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In a future far, far ... in the future ... zombie pirates and 

vampire raiders, ancient enemies banished from Earth and 
forced to live on Venus and Mars respectively, terrorize space-
faring travelers. Cruise ships, freighters, and more are targeted. 
The vampires want blood. The zombies just want hair shaved 
from their victims to smoke and get high. But either way, many 
people die. 

In the course of an ill-fated raid, misinformation from a 
human captive attempting to save his own life leads a group of 
zombie pirates and vampire raiders to a small peaceful planet 
known as Athenein. They have been informed the blood of the 
Athenein people can be utilized to provide superpowers when 
brought to their home solar system, and each race is eager for the 
advantage. 

Will the Athenein world fall victim to these invaders, or 
will its plucky people somehow manage to fend them off and 
protect their peaceful way of life? Guess you’ll just have to read 
the book to find out... 
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Prologue 
 
 

“I dunno about that. It’s not my type of story. All those 
endings, different parts to chapters, epilogues, and bonus 
stories...” 

“Oh, I can change most of that. Number the chapters in 
sequence, whatever you think.” 

“Besides, the entire premise is kind of ... stupid. I’m more 
into stuff like ... uh ... robots. Doesn’t sound like there are any 
robots in the story, so it’s not gonna work for me.” 

“I didn’t tell you about the prologue! There are robots in 
the prologue!” 

“Yeah ... I said robots, didn’t I? I didn’t mean to. I was 
talking about ... mermaids. That’s what I need in a story.” 

“That’s what the robots are fighting!” 
“Uh...” 
“It’s great, right?” 
“But ... mermaids can’t come on land, and robots can’t 

really go in the water. How do they even fight?” 
“No one’s sure, but the battles are vicious! All anyone 

knows for certain about the war is that they hate each other. 
They really, really hate each other!” 

“Why?” 
“I don’t know. They don’t even know. They’ve hated each 

other for so long, they’ve forgotten how it all started.” 
“Really?” 
“All right, are you ready for this?” 
“I guess...” 
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* * * * * 

 
The foaming sea-green water washed over the rocks of the 

shore; wind a placid breeze, the sky clear and blue. Grass 
swayed beyond the undisturbed sand, birds gliding. The 
tranquil portrait displayed all expectations for when visiting the 
ocean. The scene would not last. The clanking of metal 
advanced. 

Appearing in lines dozens across, the robots marched 
towards the water, metal bodies gleaming in the sunlight. 
Augmented with blade arms several feet long, chainsaw 
attachments on some, determination showed in burning red LED 
eyes, fierce anger causing hydraulic arms to tremble. They 
spotted the enemy, infuriated. 

The heads of mermaids popped above the crests of rolling 
waves, staring to land with shimmering hair stuck close to their 
scalps. Some lifted themselves onto rocks hundreds of feet from 
land, glaring at the mechanical figures taking positions all across 
the beach. 

The robots watched the mermaids watching the robots. 
Mirrors of hatred, they each waited for the first move, the 
instigating act of violence to resume a battle that never ended. 
Years stretched on, and the war continued, fury never 
dissipating, only burning stronger with each encounter. 

Seconds moved to minutes to hours. One of the robots 
reached down, picking up a large flat stone. Hurling it into the 
water, the robot and everyone else watched it plunk several feet 
from the nearest mermaid. 

“Damn water!” the robot complained in a high-pitched 
electronic voice. There had been talk once of creating a robot 
able to swim. They came to realize it would make them too 
much like the mermaids, the very beings they despised. Such an 
act would be the height of blasphemy. “Let’s leave.” 

Shaking angry fists created of curled metal pincers, the 
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robots retreated. The mermaids watched, disgust on their faces. 
A few extended tails from the water, raising middle fins in 
insult. 

“Damn them and their land!” one of the mermaids 
commented. “Curse their strange walking ability. We’ll get them 
next time.” 

With the robots disappearing from sight, the mermaids 
once again descended below the waves. 

 
* * * * * 

 
“That was terrible! But at least it wasn’t in outer space.” 
“Oh, but wait! There’s more!” 
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Chapter 1 
 
 

Darkness. It existed everywhere, stretching beyond the 
limits of sight and mind, forming reality’s backdrop. By its very 
overwhelming nature, it should have dominated all to a murky 
blindness. It did not. 

Light. It originated from scattered scores of spherical 
brightness spread in great glowing swathes, clustered in massive 
groups in some areas, spreading distant from each other 
elsewhere. Strange colors burned, visible for any who happened 
to witness the phenomenon. Greens, reds, yellows, and colors 
beyond conception blazed to defy the dark. 

Against the milieu of the universe’s contrasts, a spaceship 
cruised in external silence from one planetary outpost to the 
next, gargantuan thrusters at its rear propelling it at unthinkable 
speeds. An elegantly curved and polished hull shown in 
gleaming silver, mirroring the spectacular vistas of the cosmos. 
An immense creation by human standards, it stretched nearly a 
thousand feet. In the sea it sailed, such size amounted to nothing 
more than a leaf floating upon waves without horizon. 

Rows of windows lined the viewing decks, extending on 
metal necks from the otherwise oblong craft. They provided 
sight for the beings sealed within. Visions of the unknown 
derived universal craving. Throngs of people pressed against the 
transparent material, wonders witnessed in every direction. 

A young woman, a newlywed on a honeymoon cruise with 
her spouse, spotted it first. In the midst of all so beautiful, she 
could not quite believe the grotesque image descending from a 
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relative sky above could be real. Her eyebrows rose at the sight, 
yet she voiced no alarm, expecting it to vanish, revealed as some 
optical hoax. Instead, it came closer. 

Continuing to watch, she viewed the contours of the object. 
Even larger than the craft she occupied, it did not possess the 
same seamlessly sloping lines or fine workmanship. Instead of 
an oval, it resembled a rectangle, boxy and crude. The hull 
exhibited a haphazard paintjob making use of any available 
colors at different points throughout its history. Splotches of 
green smeared across one place, purple in another, bright blue 
elsewhere, making for a disorienting effect. In unsteady script, 
massive letters in mostly black proclaimed the thing Venus 
Hairtrap. 

