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Chapter 1
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Brivaëlle

––––––––
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AUTUMN 2236, NOVEMBER 6

“Mother, it’s done! I just crossed the vortex.”

What do you see, my daughter?

“Give me a few seconds so my vision can adjust to the surrounding darkness.”

Brivaëlle, use your visor’s technological capabilities.

For the Gods’ sake, tell me what’s happening! Mother’s irritated voice snapped after nearly a full minute of silence.

“Patience still isn’t your strong suit,” the young woman grumbled with a grimace. “And this damned visor is more annoying than anything else.”

Brivaëlle, a warrior magician, spoke in whispers to avoid being detected by her enemies, since she had just infiltrated one of their dangerous strongholds.

As for Mother, she had no need to lower the sound of her voice, because she communicated through telepathy. Yes, telepathy, not through some kind of micro-earpiece. She could have screamed as loudly as she wanted from hundreds of miles away, and Brivaëlle would still have been the only one able to hear her.

“OK,” Brivaëlle sighed. “I’m in the north tower of Impostors Complex 18, just as planned. All clear. I’m alone. I feel like I landed at the bottom of a gigantic pit, and no matter how high I look, I can’t see any ceiling above me. The floor is entirely made of cobblestones. And yes, before you ask, the famous hibernation pods you’ve been searching for all these years are here, only a few feet away from me.”

After quickly scanning the area with her visor’s detection system to search for traps and ensure the place was secure, the young woman moved toward the pods.

“These idiots really believe they’re untouchable,” she openly mocked while speaking about her enemies. “They didn’t even bother protecting this tower. Their arrogance and stupidity will destroy them.”

And your recklessness will do the exact same to you, Mother shot back instantly.

“Uh-huh, hilarious,” Brivaëlle replied sarcastically.

Her strikingly feminine silhouette stood out like a shadow against the silvery glow of the veil behind her. The light came from a magically created vortex opened by Mother, allowing her to teleport instantly into this accursed place.

The warrior magician, approximately five-foot-six, wore a dark brown full-body combat suit, her feet firmly secured inside tall boots fitted with smart fasteners.

Despite its sexy appearance, the combat outfit was far more advanced than it looked. It covered the young woman’s body in a single seamless piece up to her neck, and the fiber used in its design was highly sophisticated. Created more than two centuries earlier, it had been engineered to withstand projectile fire, bladed weapons, and to absorb over ninety percent of the physical damage caused by blunt-force attacks. Beyond those advantages, it also allowed its wearer to move with remarkable fluidity.

Brivaëlle also wore a helmet fitted with the famous ultra-resistant full visor, from which only the long ash-blond braid of her magnificent hair escaped down her back.

Are they all there?

“Hmm... I count twelve pods, not thirteen like you told me. One is missing.”

Cac (shit, in Scottish Gaelic)!

“Please, watch your language,” the young woman half-choked in surprise.

She hurriedly swallowed an untimely burst of laughter, since hearing Mother swear sounded completely unnatural.

“Anyway, back to our precious pods. They’re levitating in the center of the tower, roughly three feet above the ground, and the glass surface of each one emits a faint glow. Which proves they’re still operational. So it’s highly likely our passengers are still alive.”

Curious, Brivaëlle moved gracefully toward one of the twelve capsules before silently cursing under her breath.

“Mother, I can’t determine the sleepers’ actual condition. I can’t find the panel leading to the system controls, and the glass is covered with some kind of opaque film. All I can make out are bodies. Human ones, without a doubt.”

Lend me your eyes, my child.

“I knew you were going to ask that,” the young woman muttered.

A soft shimmering glow replaced the magnificent green of Brivaëlle’s irises as Mother took control of her vision.

I still can’t make out much. However, I’m certain these are the individuals I’ve been searching for. And yes, one is definitely missing.

“Well, that’s reassuring,” Brivaëlle replied dryly. “You still don’t want to tell me more? Like who these people actually are? With a little more information, I might be able to track down that famous thirteenth individual.”

You won’t have time.

“Then what am I supposed to do?”

Brivaëlle, your magical aura has just been detected by the Impostors! The Truvion elite soldiers are almost on top of you. Leave immediately.

“There’s no way I came all the way into this hellhole without doing something!” the young woman snapped as her vision returned.

