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Voyages

Is love a curse or their salvation?

One man with a vision and a Vampyre aristocracy with an agenda. Out of it was born the future of passion—the future of everything.

Emmanuel Laskar d'Font made his decision. He wanted to set the world free and save human lives. He had renounced his throne and betrayed the Coven to discover the secrets that dwell in the mind of his former mate, Queen Mireya of Varinia.

He was the first Vampyre to lead the rebellion against the Coven and fall in love with a woman who would change everything. From king to viscount to vagabond, Emmanuel knew the choices he’d make would lead to ruin.

Still, they were necessary to protect the ones he loved. For the sake of his daughter and his love, he would take this dangerous voyage. To him, the philosophy of passion without restraint was the answer. In him, the world would be changed forever.
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The Words of Emmanuel
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“ONE DOES NOT DEFY THE laws written by Markandeyi the First, Emmanuel. The Coven has chosen you as its leader. You will take your rightful place as king of Varinia!” shouts Archduke Ojas. I have always followed every order the Coven has handed me. Although, this time, I’m afraid they’re demanding too much. I never asked to be king of Varinia. It is for this reason I have chosen to renounce my crown and live freely.

The philosophical differences between the Coven and me are just too significant. I’ve turned my back on that which I had sworn to protect. It wasn’t a difficult decision. Queen Mireya of Varinia, my passionless mate whom I was forced to bond with, made it simple for me. She and the archduke keep secrets from me, and they’ve been questioning my loyalty to high-ranking members of the Coven for centuries. How can they blame me? After they extracted my DNA while I slept, I lost all trust in them.  

While my daughter, Evangeline, was born out of that betrayal, I still love her very much. She’s the only one who understands my plight. Of everything I have seen and learned over the centuries, I know this one truth: the Coven is what’s wrong with the world. Subjugating the masses and suppressing passion and love is no way to live.

Vampyres now rule this world, and with the death of Markandeyi the First, I see no reason to continue his proclamations. Therefore, renouncing my status as king is the only choice I have left. Evangeline will understand, for I am doing this for her—for the future of everyone, Vampyre and human alike.  
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1.  Cast Out
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EMMANUEL, IN DEEP THOUGHT, sat on a stone just outside the gate of Varinia. No one disturbed him; no one even dared approach him. He was to be cast out of the Coven’s palace this day for venturing to the nine kingdoms and spreading his philosophy of acceptance and emotional free will.

The moment he’d met with the queen of the Academicus kingdom, he’d known this day would come. Far too many nobles there were loyal to the Coven. Still, he’d attempted, risking everything to spread the word. When he returned to Varinia, Darmoth and his brother had interrogated him relentlessly. He hadn’t denied what he had done. He’d willingly given them the information they’d asked for. 

Whatever horrid things they had in mind didn’t affect his will to come forth with the truth. Spreading the word was something he’d always known needed to be done, regardless of the consequences. This was what he wanted to become, for the future of his species. The freedom to love and live freely was something he’d always longed for. Being cast out of Varinia for the sake of that dream was something he was willing to risk. 

Queen Mireya, Archduke Ojas, and the Countess of Orias approached him from all sides, holding white cloths and dressed in hooded red robes.

“Have you come to kill me?” he said, ready to face his fate. 

“Get undressed,” said Queen Mireya. Everyone else in attendance stood in stillness, waiting to see what Emmanuel would do. 

“For what reason?” he said. He rose up from the stone. The queen approached him and grabbed his shirt with both hands seductively. 

“You must be cleansed. The Coven’s royal nobility must be purified from you. You gave up your rightful place by my side, and you refused the title of Count. Now here you stand, just as insolent as ever, spreading words that could end everything we’ve built. We are here to wash you of your royal lineage. You will be cast out of the Coven’s palace. We will allow you to live as a viscount in the forest of Varinia. This is your last chance, Emmanuel Laskar d’Font. One more infraction and you will be cast out of Varinia as a vagabond. Now, get undressed,” she said. 