Upon noticing the vessel’s title, the young woman spotted a 
number of other features. Forests of antennas protruded in 
multiple spots, satellite dishes and massive laser gun turrets 
from others. One blast of white energy from a huge cannon hit 
the cruise ship’s thrusters, and it lurched to a far slower speed. 
Most of the space tourists in the viewing decks experienced the 
abrupt jerking motion. None grew perturbed by it. They trusted 
the people in charge. Faith whispered into the ears of the 
passengers, insisting that their money had gone to a competent, 
capable crew. 

Circular hatches opened all across the underbelly of the 
boxy monster, steel ropes lowering. Down the thin metal cords 
advanced the occupants of the unsightly container. They could 
have been humans for their basic clothing, regardless of frayed 
edges and rips. Even at distance, those who stared at the 
newcomers could tell the warmth of humanity eluded them. 

Dry skin flaked, peeling to expose sinewy muscle, bone and 
organs in patches. Pure white eyes gazed with unfocused 
purpose, hair scraggily or nonexistent. Besides ordinary 
clothing, boots uncommon to any beyond their own kind 
covered their feet, massive black footwear with innumerable 
leather latches and straps. All too late, the newlywed understood 
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what she watched – an attack by zombie pirates. 
The zombie pirates climbed through open space to the 

pleasure ship, the magnetic soles of their boots clamping onto 
the target. First wave of zombie pirates carried laser drills and 
burned into the ship, melting some of the hardest metal in the 
galaxy as easily as marshmallows. It only took a few moments to 
break through the fancy exterior at a number of points, and the 
pirates shuffled in. 

Due to the unexpectedness and violence of the attack, the 
cruise ship’s security reacted slowly. The zombie pirates stabbed 
and slashed dozens of the vacationers with crude rapiers and 
daggers before the first opposing shot was fired. The security 
force learned that unless they blew off the heads of their 
assailants, laser guns proved ineffective. 

Finely pressed white uniforms transformed into 
unexpected mediums for surreal, artistically vibrant splashes of 
blood. Some of the zombie pirates gnawed on the fallen 
protectors, chewing raw flesh between their teeth. Others looted 
the valuables, transferring everything of interest to the Venus 
Hairtrap. The third and most important group gathered the 
terrified survivors and stripped them of all clothing. 

Revving electric razors, the zombie pirates shaved every 
person they found. They harvested every bit of hair, including 
from the head, arms, legs, and pubic areas. A zombie pirate 
followed each shaver with a silken bag, gathering the falling 
hair. Even the corpses received such treatment. 

Once the eaters, the gatherers, and the shavers completed 
their tasks, the zombie pirates departed. Having experienced the 
blind barbarity and baffling bewilderment of a zombie pirate 
assault, no victim could ever fully cleanse it from the mind. On 
the positive side, the hair usually grew back. 

 
* * * * * 

 
Sitting in the command chair on the bridge of the Venus 
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Hairtrap, the zombie pirate Marion puffed out his rotted chest, a 
few cracked ribs poking from fetid skin. All around him glowed 
the visual images of the areas surrounding the ship, fed by the 
countless antennas extending from the hull. From the raised 
platform the chair sat upon, he could view the dozens of zombie 
pirate officers working at consoles spread across the large room. 
Nodding, he shifted his milky white gaze to the zombie pirate 
sitting at the navigation console, pointing. 

“Hey,” Marion said in a raspy, yet imposing voice, getting 
the navigation officer’s lazy attention to drift his way. 

The navigation officer glanced over his shoulder, clicking 
his teeth. “What?” 

“Set a course,” Marion commanded. 
“What the hell does that mean?” the navigation officer 

asked. 
“It means go that way!” Marion stated, pointing to a 

location on one of the screens. 
“What way?” the navigation officer questioned. “Which 

way are you trying to say?” 
“I dunno,” Marion said with a frustrated shrug, the 

strength of his voice dwindling. “Go towards that ship.” 
“What ship?” the navigation officer challenged. 
“Find a ship!” Marion exclaimed, hitting chipped fists on 

the chair’s metal armrests. “It’s what we do, right? We burn, kill, 
rob, and so on.” 

“Who made you the captain?” the navigation officer 
demanded. 

“I dunno who did,” Marion admitted, scratching at his 
scalp and removing one of the few remaining patches of hair. 
Staring at the clumped strands between his fingers for several 
seconds, he pocketed them. “I can’t remember.” 

“Get the hell out of my chair!” a third zombie voice 
interrupted. Marion glanced up to find Captain Andy standing 
beside him. 

Hopping from the chair, Marion scurried away. He rushed 
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off the command deck, disappearing from sight. Captain Andy 
glared the entire way before turning a sweeping, accusing gaze 
around the room. 

“Who the hell let the janitor in here again?” he shouted. No 
reply. Grumbling to himself, he sat down. 

The captain settled in for a moment before speaking again. 
“Someone bring me some of our latest captured crop!” 

A few moments stretched by. No one moved. “Someone 
bring me some of the latest captured crop!” he boomed with his 
hoarse voice, wanting instant action. 

A zombie pirate named Jeff looked his way from the 
weapons console. “You should probably pick a different officer. 
Officer Someone is down on the engineering deck.” 

“Well, can’t anybody do it?” the captain demanded. 
“No, Officer Anybody is working in the chow hall,” Jeff 

responded. 
“Damn it!” the captain exclaimed. “Then you go get me 

some of the crop! Hurry the hell up!” 
Hopping to his feet, Jeff rushed off the command deck. 
Drumming his bony fingertips on the armrests of his chair, 

the captain waited for the return of the weapons officer. A half 
hour went by with him amusing himself by yanking his teeth 
out and hurling them at various members of the crew. The 
thrown teeth hit targets, causing the zombie pirates to spin 
around. Innocently sitting in his chair, the captain retained his 
composure until the officer turned away. At that point, he burst 
into harsh guffawing laughter. 

