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  WHAT THEY ARE SAYING ABOUT




  GAME ON!




  This is one married couple whose appetites for each other grow ever stronger with each passing year. They thoroughly enjoy discovering new ways to keep the spark alive and thriving. Allowing another couple to share in their fun only seems to increase the possibilities. Keeping the love alive is certainly not a problem for Mac and Jenney, which makes their escapades deliciously fun to read.


  ~ Coffee Time Romance




  ENGULF – NEW WORLD BK 5




  Abri is a strong female heroine. She didn't let deafness de-fine who she is. Raiden is a likeable guy. Why? Even though Abri is deaf, Raiden picked her for his female.


  C.L. Scholey has done a terrific job of creating this futuristic romance series. We have action, romance, adventure & mystery all in 102 pages.


  ~ Romance Bookaholic Traveler




  THE BRETHREN OF TAVISH – VAMPIRE COVEN BK 1




  The Brethren of Tavish is a wonderfully written book. The characters are well rounded and bring you into the story as if you were really there. The story flows smoothly tying one part to the next. The plot is well thought out, giving you plenty of action...


  ~ Night Owl Reviews
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  Dedication




  For LaVonne. Go get the world Tiger, you’ve got it by the tail!




  Chapter 1




  “How you doin’ back there?”




  “Fine.”




  “Bored?”




  “No.”




  “Here, maybe this will help.”




  Cyra jumped when a woman appeared in the front row of seats directly across the walkway from her in the space shuttle. I will never get used to that, damned creepy things. The SFC, simulated female companion, was drab, neither fat nor thin; she wore red cargo pants and a red loose-fitting t-shirt which matched Cyra’s outfit. The companion’s skin was blue toned, bald, no eyebrows or lashes, with pink eyes and thin to virtually no lips, and void of ears. Created to not appear threatening, it was weird, in a disturbing way. The interactive holograms were used on lone flights such as these for adults, or to entertain children with games, or as school tutors.




  I’m surprised Earth children don’t have constant nightmares.




  Artificial life forms were commonplace on Earth. Perhaps too common, replacing pets and in some instances children for married childless couples who wished to ‘play’ family for a day without the responsibility. They were also mandatory for new couples or singles to ascertain if they wished to become parents or pet owners and monitored to make certain said couple or single could manage.




  In certain situations, the artificial life forms proved a boon in a fast-paced society where time meant everything. Artificial life forms were also easy to maintain, hypoallergenic as well as hygienic with no waste. A small sound and then small unpleasant odor wafted Cyra’s way. Her nose wrinkled, it wasn’t the SFC, they were without flatulence; her captain, however, was not. Cyra was glad the captain was real—although he was somewhat dense. If she wanted to, she could have activated her own SFC and reprogrammed it to be entertaining.




  “Hello, my name is Luz,” the SFC began with a smile of welcome and in a voice which was the personification of politeness. The phrase was repeated three times, once in English, Mandarin and then Spanish. All three main languages were deemed universal and taught mandatory throughout the planet. Cyra sighed, all SFCs were named Luz. A nice easy name you could associate with a friend. “Would you like to hear about Earth’s recent activities?”




  “No.”




  “Would you like to initiate in small talk?”




  “No.”




  “Do you feel apprehensive about your flight?”




  “No.”




  “Perhaps you would prefer a male SFC?” The SFC began to deflate the medium sized breasts to a flat broader chest and change the tapered waist and roundish hips, performing a sex change in front of her.




  “Good God, no. Deactivate.”




  Damned creepy things.




  “Have a safe and pleasant trip.” And Luz was gone.




  Shifting her ass sideways on the padded black seat to feel more comfortable, Cyra glanced out the starboard window of the space shuttle. She was happy to be headed home to Earth. The planet’s round blue-grey marble was a dot in the horizon, but there nonetheless, in the distance. After a six month stint on the satellite ‘Goin’ Places’ she was anxious to return home and sink her teeth into real food. A steak and baked potato preferably, washed down with an ice cold beer. The food on the satellite was boring. Nourishing and nutritious didn’t necessarily mean delicious or tasty; it was edible, end of story. There was a ban on alcohol on the station; intimacy was also banned, not that it would affect her. Privacy was also banned, though not specifically indicated. Cyra wanted nothing to do with in-your-face machines dodging her every move, daily physical updates and asking endless questions of what she was doing.




  I’m taking a dump; wanna analyze it when I’m finished?




  Some peace and quiet by a lakeside cottage was what she needed most, and not simulated in a holodeck. Cyra wanted the real deal; thankfully, her station in life could afford it. Solitude would be heavenly after having every moment stalked, recorded, dissected. Hopefully her next placement would be on a space station, not a strict government satellite with constant monitoring, with real people, real food, a spa, and booze. Her actions would still be monitored on Earth or a space station as was everyone’s, but incognito and not to such an intrusive degree. In a few short hours, freedom would be hers for at least three months until the government nagging would start. Sometimes it sucked being the best in the business. Cyra could figure out any computer, on any station, any mishaps. She could fix anything—except her love life.




