
  
    [image: Outer Red - Part 4: At The End Of The Well]
  


  
    
      Outer Red - Part 4: At The End Of The Well

    

    
      
        Jeff Walker

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Jeff Walker Books]
        

      

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        A Mission In Jeopardy…

      

      
        1. Of Kingdoms and Domains

      

      
        2. Well Of Sadness

      

      
        3. Trouble in the Stars

      

      
        4. The Other Side Of The World

      

      
        5. Not Without A Fight

      

      
        6. A Riding Hood To The End

      

      
        7. Lake Of Sorrows

      

      
        8. In Fields Of Fire

      

      
        9. Underwater Well

      

      
        10. Farewell To The Peggs

      

      
        11. Thy Kingdom Be Done

      

      
        12. Prey Versus Hunter

      

      
        13. Mission Completed

      

      
        14. Grand Red Huntsman

      

      
        Beyond Uncharted Space

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

      
        Outer Red (Book 1): Parts and Available Formats

      

      
        Also by Jeff Walker

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A Mission In Jeopardy…

          

        

      

    

    
      When Commander Red Huntsman, a young and ambitious space pilot, first began this mission for the Galactic Kingdom; she thought very little of what could be in-store for her down the road. Especially for her ship, The Goldilocks, and her ever faithful computer companion, Grimm. Despite being the only one of her kind; the last of the noble Riding Hood clan, Red believed that she was destined for greater things. So while she found the task to be mundane (and a waste of her potential), she carried on to the rendezvous point despite her misgivings about the assignment. This was nothing more than a simple retrieve and return type scenario.

      That, of course, all changed the minute she was forced onto the surface of a jungle planet and fought for her life while contacting the alien couriers. Red never expected to run into a dark and terrible enemy of the old Darkness Domain, the so-called Dominion of Wolves, that spawned out of that old regime. Red would have been dead for sure had she not escaped their clutches; she was aided by three little girls named Pegg, each one operating a Station House outpost of the Old Sultan system.

      Two of them were artificial (a hologram and an android), while the third was a clone that was in charge of a whole army of similar small girl clones. That’s not to say things didn’t go smoothly upon running into them, either. The wolves managed to track down The Goldilocks, destroyed the two Pegg operated outposts and ended up battling the third orbital Station House around Grand Mar’s world.

      Red made a startling discovery about Grand Mar; a former war hero and Grand General of the Galactic Kingdom; she had created the child-army based on her own genetic template. What made it even more mind-blowing was that this Grand Mar was just a clone herself. The original Grand Mar was a prisoner, locked away in the underground secret base, where the evil clone Mar was busy creating hybrid soldiers of clones and wolves.

      The wolf leader (The Big Bad), had teamed up with her to create a massive army to attack the Galactic Kingdom; His wolf warriors, her Pegg clone army, as well as their new hybrid creations. There was very little Red could do to stop such a force on her own. She was defeated and imprisoned. Since the Goldilocks, containing Grimm and Android Pegg, impacted on the planet’s surface (after an intense chase during the battle), there was nowhere left for her to go.

      Having no mode of transit to get off planet, and now, locked away in a prison cell, Red believed her mission had failed. How could she save the Galactic Kingdom now? What could she do? The lives of billions rested on her shoulders. She had to think of a way to get out, to save the Kingdom and most of all… complete the mission, all on her own.
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        Many years prior…

        At the end of The Giant Wars…

      

      

      

      Fleets of various starships cruised along while scattered about the massive debris field; There was nothing left of the planetary bodies of the system hanging around in space. Only chunks of rock and half gutted worlds floated about aimlessly as they dotted the entire sector; the litter from the aftermath obscured the stars trying to shine through.

      A small grey shuttle glided through with ease as it cruised past the debris field and headed for an object hanging in the carnage. An alien spacecraft, looking battered and half-dead, drifted among the ruins of the aftermath. Flickering with jolts of power, like a corpse trying to return to life, the strange-looking alien ship (having lost the battle) was helpless to stop the victor from coming aboard.

      The shuttle touched down inside, the only safe spot it could find, and came to a rest. It unfurled a back ramp as the occupants exited the ship and marched out in unison. Various groups of soldiers, with distinct forms of military dress, broke formation and scouted the damaged craft with swift scrutiny. The beings ranged in height; Most were humanoid (or human-like), as they led the rest of troops to follow inward.

      The bodies of the enemy laid about as they stormed past cautiously with their weapons. They headed deeper to the functioning sections that weren’t exposed to space. Occasionally, they checked the dead at random. The darkly uniformed creatures were vastly alien in appearance, with menacing features and limbs, but there was no mistaking that they were all very much dead, even as soldiers kicked them lightly to make sure.