Brivaëlle!

“Mother, I’m going in,” the young woman whispered firmly.

As always, Mother sighed with a trace of fatalism.

She knew her extraordinary warrior magician and fearless child far too well. Because of that, she also knew that with this little troublemaker, no plan could ever unfold without complications.

Brivaëlle grabbed the handles of the nearest pod with all her strength and nearly lost her balance, startled by how absurdly light it was.

“Damn it! Mother, you could’ve warned me these things weigh practically nothing!”

Recovering from her surprise and planting her feet properly again, she seized the pod’s handles once more and hurled it toward the vortex. The capsule shot through the air like a rocket, was sucked inside, then vanished with a loud sucking noise.

“One down!”

She immediately rushed toward another passenger, but had to retreat in a backward flip to avoid the deadly streak of a laser blast.

Because yes, the advanced combat suit had never been designed to withstand laser weapons known as Dagairs. The engineers who created the outfit back in the year 2022 had never encountered such nightmarish technology.

For now, four massive soldiers from the Impostors’ special guard, known as Truvions, had just burst into the tower and immediately locked onto Brivaëlle as their target.

This was far from the first time she had encountered those terrifying elite warriors, and she knew she stood absolutely no chance against them. Killing a single Truvion and surviving remained little more than a dream to her... so facing four of them was outright suicide.

Those “things” were nearly indestructible, and the young woman was beginning to doubt they were even human.

If they truly were men, then they had to suffer from gigantism, because every Truvion she had ever seen stood well over six and a half feet tall. They had long, tangled hair darkened with filth. The upper halves of their faces were hidden behind horrifying black masks, their glassy eyes staring lifelessly ahead, while the lower halves remained exposed, revealing twisted mouths lined with shark-like teeth. Their skin carried the bluish-gray color of a rotting corpse... including the smell. Their shoulders and torsos were enormous, thick with muscle beneath armor eerily similar to that worn by the monsters from the old Predator movies.

In fact, the first time Brivaëlle had encountered one, she had genuinely believed those extraterrestrial creatures from the ancient films were real.

She had been very young back then, had suffered serious injuries, and it had taken months for her to overcome her terror of facing them. Until Mother finally found the perfect solution to that fear. But that was another story, and this was hardly the time for it.

“Shit, I’m a little trapped here. All right, think, girl,” Brivaëlle muttered to herself. “No way I can extract a second sleeper, and I absolutely have to follow the first one before they get their hands on it. So there’s no point wasting more time. Strategic retreat it is.”

She crouched behind one of the capsules to avoid a blast and shot a quick glance over her shoulder toward the glowing vortex.

The Truvions were only a few steps away now, and to buy herself time, she violently hurled the pod she had been using as cover straight into the others. The sleepers’ capsules slammed into one another like bowling pins, scattering in every direction and slowing—or completely blocking—the advance of the cursed soldiers.

Apparently, they were avoiding firing at the passengers... good. That was exactly the diversion Brivaëlle had been waiting for.

She took advantage of that weakness to move swiftly toward the magical gateway. With a fierce cry of determination, she threw herself forward with all her strength and dove into the luminous veil, silently praying for Mother to seal the vortex behind her.

Which she did.

The milky disc vanished right in front of the elite soldiers’ faces.

*
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“REPORT!” ROARED A FIFTH Truvion who had just entered the tower.

He was vastly larger than the others and wore a heavy red cape across his shoulders. Had Brivaëlle seen him, she would have been horrified... and probably plagued by nightmares afterward. Compared to him, the other Truvions looked like nothing more than insignificant puppets.

“A rebel, Master,” one of the soldiers answered in a cavernous voice while his companions gathered the hibernation pods back toward the center of the tower.

“So... we did not eradicate them all. Where is she?”

“She escaped, Master. She was a warrior magician, and she took one of our creator Galdorka’s twelve sleepers.”

The “Master,” a superior officer usually incapable of showing emotion, gave the faintest shudder. It did not escape the cruel, hungry eyes of his underlings.

And that weakness instantly awakened murderous urges within them.

To creatures like these, the scent of fear and frailty was as intoxicating as the aroma of the finest feast. Though their commander ruled over them, he had just revealed, despite himself, a sign of vulnerability.