Emmanuel didn’t resist. He lifted his arms so the queen could remove his shirt. The countess took a step toward him, got down on both knees, and removed his pants. The archduke ripped off his boxer shorts, exposing Emmanuel’s muscled, nude body. 

“I should have taken you by force when I had the chance,” said the countess, caressing his firm backside. Shame overcame him, as he stood there, exposed to all of Varinia on view screens in every corner of the kingdom. The countess knelt behind Emmanuel and spread his butt cheeks while licking the small of his back. 

“Yes, I definitely should have taken you,” she said, reaching around to grab his cock. 

“Countess! We are not here for that. Behave yourself!” shouted Queen Mireya. The countess released him and backed away in submission. 

“Someday, I will have what I want. You can give it to me of your own volition, or I can take it by force. The choice is yours,” she whispered to him before rejoining the queen and the archduke. The three of them took their white cloths and wiped down his entire body.  

His pale skin glistened with streams of cloudy liquid. The queen spread his legs and rubbed his inner thighs. Against his will, he became aroused, intensifying the shame smothering his ego. The archduke concentrated solely on his bright red hair, stroking away the nobility in this public ritual. “His cock is mine,” said the countess before kneeling to wipe his genitals. 

“That area will remain untouched,” said the queen. The countess scoffed and stood up. She’d wanted his virginity for decades, yet the opportunity had never presented itself—until now. With Emmanuel reduced to a viscount, she could have her way with him whenever she chose. No longer did he outrank her or her mate. She would’ve taken him right there in front of everyone if it were not for the queen’s insistent reliance on ritual protocol. The urge was too strong to fight, so she hastily finished the front part of his body and backed away. 

Her fangs were extended, and the bloodlust in her eyes was not lost on Emmanuel. He’d avoided her for the better part of a century. He knew she would eventually take what she wanted. In his vulnerable position, he also knew those within the Coven who’d been waiting for his fall from grace were now licking their fangs in delight. 

He would not survive long in the forest. If the Countess of Orias didn’t rip him apart in a bloody lust-fueled orgy, then surely, the archduke would have him abducted and tortured the moment he was out of the queen’s sight. He had to develop an exit strategy—soon. 

They finished cleansing his body and tossed him a black robe. The countess could not take her glowing red eyes off his pulsing manhood, much to the queen’s displeasure. 

“The both of you may leave now,” said Queen Mireya. Emmanuel covered himself with the robe while trying to hide his shame. Being nude may be the way of the Vampyre, but he chose to live more modestly. Being forced to expose himself to the entire kingdom was something that would haunt him for a while. The queen approached him and pulled him close, fangs dripping with saliva. 

“Emmanuel Laskar d’Font, you are hereby stripped of your position. You are to leave the Coven’s palace at once. You will live in the banished lands of Varinia for eternity. For violating Coven rules and threatening our way of life, I decree this to be so. It is my deepest hope that in your solitude, you will contemplate your mistakes and rethink your idiotic ideology of free will and love. The Vampyre must leave these insignificant human conations behind. They are things of the past and will remain there so long as the Coven exists,” she proclaimed.

Two guards approached him from behind and placed their hands on his shoulders. 

“There will be no need for that,” Emmanuel said. He pulled away. The head gate guard, Baldassare, told them to stand down. “I’ll take him there myself,” he said with a stone-cold look. The guards retreated while the queen, with eyes locked on Emmanuel, pulled him closer to her. 

“If I harbored any sexual desires, I would have taken you the first night we were paired. Unfortunately, this will never happen. Whatever chance you think you had to see your daughter has vanished. Anastacia will become more than you ever could. Take him,” she shouted. She pushed him into Baldassare’s arms. Emmanuel stumbled before regaining his footing. 

“You’re just as cold as Markandeyi—heartless, unforgiving, and cruel. Both of my daughters will someday come to find me, and when they do, the Coven and all of its decaying laws will be exposed. They will see you for what you truly are.” 

“Really? And what am I?” she countered. 