      “Commander Huntsman?” A voice announced on the lead soldier’s wrist bracelet. “Commander Gorath Huntsman? Are you there, sir?”

      The soldier stopped and removed his helmet. He was a man with a puckish face and a thick beard that matched the red of his long curly hair. A scar over his right eye gave him the look of someone who’d survived many battles.

      “Yes, what is it, Merrick?” He responded to his silvered arm covering.

      “We’ve detected a life form in your vicinity.”

      “Where?”

      “There should be a large chamber a few feet ahead, but I should warn you that the energy from it is nothing like we’ve seen before…”

      The gruff red bearded soldier gave a sigh of frustration, and lifted his bracelet closer to speak into.

      “We’ve just ended a war against an enemy with unfathomable technology and power, I think we’ve seen enough to…”

      “Not like this, sir.” Merrick cut off abruptly. “Trust me, this has a power fluctuation that shouldn’t be possible at all.”

      Huntsman gave a bitter grumble. He couldn’t imagine what could be more powerful than what they just defeated. There was a hesitation in his thoughts while mulling over what to do. With some reluctance, he acknowledged the warning and signalled his fellow troops to follow as he proceeded on. The band of soldiers marched in unison, holding their weapons defensively and prepared for anything that might lie in wait.

      The chamber entrance was rather large in appearance. A massive archway that looked far too big for any ‘normal’ sized being. As they all cautiously stepped inside, they noticed right away just how vastly huge the chamber was. This was a surprise, especially to Gorath, who gawked at it in awe. The ship wasn’t big enough to house something like this room, it was like they had entered a different room on a different ship.

      The walls and supportive columns were intricately laced with strange symbols, carvings and had light beaming out from various small holes that adorned it. In the centre of this room, was a large round circular structure that hung in the air with no supports. It appeared to be made of rock, or some form of granite, of what kind Huntsman couldn’t tell as he stared at it.

      Yet all the troops, still gripping their weapons, felt a forbidding air as they stood in its presence. They grouped together in fear and looked about, waiting for something to attack them.

      At the base of this levitating round stone structure, a figure sat with their head lowered and face covered by long black hair. Huntsman immediately singled his troops to stop and remain behind. If anyone was going to sacrifice their life, he would be the one, a good leader always does. He approached the figure slowly, keeping a watchful eye for any quick movements or sudden attack.

      “In the name of the Galactic Kingdom, for our glorious King And Queen of the Hearts, I hear by request you surrender yourself.”

      The figure did nothing, said nothing, and remained motionless as he came closer. He repeated the line again, but his voice trailed off as he realized what type of being this was––a human child. He bent a knee a few feet away and studied the figure further.

      He was being cautious, and rightly so, the enemy had been so devious and cunning, it was hard to trust anything or anyone in this uncertain time. Yet, he had compassion just the same, especially with children. Suddenly, the being slowly moved its head and looked at him; the long hair barely allowing him to glimpse the face.

      “Are you all right, child?” He inquired. “Who are you? What’s your name?”

      “I-I don’t know…” she uttered.

      He was correct in thinking it was a human child—a girl, to be exact. She was no more of age than one of his own back home (a fact that he freely shared with her). He held out his hand, in a fatherly manner, and looked onto her with pity. Here was a lonely, frightened, discarded child, without a clue who she was or what was going on. Which perplexed the warrior as he stroked his beard in thought.

      “How did you get here? This is no place for a young one like you.”

      “I was brought here…” she sputtered to think.

      “Brought here?” He repeated with a concerned glare. A simple nod was all he got in response from her. He pressed on. “By whom? Are they still here? Your parents, I mean?”

      “I don’t know,” she shrugged. “Just brought here…”

      “Come with me, I’ll take you somewhere safe…”

      “Brought here…” the girl said again, ignoring his offer, “Brought here and left here by dark old creatures, all three of them…”

      “All three?” Huntsman cocked an eye at her, “Three of them did you say?”

      “Yes… three,” she sniffled. “There use to be six, but now, there are only three. Well, not anymore. Now they’re gone too. They were tall, with silver white hair, ancient beings…” She paused momentarily, turning to him with a focused gaze. Her voice lowered. “but, very, very powerful.”

      Huntsman’s eyes grew wide. His open hand (that was still reached out), slowly retracted from her and closed into a fist. The gentle expression he had soon turned into a hard glare. The man quickly stood away from the child and kept his fist tight by his side.

      “Six? As in the Six Witches, you mean…”

      “Powerful beings, witches you would call them, but mothers to me.”

      “So, it’s true,” Huntsman uttered with disgust. “There was another. We had heard rumors, but, you must be the newly appointed seventh. Spawned out of their hellish magic.”

