” Kira asked.




   

“If you saw a blind man step into a minefield would you not feel compelled to help him navigate through it?” Regulex turned to Kevian. “I appreciate your confidence that you’re capable of dealing with situations that may arise but can anyone truly be prepared for the unknown?” He gestured to the viewscreen. “I’m familiar with this sector. I know what lies in wait out there. The multitude of worlds and the various inhabitants of each one. Alien species you can’t begin to imagine: some friendly, and some decidedly not.”




   

Kevian removed his hand from atop his side-arm and stroked his chin. “I’ll admit such knowledge could be useful. But I, too, have encountered my fair share of alien species throughout the universe and I’ve yet to find a truly altruistic race. They tend to be more transactional. How would you benefit from aiding us?”




   

“As I said, this can be an extremely dangerous sector of space. Having visited the ships in your fleet and assessed their weapons capability I believe they’re capable of providing me safe passage through this sector.”




   

“You obviously don’t use a spacecraft,” Kevian said. “Why not simply teleport to your destination?”




   

“Such a vast distance is far beyond my powers of teleportation. However, it’s no longer safe for me to remain in this sector and I’m anxious to return home – which regrettably means passing through the entire sector. But with my guidance, the armada you lead should be able to navigate safely across the sector. I believe an alliance would be mutually beneficial.”




   

Kevian ruminated. “We shall accept your offer. I’ll have quarters arranged for you. Let me know if there are any special accommodations you require.”




   

“Thank you, King Kevian. Now I must rest to replenish the energy I expended on all that teleportation. When I awaken, you may direct me to my assigned quarters.” Regulex closed his eyes and his body took on a stone-like appearance.




   

“Wait!” Kevian exclaimed. “What can you tell us about the planet ahead of us?”




   

Kira examined the petrified alien. “It’s too late. Regulex appears to have gone into a state of hibernation. It’s as if he’s become a living statue.”




   

“Hmm.” Kevian pondered. “Probably a defense mechanism of his species: turning to stone may provide protection if they’re vulnerable when resting. Perhaps Dr. Nergal can examine him and tell us more about his kind.” 




   

Kira gestured to the statue-like alien. “Then, you trust him?”




   

“I don’t trust anyone until they’ve proven themselves to me. But I believe him; his words definitely conveyed a certain verisimilitude and yet I felt there was more left unsaid. In the meantime, we need to locate Court and Kaylon.”




   

“I’d advise waiting until Regulex awakens and we can learn all we can from him about the planet before sending anyone else down there,” Kira said.




   

Kevian shot her a questioning look. “You were as eager as I to head down to the planet.”




   

“That was before Regulex appeared. Something on the planet is interfering with our sensors and communication equipment, which leaves us with no way to know where Kaylon and Court are. They could be anywhere on the entire planet; without sensors or communication, a ground search could take days or even weeks. With his knowledge of the planet, Regulex might be able to narrow the search area and cut that time to hours. Otherwise, with no way to communicate with anyone we send to the planet’s surface, we risk losing any search parties we deploy.”




   

“That’s logical and well-reasoned, yet my instincts tell me I should go down to the planet. Still, waiting for Regulex to awaken may prove to be the most efficient method of rescuing Court and Kaylon. Meanwhile, I should inform Rye… Although I fear she’ll worry excessively about her brother and her son.”




   

Kira grasped Kevian’s hand. “No more than you, Brother. I know you well enough to see through your veneer of rugged indifference and machismo. It’s only natural for a father to be concerned about his son.”




   

“Kaylon’s a capable fighter pilot and Court is…” Kevian grimaced. “As you say, Court is my son. When I was his age, I faced far greater dangers and prevailed. He is the son of Kevian, grandson of Skar, and heir to the Skar dynasty: He will rise to meet any challenge and also prevail.”




 


  



A Short Time Later, in a Small Conference Room Adjacent to the Calpernia’s Bridge:


 

An uncomfortable guilty expression filled Princess Nicola’s face as she felt the penetrating eyes of her family staring at her. “I didn’t know he was going to commandeer a raptor,” she said sheepishly. “Court said he merely wanted me to back his request to go on an exploratory mission. If I had known he was going to do anything as foolish as steal a raptor—”




   

Kevian frowned. “I had already told him no. If he won’t obey his father then he should at least obey his king.”




   

“Impulsive, reckless, and a thirst for adventure.” Kira shook her head. “I can’t imagine where he gets it from.”