Running out of teeth, Captain Andy considered sending 
another officer to get him some of the crop when one of the 
doors to the command deck opened. Jeff rushed towards the 
captain’s chair carrying a small piece of crinkled paper, a lighter, 
and a baggie of hair. Handing the items to the captain, he gazed 
upon them longingly before returning to his post. 

Decayed face brightened by eager need, the zombie pirate 
captain set the square of paper on his lap. Emptying the contents 
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of the baggie, he arranged the hair in a thick line down the 
middle of the paper. Bordering the longest strands on the ends, 
he gathered the curly, shorter pieces in the center. Activating the 
glue residue on the edges of the paper, he rolled it to create a 
hair-fueled cigarette. Lighting the tip, he puffed on the opposite 
side, inhaling the acrid smoke, letting it flow through his 
withered lungs, leaking from the holes in his chest. 

“Good stuff, good stuff,” Captain Andy murmured, leaning 
back in his chair with a sigh of satisfaction. 

Wispy tendrils moved over his rotted brain, activating 
sparks of light and flashes of understanding and consciousness. 
Fresh hair always worked the fastest. His leathery muscles and 
stiff limbs seemed to melt into liquid goo. The guardian 
creatures of the hair gods visited him to teach the truths of 
existence. Too busy smoking to pay much attention, he 
appreciated their company anyway. 

Someone stood in front of him, someone not a mystical 
representative of another land. It took several more minutes 
before he recognized his chief security officer, Barry. Barry’s 
mouth moved in an attempt to speak to him. 

“What did you say about making custard out of a dead 
dog?” Captain Andy asked, trying to pay attention. 

“I said this guy begged for his life and his hair,” Barry 
responded. “He says he has information we should know about 
the vampire raiders.” 

For the first time, the captain grasped the fact that an 
average-looking human in worn-out khakis stood beside the 
security chief. Tilting his head from side to side, his neck 
snapping and popping with each movement, Captain Andy 
watched the human twitch and cower. Wanting to get the 
interruption over with and return to transcendent relaxation, the 
captain shrugged. “Speak,” he commanded. 

“Of course, gracious zombie pirate,” the human said with a 
bow. 

“Faster,” Captain Andy pressed. 
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Nodding, the human talked. “Just a few days ago, I had an 
encounter with your hated enemies, the vampire raiders,” he 
revealed, lips working even though his voice paused, rehearsing 
future words. “They attacked a space station I happened to be 
visiting and nearly everyone was killed.” 

“It’s what vampire raiders do,” the captain stated, finding it 
difficult to remain interested. “What’s your point?” 

“You should have seen them, coming from everywhere 
with swords and axes, chopping off heads and drinking blood!” 
the human announced. “I fought back, determined to protect the 
innocent! I killed a dozen, no more like five dozen ... hundred of 
those horrible vampire raiders, but they just kept coming! I knew 
someone had to survive, and that someone was me, so I decided 
to run.” 

“I don’t care,” Captain Andy growled. 
The human trembled slightly. “Well ... I managed to escape 

and, during the process, I was able to overhear something the 
vampire raiders said. They are after something that would make 
them the ultimate power in the galaxy. No one would be able to 
stand against them.” 

“We can’t have that!” Captain Andy announced. “We’ll 
have to go after what they’re after and get it first! What is it?” 

“They ... have learned of a planet known as Athenein,” the 
human revealed. “It is a planet orbiting a red sun, and it is the 
sun that is important. The vampires have learned the people 
from this planet would have super powers if brought into a solar 
system such as the one Venus, Earth, and Mars reside within, 
because of the radiation of the yellow sun. What’s even more 
dangerous is the fact they have learned if someone was to drink 
the blood ... or consume the flesh of one of these people and still 
have it in their digestive system when in the radiation of a 
yellow sun, such a person would have super powers as one of 
Athenein would ... or maybe even stronger!” 

The captain scratched at his chin, peeling free a layer of 
skin and tossing it aside. “Yes, yes, I see...” he muttered, 
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pretending he did. “So, obviously, it means the vampires intend 
to...” 

“They intend to raid Athenein,” the human finished; 
slightly more relaxed with the belief he had gained the trust of 
the zombie pirate. “They will make slaves of the people and put 
them into cryo-stasis to transport to Mars. Once on Mars, they 
will drink the blood of the Athenein people without waking 
them, using them like pre-packaged snacks, and use the 
superpowers to attack Earth. From there, it’s an easy thing for 
them to attack Venus. They’ve done it before, even when they 
had to avoid Earth.” 

“You’re right!” Captain Andy announced. “They did attack 
Venus before, and we were barely able to defend our home 
against them. If they managed to get the super powers of these 
people and take Earth, there would be no stopping them! We 
need to get to that planet first and get those people! Then we can 
eat them and we’ll have the super powers! We’ll see how Mars 
likes being attacked then!” A general groan of approval went up 
from the command deck, even from the crew who had not been 
paying attention. 

“So ... does this mean I can go back to the cruise ship?” the 
human inquired meekly, stepping away in case the captain 
decided to take a bite out of him. 

“Of course it does,” the captain responded. “Barry, get the 
coordinates for planet Athenein from our pal here, then shoot 
him back to his ship.” 

Taking hold of the human’s arm, the security chief led him 
from the command deck. The captain sank into his chair, sucking 
drags from the burning hair. In a few moments, he watched the 
sight on one of the viewscreens of a human body catapulted 
through space in the direction of the cruise ship. Captain Andy 
nodded appreciation at the security chief’s decision to use the 
trash ejector. 