  Her hectic lifestyle gave her virtually no time to fall in love. She had come close a few times, but every time her relationships came to an abrupt end when Mr. Right turned into Mr. Wrong the second he found out he wasn’t the center of her universe. For some strange reason, guys didn’t like the idea when classified as second and gravitated away.




  At almost thirty, Cyra decided her boyfriend was her occupation. She always went back to ‘him.’ At the moment part of the love affair with her job was gazing out the shuttle window at the stars, at space, dreaming about new discoveries. Endless nothing, some said, but to Cyra it was so much more. It was endless possibilities. There were other worlds out there. Some good, some bad, but for someone like her who spent her young life visiting everywhere on Earth, the universe was a new playground.




  A bump jostled her for a moment. The seat beneath her expanded and plumped, forming to her ass and thighs to settle her movements until she stilled. An SFC appeared to hold her hand. Cyra jerked her hand away in annoyance; she wasn’t a big baby.




  “Hey, what’s going on?” she called. Then to the SFC: “Deactivate.”




  “Have a safe and pleasant trip.” The SFC was gone.




  “Sorry, had to maneuver around space debris. Damn garbage. We need ‘no littering’ signs up here.” The pilot continued to grumble and grouch about nations not following the rules of etiquette. “Would it be too damn hard to pick up after yourselves, or monitor your shit, lazy bastards?”




  Cyra tuned him out as he continued to rant with the wrongs of the world. She could see the waste floating in space out her window and frowned. Mangled metal glided past eerily; ominous was an odd way to describe the graveyard. The mess hadn’t been here six months ago. She leaned forward, glanced back for a moment at the six double rows of empty shuttle seats and faced forward. A first-class flight was boring. She had been hoping for real company; a screaming baby would have been entertaining, something other than machines. The pilot was new to her and she didn’t even know his name.




  “Do you go by captain, pilot, or would you prefer I call you by name?” Cyra asked.




  “Captain is fine.”




  “Hey, is that the remains of some station, Captain?” she asked.




  “Yep. Some of it. Didn’t they tell you after they built ‘Goin’ Places’ they were going to tear down, ‘Headed Here’? Space ships and all, dismantled.”




  “No, or maybe they did. I’m afraid unless it’s important to my job, I have selective hearing.”




  “Sounds like my girlfriend.”




  Cyra leaned back. She had no interest in engaging in a talk about why whiny men weren’t put first. Cyra liked computers; you tell them what to do and they do it unless they’re broken. She could fix the problems so the computers weren’t broken anymore. It was too bad guys didn’t work the same. Once an ass always an ass; as they say, you can’t fix stupid.




  It wasn’t that Cyra didn’t like men, she did. On a deeper level, she realized family should come first, but when the weight of the world was on her shoulders she couldn’t come home from space to make a boyfriend a BLT. Those types of needy men were what she could do without. Unfortunately, they were all she seemed to attract.




  “I’m sorry, what was that?” Cyra asked, a voice invaded her thoughts and she suddenly realized the captain was talking to her.




  “Things might get a bit bumpy. Hang on. Christ, it looks like the planet dumped all of its garbage out here.”




  Cyra gazed out another window, then another. The captain wasn’t kidding; the open space was a mess. Trashed cars tumbled and drifted with parts of older planes and monorails. Old microwaves that could only heat to proper temperatures on voice command in seconds but not freeze food in seconds were among the discarded. Cyra felt a growl coming on. As always after six months, she would return home only to find her home upgraded and she would spend weeks learning to work the new items. She wondered if the new appliances would be voice or touch activated. Most were voice commands as touch led to the inevitable germs. Handy, unless you had laryngitis or a sore throat. Either way they were a bitch to program.




  Nothing like talking to a washer, screaming, ‘Spin, damn you!’




  Earth had gotten into a nasty habit as ‘out with the old’ was sometimes a one-month-old device. Technology was a chore to keep up with, and heaven help the losers who couldn’t afford the here and now—as was the census. Cyra thought it a waste, and the waste was astronomical and growing worse on Earth. Solar cars replaced gas, natural gas, electric and diesel. Any machine not using solar was outdated and useless, languishing in the too many dumps that needed to be compiled together.




  As the climate on Earth changed, there were places too hot to live. Entire areas had to be declared dumping grounds around the world. Now space was a littered mess. Old canisters collided, and then exploded causing her to wince and shy back from the window for a second as brilliance lit up in the darkness, hurting her eyes. The entire cabin glowed green for a moment as they flew through the haze.