   

“That’s not the point,” Queen Dowager Nula said. “Court may share those traits with his father but I instilled discipline in both my children. You’ve been too lax with the boy, Kevian.”




   

Kevian started to reply but glanced at Rye and held his tongue. Queen Rye sighed uneasily. “Don’t blame Kevian; it’s my fault. He often says I spoil the children. I realize growing up in the royal family requires a harsher upbringing but —”




   

“But that’s not Rye’s nature.” Kevian placed his arm around his wife. “Which is why I love her.”




   

Nula frowned. “Kindness and compassion are wonderful qualities but not in a future king. A monarch must be strong and ruthless if our people are to survive and prosper. Perhaps I should assist in his training.”




   

“There’ll be time to discuss that later,” Kevian said. “At the moment, Hyperion has a monarch and I don’t plan to relinquish the throne anytime soon. But we must bring Court — and Kaylon — back to the Calpernia.”




   

“That has to be our priority,” Rye said. “They could be hurt or… Worse.”




   

Kevian grimaced. “I’m tempted to go after Court myself but as long as we have an alien of unknown origin and capabilities aboard the command ship I must remain here.” He turned to his sister. “On further consideration, I think you should be the one to bring them back.”




   

Kira rose. “I’ll have my raptor ready for takeoff immediately.”




   

“No, take a shuttlecraft. We already have two raptors on the planet and we don’t know what condition they’re in. If either crash-landed, they may not be spaceworthy. Bring an engineer with you in case they need repairs.”




   

Kira nodded. “I’ll bring Brexa.”




   

“And a doctor, too,” Rye said. “They may be injured.”




   

Kevian nodded. “Advise Dr. Nergal he’ll be joining your shuttle team.”




   

Kira arched an eyebrow. “You’re sending the fleet’s chief medical officer on a shuttle mission? I’m sure there are plenty of doctors available on the Nosoi—”




   

“When we’re talking about the welfare of my son and the heir to the Hyperion throne only our top physician will suffice.”




   

“Kevian’s correct,” Nula said. “No one will object to the royal family receiving preferential treatment when it comes to ensuring the safety of the future king.”




   

“Prepare your shuttle team, Kira, but wait to launch until we’ve had time to debrief Regulex about the planet. As you said, Regulex may be our best option for locating Court and Kaylon. I don’t want you going in blindly if he truly knows as much as he claims.”




   

“I’ll take a shuttlecraft to the Nosoi and speak to Dr. Nergal in person. While I have no doubt he’ll obey a royal command, I anticipate he’ll be perturbed to be taken away from his work on the Nosoi.” Kira left the conference room.




   

Nula turned her attention to Princess Nicola. “Come, child. I assume your parents may wish to discuss this matter further in private.” She offered her hand to her granddaughter.




   

“But they may need me to suggest how to punish Court when he returns.”




   

“Go with your grandmother, Nicola,” Kevian said. The chagrined teenager departed with the older woman, leaving Kevian alone with his wife. “We’ll find him, Rye. I promise.”




   

She grasped his hand. “I know.”




   

“Your Majesty,” Jansa’s voice reverberated through the speaker. Kevian switched on the viewscreen. “I’m sorry to interrupt, Your Majesty, but you have an incoming transmission from Capt. Daxmar. Do you wish me to put it through?”




   

“Go ahead, Jansa.”




   

Capt. Daxmar’s visage appeared on the screen. “Your Majesty.”




   

“Is everything all right on the Caelestis?”




   

“Yes, Your Majesty. Other than an intruder alert, which we believe may have been a computer malfunction. But that’s not the purpose of my call.”




   

“It wasn’t malfunction; however, the intruder is now a guest aboard the Calpernia. I’ll fill you and the rest of the fleet captains in on the details later. Right now, we’re dealing with another pressing matter.”




   

“Then, the rumors originating from the Calpernia docking bay regarding Prince Court are true?”




   

Kevian sighed. “As you may recall from your youth, boys are often headstrong and impulsive, and lack the healthy sense of mortality we warriors acquire later in life. Princess Kira will be leading a shuttlecraft mission to the planet to retrieve both the prince and Kaylon.”




   

“I’d like to volunteer for that mission, Your Majesty.”




   

Kevian looked askance. “You’re the captain of the fleet’s sole remaining ecclesiastical vessel, not to mention the ship transporting the Emissary. It would be highly unusual for someone in your position to join a landing party, especially one led by a member of the royal family.”