Once the security chief returned with the coordinates for 
Athenein, the captain sat up slightly. Swimming in the 
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wonderful haze of his people’s harvest would not stop him from 
leading his ship and his proud kind to victory over the vampire 
raiders. Clearing his throat with a hacking cough, he summoned 
his most authoritative tone and commanded, “Set a course!” 

“What the hell does that mean?” the navigation officer 
grumbled. 
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Chapter 2 
 
 

Sitting upon a large, elaborately carved red stone bench 
marked by flowing, intricate designs, Marcus stared at the starry 
Martian night sky and waited. A breeze flowed over him. He did 
not feel it, could not tell if it held coldness or warmth. His pale 
skin ignored such external sensations. The same held true for all 
of his kind, so it did not bother him. What caused him to squirm 
originated not from the environment. The time spent waiting 
filled his concern. 

His eyes, attuned to the darkness of the night, scanned back 
and forth through the vast garden and the tall, strange plants 
clustered in thick, flowering bunches. Occasionally, he believed 
someone came his way. Each time, it would only turn out to be 
some statue of an ancient vampiric deity grimacing in the dark. 
The same statutes fooled him more than once. He forced himself 
to stare at the sky to keep his mind off the passing time. 

Shortly, he would return to the vastness of space, raiding 
distant settlements for the sake of his people. For the first time, 
he would serve with the rank of captain, and the anticipation 
neared physical pain. He continued on track to succeed with his 
goal of obtaining the respect of the nobles of Mars. If he 
managed to shine with a few successful, gloriously lucrative, 
blood-rich raids, obtaining the rank of Vampire Lord might be 
near. He needed to be certain he stood out from the other 
captains. He could see the title he desired when he closed his 
eyes, calling to him. Only when he possessed it would true 
happiness be in his grasp. 
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Slender, smooth arms wrapped around his chest. A warm 
sensation having nothing to do with the night air spread through 
him. She had managed to sneak up on him. She often did. 
Placing his hands on her ivory skin, he smiled, his heart 
expanding in a way it did only when in her presence. “Hello, 
Victoria,” he said. 

“Were you waiting long, Marcus?” she asked, lips brushing 
against his ear, sending a chill through his body. 

“Every second away from you is long, and each moment 
we’re together is far too brief,” he responded. 

She released her hold, moving around the bench with 
gliding steps. Around her billowed an extravagantly lacy 
sleeveless black dress trimmed with red ribbons. Done up in an 
elaborate bun held in place by a glittering red bow, her black 
hair shimmered in the moonlight, pale skin glowing. Focusing 
her dark eyes upon him, she smiled, lips coated in red lipstick 
parting to reveal perfectly white and gracefully elongated 
canines. 

“I’m sorry.” Sitting, she leaned into his shoulder, nuzzling 
against him. “My father was holding another ball, and he kept 
watching to make sure I was dancing with the other nobles. It 
wasn’t easy getting out of there without him noticing.” 

“Don’t worry,” he told her. “We won’t have to do this 
much longer. We won’t have to hide our love in the darkness of 
the gardens as though it’s some sort of monstrosity. Soon, we’ll 
be able to show them all how wonderful it can be when two 
people truly love each other.” 

“I’m afraid,” she revealed, hiding her face against his chest. 
“You’ve been so lucky to stay alive all these years on the raids, 
but it kills me when you go. Each time you leave, I’m afraid you 
won’t come back, and I’ll be alone. Now that you’re captain ... I 
have a bad feeling about it.” 

“It’ll be all right,” he promised, running a hand over the 
curve of her cheek. “I know what I’m doing. I bet it will only be 
a few years before I become a Vampire Lord and all our dreams 
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will come true. From then on, there won’t be any need for either 
of us to worry. We’ll be happy, and nobody, not even your 
father, will be able to deny it to us.” 

Silence arrived for a short time. They enjoyed the simple 
pleasure of being close. For the moment, none of their problems 
existed. Nobody forbade their love due to the restrictions of a 
vampire society dominated by class. Marcus did not constantly 
ride death’s shoulders with the risk of falling at any time. 
Nobody treated Victoria as a prisoner, forced to accept the 
courting efforts of effeminate vampire aristocracy caring more 
about perpetuating their bloodline and strengthening their 
power than the fates of those they ruled. For a short period of 
transitory seconds, perfection and the world merged into one, 
life only limited by the devotion two lovers held for each other. 

An electronic beep sounded from one of the newly 
appointed captain’s pockets, shattering the fragile veneer the 
pair constructed around themselves. Bringing out a small 
rectangle of metal, Marcus glanced to the screen upon it. He 
slumped his shoulders, standing. “I have to go. The final 
preparations are being made on my ship. I have to be there to 
make certain everything’s in order.” 

Reaching for his hand, Victoria held it firmly. “Come back 
safely for me. Remember me ... and stay alive.” 

“Nothing but you is worthy of being in my mind.” With a 
parting smile, he slipped away through the garden. 

 
* * * * * 

 
“Captain!” the weapons officer shouted, tearing Captain 

Marcus from the memory of the last moments with his beloved. 
“The station’s shields have been disabled, and the main laser 
cannons have been destroyed!” 

“Get into boarding position!” Captain Marcus shouted to 
his helmsman, switching on the intercom system. “Boarding 
party to attack positions!” Standing from the command chair, the 



BATTLE FOR BLOOD      Pedro Cerda & Daniel Stiles 
 

16 

vampire captain raced off the bridge to join the assault group. It 
remained the captain’s responsibility to lead and be at the head 
of the battle until the station fell under control. 

Designed small for the advantages of maneuverability and 
speed, the ships of the vampires possessed crew only numbering 
a couple hundred at the most. Rocketing towards the bulbous 
metal mushroom behemoth of the deep space station that 
housed upwards of several thousand people, the ship pulled 
alongside a weakly defended portion of the station’s hull. 

The triangular, almost conical body of the ship bordered on 
elegant in design. Quad wing-like protrusions jutted forward 
sharply, an hourglass in shape from the side view. Painted a 
rusty red, the sight proved capable of chilling the heart of the 
most hardened spacefarer. Written across the main body in black 
resided the words Mars Mangler. 