  “Danger is minimal. Reconfiguring oxygen levels.” Cyra heard from the console in front of the captain. “Safety valves functioning normally. Have a pleasant trip.”




  “Fuck,” the pilot yelled. “Damned toxins. The containers are supposed to be double sealed. I’m sick of green and purple stars. Takes forever for gas to be sucked away.”




  “What the hell?” Cyra gasped. The garbage tumbled and rolled toward an ominous black hole. A vacuum effect tugged at the shuttle and the engines powered up to resist the pull.




  “A nation must be doing a dump off.” The captain spoke while trying to maneuver around tons of debris. “Fuck, they should have warned me to take a different route. Communication, morons!”




  “Is this something new? Wait, what?” A brand new washer floated by. “Captain? Isn’t that the new high-efficient washer? The one that washes, dries and folds?”




  “Yeah. But it didn’t iron, and the settings sensors for transporting the items directly to where they belonged malfunctioned a few times. Some toddler got beamed by his older brother’s cleats while sleeping. But he’s alright.”




  “Yikes.”




  The captain chuckled. “Yeah, the lawsuit was fast and painful. The Children’s Earth Government had a field day. The manufacturer is still licking its wounds, but lucky to be alive. The take-no-shit approach to children’s protection is at an all-time high with fewer real kids born and more AIF’s created. The new ‘child friendly or die’ machines came out a month ago. The other machines are illegal.”




  Cyra wasn’t surprised at the government’s reaction to protecting the children. When she started school, out of the ten children per class, the ECE, Early Child Educator, was an AIF who recorded a teacher’s every move. There were also the interactive AIF children, two to a class, also monitoring and recording. There hadn’t been a threat to a school in over a hundred years and the government planned on keeping the situation that way. Politicians took their jobs seriously, as they were held accountable for any and all actions.




  “This new dumping in space just started about five months ago when the black holes appeared closer and a brainiac politician on Earth got the idea.” The captain seemed chatty and Cyra leaned back to listen. At least he wasn’t simulated. Besides, he had no ‘off’ button. “The idea won him and his female co-politician the campaign; he promised to rid the Earth of garbage. Out of sight, out of mind. When a black hole is discovered the designated leaders, or in this case the overseers of the project, give each nation a turn at a huge dump off. The holes keep appearing more frequently. Handy, but annoying when you’re trying to maneuver around them.




  “The space stations have early detection on constant monitors. Earth’s politicians would be in a shitload of trouble if a station suddenly disappeared into a black hole. Or worse if one appeared to swallow our planet, the moon or sun. Who the hell knows where the holes go and if universes are suddenly filling with planets not their own? I mean hell, it’s happened near Earth, a new planet simply appearing. Scary as crap, these holes.”




  “Well shit, get us out of here.”




  “Gee, the idea never crossed my mind.” Cyra scowled at his muttered sarcasm. Then in a louder voice: “Like I said, hang on; it may get a bit bumpier than I thought.”




  Cyra dug each finger into her seat when the space shuttle went wild. A bit bumpy, my ass! Up they went, then down, sideways, stop, go. Buck Rogers was behind the wheel and they had to be under attack. Either that, or they were in a football game—weave left, duck right, spin—her insides were tackled. Her seat belt tightened to lock her in place; the seat bottom and sides clutched her ass and thighs. Goose bumps dotted her arms as a smashed car sped toward them.




  Holy crap, a car crash in space?




  The vehicle missed them by inches. Wave after wave of garbage came within inches of each portal she gazed out with horror. Old droids discarded as the new improved robots replaced them floated past; one waved at her. She could see its lips move, and Cyra knew it was telling her to have a stellar day. The vessel shifted sideways with a vicious flip to avoid a dump truck which smashed the droid to smithereens. As it was decapitated, it still stared at her speaking pleasantries she could make out by lip reading. The blades of a windmill began to whip as the suction caused a breeze. The blades sliced past them, millimeters from Cyra’s nose pressed to the window.




  There looked to be no end in sight. The black hole came closer as the captain spewed more profanities. Cyra’s heart began to pound unmercifully within her breast, echoing in her ears. Goosebumps dotting her arms gave way to the inevitable red blotchy hives she was prone to under duress, an increasing amount of saliva formed in the back of her throat making her gag. She couldn’t swallow. It didn’t take long before Cyra felt sick; her tummy rolled faster than the garbage. She felt the bile rise and knew puke was imminent. Her eyes widened when another worse situation presented itself, a horrible pressure low on her belly made its presence known, puke wasn’t the only imminent problem. Cyra had an embarrassing issue when she grew frightened.