   

“I’m aware of that, Your Majesty. However, I was selected by the church for my position precisely because of my skills and ability. I believe I could be an asset to the mission.”




   

“Undoubtedly a man of your talent and experience would be a valuable addition but I don’t understand why —”




   

“Your Majesty, you saved my daughter’s life on two occasions, even placing your own life in jeopardy to do so. I owe you a personal debt of gratitude that can never fully be repaid but perhaps helping to rescue your child would be a start. As a ship’s captain, I know how a leader must guard his emotions from others; yet, as a father I understand what it feels like when your child is in danger.”




   

“I certainly have no objection; however the church or the Emissary might. It would be impolitic for the king to make such a request of the Deoan church.”




   

“I shall speak to the Emissary. High Priest Baytok is a compassionate and understanding man; I believe he will grant my request.”




   

“If he does, then tell Princess Kira you have my consent to accompany the landing party. She’ll inform you of all the arrangements.”




   

“Thank you, Your Majesty. I won’t rest until your son is safely aboard the Calpernia.”




   

Kevian let slip the stoic façade he wore. “It is I who should be thanking you, Daxmar. As one father to another, you realize the most precious treasure in the universe is our children.”




   

Rye leaned into the viewscreen. “You have the greatest appreciation from us both, Capt. Daxmar.”




   

“Kevian out.” He switched off the viewscreen. “As king, my duty requires me to remain aboard the Calpernia but as a father I yearn to rescue my son. Life was simpler when I was merely a warrior prince.”




   

Rye stroked his face. “I know. But your people need their king and while Court may not be a warrior prince he is a resourceful one. I’m worried about him too but I have confidence in him, as well. He may lack the battlefield experience you had at his age yet Court may prove more adept than you think.”




   

Kevian told himself she was right and tried not to show his doubts.






	


	




	

	
Chapter Four





	

		



         The small verdant globe on  the viewscreen had grown to encompass the velvety black background that had previously enveloped it. Court slowed his raptor’s approach as he pondered where to land, realizing he had not thought through his actions. “Uncle Kaylon could be anywhere on the planet. How am I ever going to find him?” Then, the young prince had an epiphany. “Computer, scan the planet for life signs.”




 

“Unable to respond,” the artificial intelligence replied. “Voice recognition does not match designated raptor pilot.”




 

“Damn!”  Court grimaced. “The AI must be keyed to whomever was assigned to pilot this raptor.” He ruminated. “Computer, royal override command Kevian 57948206.” 




 

The computer whirred. “Override command accepted.”




 

Court grinned. He never imagined when he had overheard his father issue the royal override command that he might one day have occasion to use it himself. He repeated his order: “Computer, scan the planet for life signs.”




 

“Scan in progress.” A topographical map replaced the image on the viewscreen. “Multiple life signs present in highlighted area.”




 

“Multiple life signs? Then, if there are people living here, Uncle Kaylon may have found them — or they may have found him.” Court studied the map. “Plot a course for the highlighted area and switch to autopilot to land the raptor.”




 

“Acknowledged. Recommendation: it would be advisable to land in the clearing located eight dardeks from the populated area to avoid detection until it can be determined whether or not the inhabitants are hostile.”




 

A chagrined look crossed the young prince’s face. “Yeah, that makes sense. Do it.”




 

“Acknowledged. Prepare for landing.” The raptor pierced through the stratosphere like a hot knife through butter yet slowing as it descended for a graceful landing within the clearing. Court opened the weapons compartment only to find it empty. I assumed there would be laser rifles on board, he thought. I probably should have planned this out. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea, after all. He recalled the times as a young boy when he had accompanied his uncle in the fighter pilot’s raptor. Uncle Kaylon showed me he kept a photon gun under his seat. I wonder if other raptor pilots do that as well? Court reached under the seat, his fingers exploring the gap between the seat bottom and the floor. He smiled when they latched onto the cold metal weapon and slid the holstered photon gun out. Court strapped the side-arm around his waist. “Computer, is the planet’s atmosphere breathable?”




 

“Affirmative. The atmosphere is compatible with Hyperion lifeforms.”




 

Court slid open the hatch and hopped out of the raptor. He gazed about the clearing and saw a path leading in the direction of the highlighted area on the map. Eight dardeks, he thought. “Oh well, I suppose the exercise will be good for me.” He brushed aside the foliage and headed down the path.
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