      Stating that was almost like uttering a dirty word to him. They had just slaughtered that evil brood and all of their forces. Now, here was yet another new one to contend with. She looked at him and at all the soldiers grouped together. Fear was growing amongst them, as they all decidedly stepped back as well. The child brushed her hair aside, revealing a black tattoo on her forehead; it depicted a swirling galaxy with an open eye in the centre.

      Huntsman backed away further, reaching for his side arm slowly and glared at the girl with contempt.

      “They say you are a child of the well. One whom was born from within it, not from any natural mother or spawned out of the witch-kind, yes?”

      “You are correct,” she nodded. A slight cackle creeped out as she continued to explain. “The Sisters of Six. The ‘witches’ you call them, raised me as their own. Now I am an orphan once more, no thanks to you. Before they died, the sisters gave me all I needed. I have their wisdom, their knowledge and… all their powers.”

      Huntsman snickered at her words. “Powers? There is no more power to be had. The giants no longer fuel that power. Nothing to help aid that mystical magic nonsense! We have made sure that no one can use the giant worlds, or their wells, for that matter. ”

      “True, the giants maybe gone, but…” She pointed at him with malice. “That shall never stop me from seeking revenge on you. Oh, yes… I know it was you who slaughtered them. The Huntsman of the Riding Hoods, you killed the sisters… my mothers. For you, I will bring pain and misery to all of your clan, and even to all those who fought in this war…”

      “Bastard child…” he cursed. “You are the last of your kind, there will never be another like you, I shall make sure of it, personally.” Drawing out his weapon, he aimed it at the girl. “This is a united galaxy, a kingdom that shall last forever in peace and freedom.”

      “Freedom… and peace…” she mused. The grin on her face brought an eerie feel to the moment. “It is an illusion you seek to live in. There must only be dominance, a singular ruler over all, one voice to decide the fate of many worlds under their grip. I shall forge one out of the darkness and hate, with only one goal in mind…”

      She gave a sharp nod of her head; it triggered the circular well-gate as it suddenly flashed with raw power. The roar of its transformation caused everyone to notice the change immediately. Inside the circle, swirling cosmic clouds of multicoloured with stars spun faster and faster. It stretched deeper into the centre, to infinity and, perhaps, even beyond it.

      The girl glared at Huntsman and proudly stated, “To ultimately shatter your precious Galactic Kingdom and turn it into a new empire… mine!”

      The gateway created a suction that nearly swept all the soldiers off their feet; They desperately clambered about, trying to hold on to anything they could before being pulled into the well. Huntsman created a momentary force field using his silver arm bracelet. A defensive shielding that he projected towards the gate as it covered area.

      The force field managed to subdue the suction being generated by the well, and Huntsman shouted at his fellow soldiers to move away. Angered by his actions, the little girl generated an energy band as she circled her arms, calling upon the new powers given to her by the old witches. Soon an electric-blue lasso appeared, the constant spinning of her arms made it grow larger and twirled about like a whip.

      She then hurled it at Huntsman’s arm bracelet; It coiled around the silver arm band, like a snake gripping tightly around its prey. With a full thrust, she pulled on the energy strand holding it, and the bracelet tore away in pieces. The force field immediately disappeared and Huntsman was left standing before it. The vision of seeing all of time and space spinning before his very eyes in that moment was terrifying.

      There was little he could do in those few milliseconds, the gravity boots he wore could not be activated in time, as it pulled him inside. The Riding Hood leader looked on in horror as he was hurled into the depths of the circling vortex, lost forever in the infinite void of time and space.

      The other soldiers struggled to maintain their place, but feared a similar fate. It was in that moment that another armoured individual ran into the chamber room; Clad in blue and silver armour with the sound of his gravity boots clanking on the metal floor. They reverberated throughout the huge spacious room, as he drew closer to the gate itself.

      In his hand, was a golden object no bigger than his palm. The small child recognized what it was. It looked like a golden egg. When he was as close enough, the brave armoured warrior flung it into the centre of the well’s spiralling eye. The child screamed and immediately dove in to capture it, but it was too late. Her hand missed the object entirely and found herself clinging on the edge of the well as it pulled her in.

      The egg-like object merged with the swirling star-like cloud aperture and caused a sonic wave burst; the energy release caused the egg to burn as bright as a sun, and all the power within the vortex drew to it. The young girl screamed again, her grip slipped and it yanked her inside, and fell inward to the centre of the spiral. Once she vanished, the star pulsed and the circle’s energy collapsed, and the well-gate shutdown.

      The event was over.