Turning the front tip of the ship towards the station, the 
helmsman slammed the points of the wings into the metal. He 
ignited a brief burst from the engine, sending the ship 
burrowing forward until the nose punctured. The front section 
of the Mars Mangler’s fuselage opened in triangular sections, 
clamping to the walls to hold the ship in place. The vampire 
raiders spilled out. Clad in brick red uniforms frayed and ripped 
from previous skirmishes, they poured into the cleanliness of the 
station, a virus invading a body. 

Only slight resistance met them at first, the size of the 
station spreading the security forces thin. Wielding axes, spears, 
and swords, the vampires tore through the few security officers 
trying to slow them. Dark blue, pristinely kept uniforms and 
shining badges offered little protection against biting blades and 
jabbing metal rending muscle and bone. Blood splashed across 
the glossy silver walls and floors, many of the raiders cringing at 
the waste. Understanding the time to feed had not arrived, they 
fought on. There would be more blood. 

Leading the way with a double-bladed axe, Captain Marcus 
charged through the corridors, hacking apart bodies standing in 
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his path. The further they progressed towards the command 
deck, the stronger resistance became. Thick metal doors fell, 
attempting to seal them away. The preternatural strength of the 
vampire force persistently battered such obstacles down. More 
and more of the station’s security forces popped up, slaughtered 
with casual ease by the howling marauders. Their laser guns 
equaled the effectiveness of throwing stones at the invaders. 

Coming upon a concentrated force of nearly fifty of the 
station’s security, the chaotic violence tore them apart in a storm 
of bloody turmoil. Only a stack of horribly mutilated corpses 
remained on a layer across the floor to represent the security 
force. Two of the vampires fell. Advancing, the raiders reached 
the command deck. 

Smashing through the fortified doors after only moments of 
concentrated effort, the vampires unleashed bedlam. The space 
station’s most important occupants, cowering in fear, did not 
remain intact. Appendages and heads flew across the vast room, 
splattering over control panels and monitors. Brute aggression 
dominated and, in seconds, the vampire raiders seized control of 
the deck. They remained the only beings standing among the 
carnage. 

Captain Marcus went to work, shutting down the station’s 
main security systems and defensive measures. The hard part 
ended. Any further fighting would be scattered and minimal. 
For most intents, the vampire raiders had defeated the defenders 
of the space station and did so faster than Marcus projected. The 
most important part of the raid waited, the vital part of every 
raid. They needed to collect food for their people. 

With the initial assault complete, the vampires no longer 
killed indiscriminately. They captured every person located, 
spreading through the decks of the space station and gathering 
whomever they found into the station’s main shuttle bay. There 
they set up the accumulation devices. 

One by one, they locked captives into a chair, a thick needle 
inserted into the throat by an attachment. The individual’s blood 
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drained to the point of death, sucking through a tube into metal 
storage chambers filled and transported to the ship. From the 
ship, the containers transported to Mars to feed the planet’s 
people by way of a special tachyon transportation chamber built 
into every vampire ship. It allowed the blood to go where 
needed without the ship traveling to the planet. 

Standing on a catwalk dozens of feet above the deck of the 
shuttle bay, Captain Marcus oversaw all below with a brooding 
gaze. He had completed so many raids on planets, space 
stations, and multiple outposts, the sights held common 
familiarity. Having thought he might have felt different with it 
being his first raid as captain, he discovered it did not. He 
completed his job and only experienced the same sense of relief 
he did every time he survived. As long as he continued 
surviving, it meant he could return to his waiting Victoria. 

He bitterly watched the containers of blood carried away. 
The collecting never ended no matter how much they managed 
to gather. At home, the situation never changed. The aristocracy 
of Mars lived as royalty, never wanting for blood. Everyone else 
suffered. The majority of Mars, oppressed by the supposed noble 
breeding of the elite, always starved. Housed in shacks, barely 
possessing enough strength to complete ordinary jobs for the 
planet’s overlords, they existed as nothing more than slaves. 

Captain Marcus had been a part of it. He remembered not 
being able to get out of bed because his legs would not support 
the scant weight of his thin body. He remembered hanging 
around the ports when ships returned; trying to lick traces of 
blood from empty transport containers. He drank the thin fluids 
of friends after they died, never getting more than a drop or two 
of sustenance, sucking until the corpse reverted to dust. At the 
time, he did not particularly hate the nobles. He figured they 
accomplished something special to entitle them and, until he did 
the same, he did not deserve such status. His naiveté brought a 
shudder. Eventually, he managed to escape the only way the 
poor could, by service in the vampire raiders. 



Pedro Cerda & Daniel Stiles      The Blood Feud 
 

19 

He understood he helped to keep his planet in its current 
state. The blood he gathered never made it to the people needing 
it, at least never in quantities sufficient to be of help. He only 
assisted the nobles to remain in power by supplying them with 
the means to exert their dominance. They controlled the blood, 
so they controlled every vampire on Mars. Often he dreamed of 
doing something to change it all, overthrow the tyrants in charge 
and distribute the blood equally to everyone. He even concocted 
several plans to accomplish it. Most of those aspirations died 
when he met Victoria. 

In his first year of service with the vampire raiders, he 
participated in an attack on Venus. Almost the entire vampire 
raider fleet participated. The nobles wanted the zombie pirates 
off Venus. They wanted to expand their empire, and Earth stood 
too heavily defended. Instead, they went for the next closest 
planet with people to rule. The results had been enough to keep 
the aristocracy from ever making such a decision again. 

Marcus had been the only survivor from his ship when it 
crashed on the surface of Venus. He remained stranded on the 
zombie planet for several days. Eventually, he managed to steal 
a small shuttle and return to Mars. Celebrated as a hero, he 
received invitations to noble functions where he served as a 
novelty item for them to gawk at. 