  Cyra undid her seatbelt; she thrust up forcefully on the seat’s arms for leverage and heard a sucking sound as her ass escaped the pillow confines, and she fled to the tiny bathroom, stumbling in her haste not to embarrass herself. She ignored the captain’s heated demand she remain seated. The SFC hologram appeared directing her to return to her seat. The image emerged in each seat the farther back she lurched until it ran out of places. Looking back every chair had the hologram telling her to remain seated, the voices spoke in unison, arms outstretched, hands reaching for her.




  Creepier.




  Cyra’s hair stood on end. She barely made it to the toilet before losing her breakfast. Cyra was on the seat, pants down in a heartbeat. It wasn’t the best time to need to pee but she always had to when scared. She was a real drag at frightening movies—spent most of the time in the bathroom.




  She spread her legs and puked up more of her breakfast. The shuttle knocked her from wall to wall, her ass skidding as she tried to remain seated. She braced her hands straight out on either wall, her fingertips pressed tight to the plush surface, until her bladder and belly emptied. Cyra jumped up and yanked at her panties then pants as she flushed. A hole in the black toilet underneath opened and she saw space.




  That’s not supposed to happen—not good.




  The self-cleaning toilet seat produced an arm brush which was ripped off, tumbling into space. Cyra felt the air being sucked out of the tiny enclosure and began to panic, gasping for each breath until the hole resealed. She could breathe again. She dropped to her knees and dry heaved.




  The small area was smaller when crouched. Cyra was afraid she’d rip the toilet out if she held on tighter, but tighter she held. She had no choice. A boom invaded her eardrums and she screamed when the side of the bathroom wall indented, grazing her side. They had been hit by something. She screamed again when above her came another crash and the ceiling dropped two feet. She was in the proverbial can, and something was crushing the can.




  Cyra, on her knees, grabbed the door handle and twisted with all her might. Nothing happened, she was locked in. She kicked at the door but the room was too small for any power behind her kicks.




  The vessel began spinning. Cyra placed her hands and feet onto the walls and floor trying to keep her body from tumbling, damning the strict gravity control maintained painstakingly in any circumstance. The walls floors and ceiling were thickly padded inside every space shuttle in case of a crash. The extra insulator also aided in keeping temperatures at a moderate degree. The padding, however, wouldn’t keep her safe from the bathroom’s contents. The outside of the sink was padded as was the toilet seat, but if she bashed her skull on the inside of the tiny sink, she would break her head open. The long sink faucet caught at her clothing as she was flipped, tearing her shirt.




  Cyra’s body somersaulted as round they went, and her slouched shoulders bumped into the ceiling spiraling her down. Her back crashed into the sink and she spun to the floor. Her booted foot wedged between the wall and the toilet base. She was stuck. A good twist at her ankle and she inhaled sharply. Pain exploded behind her eyes. Her last thought before she blacked out was she could be killed by a toilet. Death by crapper would be crappy.




  Chapter 2




  Cyra blinked and groaned. Her entire body ached. The enclosure was tight; the bathroom had obviously taken more of a beating after she’d blacked out. Her foot had come lose and she groaned when she touched her ankle. Sunlight streamed in through a small opening, a tear in the structure. Cyra assumed the breach came as they landed or she’d be dead, all oxygen sucked out. The small escape to freedom was a tight fit, but she thought she could manage to wiggle through. Cyra wasn’t a small woman, nor did she consider herself to be heavy. All her curves were plush where they were supposed to be, accented and healthy. She always lost a few pounds on the space station but gained every ounce back in the time she was home. It might have been the cotton candy tub of ice cream she dove into the second she could find a corner store.




  The toilet was sideways and she stepped onto it. Crouching, she poked her head from the tear; she sniffed the air. Relief washed over her when she breathed deep and didn’t explode or implode. Cyra squished out through the small opening to her shoulders and maneuvered her generous boobs through one at a time.




  “Come on ladies, work with me.”




  Her rounded melons protested with her manhandling but finally cooperated. With the girls set free, Cyra glanced around feeling vulnerable. She wiggled and twisted, grunting until an arm came loose. Groaning, she shoved hard against the toilet with her knees. Her other arm came free. Hands braced, she shimmied straight up. Her waist was slimmer and she stood without much of a problem, but she had a booty.




  Normally she liked the way her ass looked and was dying to get into jeans and out of the space station’s red attire of t-shirt and cargo pants, but trying to squeeze her cheeks through the tin can’s narrow opening was like kneading play dough. Cyra detested play dough. One stupid male first grader who loved to make anything indecent had ruined her experience on the stuff. The numerous pockets on her pants caught on the exposed jagged metal outside the compartment ripping until her aqua lace panties showed in places. Cyra wasn’t fond of red, at least not after years of wearing the same old suits; the panties were her way of defying the system.
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