      The soldiers were safe. The well was rendered inert and hung silently, as it did before. The soldiers cheered in victory, not only for the evil girl’s demise, but for the valiant deed of the blue-silvered hero. He dismissed their praise and helped the injured from the aftermath of the chaos.

      “A great day for us all!” A humanoid alien soldier said, patting the man on the back.

      “Not for all…” The man replied, looking back at the well.

      “You are one of the Giant Killers, are you not?”

      “I am…” He nodded.

      “By the veil of the Great Mother Goose!” He chuckled with another pat to the man’s shoulder. “What a stroke of luck you came when you did. Tell me, was that one of the Knights of Magic’s trinkets?”

      “It was, yes. We had one last Golden Egg at our disposal. Now, there are no more. The last of the ancient wishing wells are done.”

      “That is good to hear.” He nodded. “If only we found them all, this war would have not as been so destructive.”

      “Don’t blame yourself,” The Giant Killer soldier nodded with a gesture. “Neither you, nor the Knights of The Magic, knew where the witches were hiding them. But, now we do… they were mobile, on ships like these.”

      “It was our task to find them all.” The soldier sighed. “We got most, we think, on planets they placed them on. But, a fair number were definitely squirrelled away. That’s what we believe. At least we stopped this one before she used it.”

      They all looked back at the round ‘wishing well’ stone structure, their eyes full of sorrow for their fallen brethren. With so many lost to the war, this last casualty was the hardest to bear for them.

      “Poor Huntsman…” The alien humanoid soldier glanced back at the circle. “His family will be devastated. Do you think she’s really gone?”

      The Giant Killer soldier stepped over to the hovering well and touched it with concern, “I’m not sure,” He furrowed his brow in thought. “She could have thought of a destination before it collapsed. But, we can only hope she’s gone for good.”
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        On a remote planet, in an unexplored sector of space far from the Galactic Kingdom, known only as, The Dark Woods...

      

      

      

      A sudden bright aperture appeared in the sky of this barren and rocky world; A planet devoid of colour and lacking in any vegetation. An individual was spewed out of the bright spot and came crashing down onto the surface. A group of creatures approached cautiously as they witnessed the event take place. They bore decorative masks that resemble wolves, and were adorned with black armour made from black volcanic rock and wood.

      They surrounded the strange being that appeared. The creatures prodded at it with their spears. In their odd language of growls and guttural speech, they discussed what to do with this oddity that came to their planet. Some felt it was a sign for a sacrifice, others believed an omen of death for their people. The discussion looped on and on, not noticing the black-haired young girl awakening.

      She stood up, glancing at them at first, and then surveyed the world she had arrived on. The group continued arguing; they were too busy to notice her there. She gained their attention by passively clearing her throat. All voices ceased in that moment. One came out of the group and stood before her. He was decorated differently, but still looked menacing in his wolf garb.

      The strange patterns and larger head dress convinced her he was their leader. He looked at her with curiosity. She looked at him just as deeply, and probed his mind with her witch-like powers. The creature felt the intrusion, but could not resist her will. He knelt before her in reverence. Following their leader’s action, the others were at a loss, but decidedly mimicked his actions.

      “Where am I?” she asked.

      None seemed to understand the girl’s words. She stared at them all and listened to their minds. The girl could hear the confusion in their thoughts; her alien tongue had caught them off guard. She probed deeper, learning and extracting the correct forms of speech to communicate with them.

      She tried again, “Where am I?”

      “You… you are on, Lycanosis,” the lead wolf sputtered in its language. She understood the translation of his words this time, and continued to subdue him with relative ease. The creature growled in contempt at her force of will. He was strong enough to deflect some of her power to ask a question of his own. “Who are you?”

      She looked at the others, all waiting in anticipation for her to speak; she casually surveyed the area, noting the planet’s surroundings, and then looked up to the visible stars over head. She studied them closely and grinned.

      “The sisters were right in their prediction.” She noted to herself, remembering the words. “The well will take you to a time and place, where you will begin again, the rise of a new dominion.”

      Turning back to the wolves still waiting for an answer to the leader’s question, she held out her arms and glared at them.

      “I am to be your new ruler.” She announced to the wolves as she turned about. That answer confused the wolves momentarily. She held out her arms and spoke louder. “Follow me and together we will forge an empire of our own… no, not an empire… a domain of darkness. You shall prey on the enemy and drink on their blood as we spread our might across the stars. I am your Queen, The Dark Queen of the Darkness Domain!”

      The wolves were in awe of her power as she levitated over them. A swirl of red energy surrounded her body, as it materialized out of thin air. Her eyes grew black as night, and laughed at their reaction; a penetrating cackle that echoed and deepened as it pulsated in their ears. To their wonder, the child had transformed into something
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