The experience had not been enjoyable until he set eyes on 
Victoria’s beautiful face. He became enamored with her as he 
had with no other before or since. Not only the loveliest person 
he had ever seen, only she did not treat him as some plaything. 
To his surprise, she became interested in him as well, and their 
romance bloomed in the most carefully guarded way they could 
manage. 

Sneaking out whenever she could, Victoria spent as much 
time as possible with him whenever he returned to Mars. It ate 
at him inside to know he could never marry her. Nobles could 
not fraternize with the lower class and, if someone discovered 
their love, slow death waited for him. Achieving the rank of 
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Vampire Lord stood as his only choice. With such a title, he 
could openly pursue her. He would not screw it up by messing 
with the way society on Mars functioned. 

He cared about the state of Mars and wished for change, 
but he would not sacrifice Victoria for it. Having spent his life 
scraping by without true hope in his life, he had something to 
look forward to now. The suffering of others would not turn him 
from it. There had been a time when he wallowed among them. 
He wanted his turn for happiness. 

“Captain Marcus,” someone said from beside him in a deep 
voice, tearing him from his thoughts. 

“Yes?” he asked, turning to the massive form of his chief of 
security, Claudius. The frightened form of a human trembled 
beside the vampire, average looking with worn-out khakis. 

“This human is begging for his blood,” the security chief 
revealed, holding him around the neck. “He says he has 
information to barter with, information he believes will give 
strength to Mars.” 

Giving a discerning glare, Marcus caused the human to 
flinch. “What information do you think that would be, human?” 
he asked, not bothering to hide doubt from his voice. 

“Have ... have you ever heard of the planet Athenein?” he 
put forth in a hopeful tone. 

“I can’t be bothered with learning the names of every 
planet,” Marcus replied. “Is there some reason I should know of 
this place.” 

“Yes, yes there is,” the human insisted, nodding 
vigorously. “It is a planet that can make you the ultimate power 
in the galaxy.” 

Claudius slapped him, knocking him to the ground. “Get to 
the point, human! The captain doesn’t have all day to waste with 
your inane and idiotic babble.” 

Unsteadily returning to his feet in a hunched, timid stance, 
the human went on. “Athenein orbits a red sun,” he revealed, 
peeking to the security chief every few seconds. “It is the sun 
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that is important. The people from this planet would have super 
powers if brought into a solar system such as the one Mars, 
Earth, and Venus reside within, because of the radiation of the 
yellow sun. More than that, if you drink the blood of one of these 
people, and still have it in your digestive system when in the 
radiation of the yellow sun, you would have super powers as 
one of Athenein would! Because you are already so strong, it 
would make you unstoppable. Not even Earth would be able to 
stand against you, and Venus would fall easily.” 

Listening cautiously, Marcus could not deny that he found 
himself intrigued by the possibilities. If he obtained such power 
and orchestrated a takeover of Venus and even Earth, he could 
certainly claim a noble title. Vampire Lord would not be the 
limit of his advancement if he succeeded with such a grand 
scheme. He could gain enough influence to change things for the 
better on Mars. If the human told the truth, it sat in his grasp. 

The human recognized the vampire captain’s interest and 
pressed forward. “You could make slaves of the people on 
Athenein,” he suggested. “Put them into cryo-stasis so you can 
transport them to Mars. There, you could drink the blood 
without even waking them and use the superpowers for your 
attacks. No one would be able to stand against the vampires!” 

Nodding, Marcus felt himself already excited at what it all 
could mean for his people and for his love. “Very well, human. 
You have earned the right to keep your blood. Set him free, 
Claudius.” 

With a few angry grumbles, the security chief took the 
human away. Watching, Marcus returned attention to the 
operations below with an unaccustomed smile. Never before had 
a better life felt so tangible. Very soon, everything would be 
different. 
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Chapter 3 
 
 

Sitting at his wobbly desk piled so high with paperwork, 
data disks, and books, he could not even find his computer 
screen, Francois flipped through the pamphlet on his keyboard. 
It consisted of condensed information regarding the history, 
culture, and customs of the human race. He enjoyed learning 
about the people of other planets, a hobby from childhood, and 
excitement quivered through him at the opportunity to apply 
such knowledge to practical use for the first time. Though he 
loved learning about other beings, he had never met one. Now 
he had the chance. 

The day before, a human crashed on the planet of Athenein 
after his personal star cruiser malfunctioned. He survived, 
thanks in large part to the surgical skill of Athenein doctors, yet 
no one knew how to deal with him. His appearance possessed 
great similarity to Athenein people with the exception of 
exhibiting a pinkish pallor rather than the varying shades of 
purple making up their skin. All the basic elements compared 
from head to toe. Still, the Athenein people did not frequently 
deal with aliens. Their interactions with those from other worlds 
remained limited because of the relative isolation of their planet 
and the level of their technology. Unsure of how to care for the 
human properly, they came to Francois. 

His older brother, Felipe, claimed the post of district leader 
for the area where the human landed. He knew Francois held a 
passion for alien cultures, so he appointed him head of the 
newly created Human Committee. He needed to ensure the 
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human’s comfort until he chose to leave the planet. Those 
involved hoped the human would enjoy his time so much that 
he would tell others on Earth about his stay. Athenein could 
afterwards see many visits from humans wanting to experience 
the kindness and splendor of the planet. Such an influx from a 
species more technologically advanced than Athenein could 
catapult them forward in the fields of science, philosophy, and 
perhaps even social sensibilities. The Athenein people all craved 
progress and understood that being able to hear different ideas 
and different views aided them in reaching such a goal. 

Some in the district council objected to the position 
Francois received, basing concerns on experience consisting only 
of being a low-level bureaucrat in charge of roadway 
maintenance. His brother insisted, stating he knew Francois 
possessed more knowledge on alien cultures than the entire 
council combined. Ultimately, the council relented to Felipe’s 
recommendations. They always did. Challenging Felipe’s 
decisions never succeeded. Everyone swung to his point of view 
eventually. 