“Immortal yet dead inside, just like every other Coven member here. Living eternally without love, without passion, is a fate worse than death. Evangeline understood this, as will Anastacia. They will grow to hate you, Mireya.” 

“Evangeline is already dead to me. I know you helped her escape, but we will find her, and she will meet the same fate as her lover. I won’t need Anastacia’s love, only her obedience. Now, get this scum out of my sight!” she bellowed. Emmanuel shook his head in disgust and followed Baldassare through the gates back into Varinia. Black clouds hovered overhead, and it began to rain. The queen welcomed it, as she did anything melancholy. “Fate,” she said, holding out her arms as the thick raindrops soaked her. “Darmoth was right after all. This is fate.” 
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2.  Escape
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TEN YEARS HAD PASSED since Emmanuel had been banished from the palace. In that time, he hadn’t seen much of anyone. An eternity of solitude would drive anyone mad, and his time alone was already starting to wear on him. Long ago, he’d discovered Queen Mireya’s order to increase production of human blood, which forced the humans to hand over more people during the Offering. 

He’d never tasted human blood himself, and he felt it was his duty to save as many people as possible. Compassion was a foreign concept to many Vampyres, but it wasn’t lost on him. He, like many of the other elders in the Coven, had once been human, and while his counterparts elected to leave such sentiments behind with their humanity, Emmanuel chose to hold on to them. Regardless of how many centuries passed, he would not allow himself to become one of them. Some shred of humanity would always be with him, no matter the horrors he witnessed in the human processing centers. 

While in captivity, the only person who came to see him was his friend Baldassare, who visited him now and then with news of what was happening back in civilization. 

Baldassare had also helped him get into the Offering Center, where he’d saved those people who were guilty of no crime. Knowing the humans he’d rescued couldn’t return to Hymane, he helped them set up a life of seclusion in the Shadow Lands. Doing so helped him cope with the torment of never being able to see his daughters. Somehow, it made him feel as if he was righting the wrongs the Coven inflicted upon the world. 

Deep in his heart rang a song of woe for his daughter Evangeline. He hadn’t been able to make contact with her since that day he’d heard her screams of heartbreak—the day her lover died—and from the looks of things, he’d never be able to.

In his mind, the Coven had taken everything from him, and now the time had come to take from them. For an immortal, time passed faster. The years became hours and the decades became days. It seemed like only yesterday he’d been humiliated in front of the entire kingdom. 

For the last decade, that incident had riddled his mind. It had only reinforced his motives to bring about the end of the Coven’s rule. More than anything, he wanted to see his daughter Anastacia, which motivated him in rebelling against this powerful enemy. It wasn’t until Baldassare introduced him to a Vampyre he knew and trusted that Emmanuel became sure of the rebellion. Na’teev Abdel Nour, the Chief Operations Officer for Intelligence and Tactics for the Coven. 

Na’teev harbored the same sentiments as his former king. Neither understood why the Coven kept its reasons for these laws a secret. The only thing they knew was that the truth had to be revealed. Free will and passion were not emotions that were meant to be repressed—they should be felt and expressed fully, without restrictions. Thus, Na’teev agreed to help Emmanuel in his quest to create a new kingdom, a new society where human and Vampyre alike could live as they so choose. 

Many nobles in Varinia wanted a new way of life, yet none of them dared challenge the Coven’s rule, particularly with Queen Mireya at its head. Emmanuel was the only person who had the courage and the will to defy, that which had ruled since the age of the Vampyre, came to be. Therefore, this night, Na’teev and Baldassare would do the unthinkable—something that, if they were caught, would cost them their freedom. They would help Emmanuel escape into the Shadow Lands, where he would meet those loyal to his cause. He would build strength, calling upon all those who believed as he did within the nine kingdoms to help in overthrowing this aristocracy. 

He knew where this road would lead—he knew the risk. Nevertheless, this was something he had to do, not for his own sake, but for the sakes of his offspring. His mind was made up. Na’teev would help him escape this night. Emmanuel gathered everything he would need for the journey and bid his isolated home of the last ten years goodbye. With his bag strapped to his back, he approached Na’teev, looking for reassurance that this would work. 