The nearest Truvion attacked.

But the Master stopped him with a gigantic hand tipped with black claws like eagle talons.

The high-ranking creature’s palm warped and widened further and further until it engulfed the soldier’s entire monstrous face. Its fingers stretched like tentacles, coiling around the Truvion’s skull as the creature began to scream.

Through some vile form of magic, the Master drained away his life force while crushing his bones like a walnut shell beneath the pressure of those twisted fingers.

Within seconds, the Truvion’s massive body shriveled amid spasms of agony. Then silence returned, leaving behind nothing but a thin, deformed, dust-covered husk.

The three remaining elite warriors dropped to one knee and bowed their heads before their superior.

“Under no circumstances must Galdorka’s learn that one of his sleepers has been taken. I will follow the magical traces left by that rebel and open passages for you. You will cross them and hunt down the female. Bring her back alive... along with the sleeper.”

As he spoke, a vortex veiled in darkness formed where the brighter one had vanished only minutes earlier.

“Go. And do not fail... or Galdorka’s himself will deal with you.”

The elite guards released deep guttural growls before charging into the magical gateway in turn.

The hunt had begun.

[image: Dark fantasy illustration of Aaron Dorsey resting inside the ancient cave of Wemyss, illuminated by moonlight through a circular opening facing the ocean.]
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Chapter 2
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The Sleeper

––––––––
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USING MOTHER’S MAGICAL vortex by diving into it headfirst could prove extremely dangerous. Brivaëlle received painful proof of that when she slammed violently onto the glass surface of the pod, itself embedded at one end into the rocky wall of a cave.

“Son of a... damn piece-of-shit combat suit...” the young woman grumbled angrily, barely stopping herself from unleashing a far more colorful stream of curses.

Mother absolutely hated that sort of language, and Brivaëlle had no desire whatsoever to endure another endless lecture on proper behavior.

Slowly recovering the breath she had lost from the impact, she focused on her new surroundings.

“We’re in Wemyss Caves, only a few feet from the main entrance. I can smell the salty air of the North Sea. Night has fallen, and I can see the full moon.”

Brivaëlle let out a quiet snicker before continuing:

“I love your choice, Mother. Did you really have to dump us into an ancient cave covered with some of the last remaining Pictish symbols left in this world?”

This is no ordinary cave. I must follow the runic and magical bonds of our clans.

“Yes, I know. I was joking, that’s all. On the other hand, you’re not going to laugh.”

Why would I wish to laugh?

“Uh... it was just an expression... never mind. I should inform you that our sleeper’s pod is badly damaged. So am I, in case that additional detail interests you. I think I’ve got one or two broken ribs despite the super combat suit. It must be obsolete by now, just like its creators. I also lost my helmet. For the love of the Gods, Mother, how long have you been dragging us through enchanted pathways?”

We will repair you if possible. I had to open numerous vortices to mislead the Truvions pursuing you onto false trails. I chained one gateway after another, and Wemyss is safe for the moment. However, I will have to transport both of you elsewhere.

“Wonderful,” Brivaëlle sighed before grimacing in pain. “So basically, as far as I’m concerned, I’ll either get patched up... or scrapped.”

She slid down from the cracked glass surface of the hibernation pod onto the damp, rocky floor of Wemyss Cave, where she lay still for a few moments.

A very long time ago, this cave had been a major gathering place for the Picts. And much later, a little over two centuries earlier, it had also been a tourist site.

Tourism... tourist... those words sounded strange in the young woman’s mind, and she struggled to truly understand them. Yet thanks to Mother, she knew what they meant.

Because of that, she understood that in the distant past, people had traveled from country to country, from region to region, purely for leisure, simply to “visit” places like Wemyss Caves. Or the ruins of MacDuff Castle, located roughly a hundred feet north of the caves on the cliffs above them. Both places themselves lay about thirty miles north of Edinburgh, Scotland.

But what was the point of “visiting”? Why had people behaved that way? According to Mother, nobody came to pray or leave offerings there... so once again, why?

It all seemed terribly pointless to travel in massive numbers for absolutely nothing.

But that had been another age. Before the Devastation. Before the Rebirth. Then came the Great Chaos, with the rise of Galdorka’s and the arrival of his abominable Truvions... the Impostors, as the warrior magician had named them.