At times, Francois felt jealous of his brother. Felipe gained 
everything in life people worked so hard for, and obtained it 
with casual, almost criminal ease. In school, he had always been 
the most popular kid. His grades excellent, he starred in 
athletics, and the girls adored him. Francois scraped by his entire 
life in all of those fields, watching his brother spring ahead, 
catapulting through the intricate world of politics with ease. 
Two years ago, Felipe became the youngest person to reach the 
rank of district leader. Everyone expected him to run for planet 
head at the next elections in a couple more years, and no one 
doubted he would win. Francois occasionally wondered what 
his brother would do once he reached the top. He supposed it 
did not matter. Whatever his brother decided from that point, he 
would be successful. 

Everything Francois possessed in life he owed in some way 
to his brother. He received preferential treatment in school from 
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teachers and other kids because of his brother, gained his job 
because of his brother, and got to deal with the human because 
of his brother. When he thought of it, he sometimes became 
angry. It made him believe that he never faced a test of his spirit, 
never accomplished anything for himself. 

Laziness took over. He looked for his brother to help him 
whenever a difficult situation stood in his path. He could have 
gone off by himself into an entirely different career, tried to 
make his name. He held no desire for it. Sometimes he boiled in 
fury over his attitude. It always returned to the fact that he loved 
his brother and enjoyed his help. He figured himself not the sort 
of man who stood out. Some always took the foreground, and 
others remained in the background. Francois did not feel 
comfortable trying to push his way into the spotlight. Leaving 
that sort of thing to Felipe seemed best. Francois accepted his 
spot. 

Glancing to the clock on the wall of his small office, he 
smiled. Time drew near to meet with the human. Having meant 
to leave early in order to ensure he arrived on time, he became 
too involved reading about Earth culture. He stood, shoving the 
pamphlet into his vest pocket. Brushing back his thick, scruffy 
black hair with one of his hands, he straightened his dark 
colored shirt and slacks before exiting. On the way out, he told 
his secretary to consider him unreachable for the remainder of 
the day and rushed through the wide white marble corridor of 
the district’s governmental building. 

It took time to reach the front entrance, his office deep 
within the structure. Winding through several passages and 
maneuvering between the crowds of workers bustling from 
different offices, he arrived at his destination. Stepping out of the 
massive opening at the front of the governmental building, he 
strode between the towering marble columns. He took a few 
steps down the carved stairs, descending dozens of feet to street 
level and paused, directing his gaze to the scenery. 

Sweeping his gaze over the elegantly crafted domes 
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capping some of the surrounding structures, the frescoes and 
friezes decorating others, the statues and fountains dotting the 
roadways and sidewalks, he smiled. Throngs of people walked 
the sides of cobblestone streets. None rushed, strolling at paces 
all their own. Some sat beside the fountains, dipping cups into 
the water, enjoying the warm weather in languid poses. Some 
went up or down the stairs near Francois, and he heard bits of 
friendly conversations. They spoke of politics, of the state of 
their people, of the conditions of their minds. A breeze moved 
over him, bringing to his nose the sweet fragrance of blossoming 
flowers. He never tired of appreciating the beauty of Athenein, 
both in its physical appearance and its people. 

After a few moments, he forced himself to continue down 
the steps. He had an appointment to keep. He would not want to 
give the human a bad impression about his people by way of 
tardiness. Hailing a repulser scooter, he waited for it to glide 
beside him. He hopped onto the back, directing the driver to 
take him to the hospital. 

 
* * * * * 

 
Entering the human’s private hospital room on the 

building’s second floor, Francois located the man standing in 
front of the window, staring toward the city. The human stood 
an average size for both a human and a native of Athenein, 
dressed in a worn-out khaki outfit. Doctors advised Francois the 
human spoke the common tongue, so they could communicate 
linguistically. Several others had chatted with him already 
without problems. Francois only needed to show the human the 
greatness of Athenein, catering to what human culture 
appreciated most. 

“Excuse me,” Francois said, bringing the attention of the 
human away from the window. “My name is Francois, and I am 
head of the Human Committee.” Making use of his studies on 
humans, he extended his hand in order for the human to shake it 
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in a common greeting. 
The human walked over, grasped his hand, moving it up 

and down. “Hey, my name is Dudley,” he responded in a dull 
tone. Francois decided to follow with another human ritual to 
perk him up. 

Yanking Dudley towards him, he slammed their heads 
together. The human fell in surprise, and Francois felt a rush of 
pain. He shook it off, trying to ignore the sensation to make the 
human feel more at home. 

“What the hell was that for?” Dudley demanded, rubbing 
his forehead and the bruise forming there. 

“Didn’t mean to surprise you, but I’m well-versed in a lot 
of your human culture, so I hope this experience will be like 
hanging out with one of your own kind,” Francois announced, 
proud of the progress. “I know a lot of your athletes greet each 
other in such a way, and I wanted you to feel like we’re on the 
same team. So, how are you doing today?” 

“Fine, I guess, considering I almost died yesterday,” the 
human answered. “That was the worst crash I’ve ever been 
involved in ... at least without there being a vicious battle where 
I’m totally outnumbered but defeating the enemy anyway. Still, I 
don’t ever want to be that close to death again.” 

“Be assured that as long as you are in our care, we will 
keep you safe,” Francois told him. “You were tended to by the 
best doctors on Athenein, and will be treated as an honored 
guest during your stay.” 

“Uh ... thanks,” Dudley said. “So ... how long until I can 
hop a ship out of here and head back to Earth?” 

“Well, unfortunately, we do not have any space traveling 
technology of our own in order to provide you with an entirely 
new ship,” Francois said. “However, we do have technicians 
working on the vehicle you arrived in, and they are capable of 
fixing the damage done during the crash. Luckily, the engine 
and reactor were unharmed, or we would be unable to do 
anything for you. All the structural damage is within our 
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capabilities to fix. It is believed they will be able to repair it to a 
functioning capacity within a few days. In the meantime, you are 
to be shown the wonders of our society.” 