The night had descended, and it was only a matter of time before the countess would make her way to his home. She’d waited a decade for this opportunity, as the queen had forbidden her from making contact with him. She’d had enough of waiting, and with the queen and the countess’s mate, the Count of Orias, busy at the Offering Center, this was her only chance to take what she sought after. Therefore, she would take what she desired. 

It was the way of the Vampyre. If it weren’t for Baldassare overhearing her plans to force herself onto Emmanuel, he would have been entirely taken off guard. He had no choice but to leave tonight. Her lust-influence was far too powerful, and her savagery when it came to sex was well known throughout Varinia. Given the centuries of built-up sexual tension she wanted to unleash upon him, he was convinced he would not survive it. 

Like the black widow spider, she would devour him during intercourse, little by little, until there was nothing left. That was not how he wanted to meet his end. 

He and Na’teev made their escape out of the protective field through the south end of Varinia. Going through the city to the north exit was far too risky. It would be a long journey, traveling around Varinia to get to the Shadow Lands, but the risk of doing so was much less as opposed to the alternative.

“Are you ready for this?” asked Na’teev as they strode across the muddy terrain, passing through thick fog. The protective field was emitting its usual bright red aura as they approached. 

“I’ve been ready for the last ten years,” he responded. They held up their hands and walked out through the field. Their goal was to make it to the Shadow Lands before dawn. There wasn’t any other way of escape. If the sun shined its bright golden rays before they made it there, they would be as good as ash. 

Fleeing back behind the protective field would find them in the clutches of the Coven, and Na’teev’s involvement would be exposed. They had to run—fast. Varinia was a vast kingdom, and even at top Vampyre speed, it would take hours for them to get around. 

“I can make it on my own, Na’teev. You don’t have to come with me,” said Emmanuel, thinking of Na’teev’s safety. Na’teev smiled and kneeled to tighten the laces on his boots. 

“You think I’m going to allow you to have all the fun?” he said. Emmanuel smiled back at him and pulled two blood bags out of his backpack. 

“Drink up. You’ll need your energy,” he said, tossing Na’teev one. They each bit down on the mouth guard and drank their fill. They’d need their strength if they planned to run all the way to the front of this massive kingdom before daybreak. Emmanuel stretched his legs and tied his long red hair into a knot. 

“That’s a good idea. With your red hair and my blue, we’re going to look like a swirl of merged purple running through the fog,” said Na’teev. He tied his hair, as well, and threw his empty blood bag to the ground. With everything secured, they took a few steps deeper into the fog. Then, using the protective field’s radiant glow as a beacon, they took off running into the night, hopeful they’d make it into the Shadow Lands in time.  
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3.  Saving Innocence
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THE FOG HAD DISSIPATED, and they’d made it midway to the Shadow Lands after having run for hours. They still had plenty of night left, so they decided to take a break and feed on a couple of blood bags before they continued. The moon’s glow lit up the night sky for them as they relaxed on the autumn leaves scattered over the muddy ground where they lay. 

“Think fast!” shouted Emmanuel as he tossed a blood bag at Na’teev’s head. He stumbled to his feet and caught it in midair. Emmanuel chuckled. 

“Don’t do that!” scolded Na’teev with a smile. They both started to drink. The wolves in the distance howled at the moon, the only sounds that ravaged the night in that area. 

“You’re an unusual Vampyre, my king,” said Na’teev. 

Emmanuel finished his blood bag and lay back down on the wet, muddy leaves, fingers intertwined behind his head. “I am no longer your king, Na’teev. Please just address me as Emmanuel.” 

Na’teev lay beside him in the same position. “You’ll always be my king, Emmanuel. Regardless of the length of your tenure as king, it was a great time to be alive. Never in the history of Varinia did we have more freedom than under your rule.” 

“I understand what you mean. However, if I hadn’t forfeited the crown, the Coven would have forced me out, regardless. The way they saw it, I was
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