“How ... interesting,” Dudley commented. “But perhaps I 
should check on the status of my ship.” 

“Nonsense!” Francois announced, wrapping an arm around 
one of the human’s and grasping his hand in the way he had 
read that human pairs walked together. “It’s my job to show you 
a good time!” 

Dudley looked to Francois with a queer gaze, trying to pull 
away, yet not succeeding. “I ... uh ... I really don’t need a ... good 
time. In fact, maybe I should lie down for a while ... alone.” 

“Don’t be silly,” Francois pressed, leading the human out of 
the room with their bodies close. “I assure you, this will be 
something you won’t forget for the rest of your life, all the way 
up to the happy ending.” Exiting, the Athenein leaned his head 
on the human’s shoulder. 

 
* * * * * 

 
“You said Athenein orbits a red sun, right?” Dudley put 

forth, poking with his spoon at the bowl of pickle-flavored ice 
cream Francois had asked the dessert shop to make for him. 

“That is correct,” Francois confirmed, finishing the super 
chocolate sundae he ordered for himself. 

The pair had toured the city for the entire afternoon. 
Dudley viewed the morgue and the cemetery, because Francois 
read humans obsessed over death. He visited the bank because 
humans liked money. Taken to the library, he received stacks of 
books on the history of Athenein religion because humans had a 
tendency towards religious fanaticism. Francois even convinced 
two strangers to fight for the sake of entertaining the human, 
since humans enjoyed watching violence. The fight, what 
someone might see between two roughhousing siblings, ended 
with jovial laughter from the individuals involved. 
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“There was an illustrated story from ancient Earth that had 
a character from a planet with a red sun,” Dudley revealed. 

“Really?” Francois asked, sitting up at attention with the 
news. “I wonder if there could have been some sort of 
interaction between our two races we don’t know about. Perhaps 
there was some way to transport between our planets, 
technology long forgotten. It could explain how similar our 
peoples are.” 

“Maybe,” Dudley admitted with an indifferent shrug. 
“What was interesting about this story was the character from 
the red sun possessed super powers when he was in the 
radiation of the yellow sun Earth orbits. He was really fast, really 
strong, and had super vision and hearing.” 

Francois burst into laughter. “That’s ridiculous,” he said 
between chuckles. “There would be utterly no scientific basis for 
such a thing. Who could come up with such a foolish concept?” 

Showing disappointment, Dudley pushed the bowl of ice 
cream away. “So, you don’t think any of your people would 
have super powers if brought to Earth?” 

“Of course not,” Francois answered. “The very notion is the 
height of fiction. We would be just like a human on Earth.” 

“Oh,” Dudley murmured, sighing. He leaned back in the 
wooden chair, glancing to the mural covering the barrel-vaulted 
ceiling above. It showed a starry night sky. “That makes sense ... 
I suppose.” 

“It sure does,” Francois confirmed. “It’s too bad we can’t 
visit Earth since we don’t have the ability to build the sort of 
interstellar vehicles your people are capable of. We would 
certainly welcome any visitors who came our way though. We 
are a hospitable people, and we love to have visitors.” 

“That’s ... nice,” Dudley commented. 
“It is nice, and Athenein is a nice place,” Francois 

continued. “We only wish everybody could come and 
experience it for themselves.” 

“Yeah, that would be wonderful,” Dudley distractedly 
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agreed. “So, when do you think I can get to my ship?” 
“Soon, soon,” Francois promised. “For now, let me tell you 

about all the great alcoholic beverages we make...” 
 

* * * * * 
 

For Francois, it had been a wonderful three days. He felt 
exceedingly lucky to develop a rapport with a being of a 
different race, and felt proud he had shown the human much of 
what Athenein had to offer. Assuring both his brother and the 
council he had obtained the human’s personal guarantee to 
direct more people to visit Athenein, he received thunderous 
applause in response. He could not remember the last time he 
had been so happy. 

Every person of importance on Athenein stood at the 
launch point on a vast flat field outside of the city to see the 
human away. The place possessed the atmosphere of an 
important ceremony. His brother and all of the district council 
attended. The lead scholars and professors of all of the 
universities on the planet watched. To the amazement of 
Francois, the planetary head even showed. Overwhelmed, 
Francois felt happy to be a part of it. In farewell, he patted the 
human on the butt and told him good game. 

Francois watched Dudley climb the ramp into the saucer-
shaped smooth metal of his ship. He looked back once, an 
expression of near irritation on his face. Francois knew it as a 
façade for the remorse he experienced at leaving. The Athenein 
understood his situation. The human had responsibilities, so he 
said. He followed a schedule, living a life on the go. One day, 
perhaps, they would see him again. 

Watching the ramp ascend and the opening on the craft’s 
hull seal, Francois choked the emotion rising within at the sight. 
The craft lifted into the sky with fluid, smooth movements, 
rocketing beyond the clouds. Everyone waved farewells, staring 
a short time before shuffling off. Eventually, only Francois and 
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his brother remained. Reaching over, Felipe patted his younger 
sibling on the shoulder. 

“You did well,” he stated. 
Francois looked to him. His brother stood tall, muscular 

with well-defined features. Smiling, he flashed perfect teeth. 
Even the usual insecurities Francois experienced when around 
him did not surface. He felt too good for it. “Thanks.” 

One of the departing council members called for Felipe, 
and he nodded towards him. “Keep it up,” he told Francois. “It 
looks like we could have a lot of work for you in the future, once 
more humans start arriving.” That said, he went to the council 
member. 

Directing his eyes to the sky once more, Francois let a smile 
creep onto his lips. It remained until night fell and he wandered 
home. He agreed with what his brother told him. There would 
be a lot of work for him in the future. He could feel it in his 
heart. 



 

 

 