Brivaëlle, do not lose yourself in those twisted thoughts. Take care of the sleeper.

“Aye, màthair (mother, in Scottish Gaelic).”

She crawled backward awkwardly on the damp ground, her fingers sinking into clumps of moss and lichen that proved utterly useless for helping her stand. Fortunately, the wall was close, along with the small pigeon niches carved into the rock by people from another age.

Using them for support, the young woman forced herself upright with a painful grimace, breathing in and out several times without fully filling her lungs.

She allowed herself a few more moments to recover her strength before turning her attention back to the mysterious sleeper.

“We’re going to have problems. The capsule is far more damaged than I thought.”

How bad is it?

“For starters, it’s embedded in the rock. The compartment is bent, the glass surface is cracked, and the light inside keeps flickering. Not to mention the countless sparks shooting from the electrical circuits, and the hibernation gas leaking out like steam from a geyser. To sum it up... this stinks.”

What smells?

“Not literally. I mean this doesn’t look good, you know?”

I do not understand your nonsense. No doubt the result of all those ancient films you watch repeatedly. You should have been less reckless when you shoved the pod into the vortex.

“There we go, somehow this is going to be my fault again,” Brivaëlle muttered. “I had to act fast. It was an emergency. Relax, I’m moving closer to the sleeper. He’s shaking badly. Actually, his body is showing signs of distress, and I don’t know whether he’s conscious.”

You have no choice now. You must remove him from the capsule.

“And risk killing him? Isn’t there some kind of protocol for waking him up?”

No formal procedure is necessary with this sleeper. He has nothing to fear. You must hurry. I absolutely need to send both of you through more vortices. The elite guards are tracking you again.

“The pod probably has some sort of tracking beacon. And let’s not forget my magical aura those damned creatures must be sniffing along the enchanted pathways. Fine. Let’s do this. I’m taking care of our mystery guest.”

The young woman clenched her teeth against the pain, tensed her muscles, raised her fist, then slammed it down with all her strength onto the cracked surface.

The glass shattered beneath the violent impact, and the trapped gas finally finished escaping into the cramped cave.

Ignoring the sharp chemical smell now filling the air, Brivaëlle shoved the capsule onto its side, hoping to roll the passenger out of the sardine can.

“Come on,” she urged herself while fighting not to black out from the searing pain ripping through her chest.

If only the capsule had remained as light as a feather... but no. Now it felt like trying to move a sleeping elephant.

Well?

“One... little... bit of patience. The baby is almost... here.”

A baby? The passenger is a baby?

“That’s called humor,” Brivaëlle snapped, though she would gladly have strangled Mother if she’d actually possessed a neck.

She managed to tilt the damaged capsule a little farther, and finally part of the body rolled out from the twisted heap of metal.

“There he is. Now I just have to get him out of there.”

He... Brivaëlle, let me see.

“Not now,” the young woman shot back while clutching her chest with one hand before moving around the pod to kneel beside the sleeper.

Then she muttered:

“Holy shit... now that’s a fine specimen.”

Her gaze drifted across the immense muscular body clad in nothing but a pair of black shorts.

Your vision. Immediately! the voice screamed inside her head.

“No need to yell, damn it!” she protested while allowing the furious entity to seize control of her sight.

Please, move the long black strands away from his face.

“Well, look at that. A little politeness at last. I’d love to obey, but I should point out that I can’t see a damn thing anymore.”

Your left hand. Straight ahead. About eight inches.

“OK.”

Following the instructions, she slowly extended her fingers until they touched the passenger’s damp, silky strands of hair. Still working blindly, she used both hands to brush the dark locks away from his face.

“His skin is so cold,” she whispered, letting the tip of her index finger trace the angular lines of his jaw. “He must be dead.”

For the Gods’ sake, Brivaëlle... it’s Aaron Dorsey.

The raw emotion in Mother’s voice deeply unsettled her. And then there was that name... Aaron Dorsey.

Could it really be...

“You... you’re sure?”

Yes! We’ve finally freed Aaron.

“One of the Immortals?” the warrior magician choked out. “Well, no wonder he doesn’t need a protocol to survive cryogenic sleep! Don’t you think it’s about time you told me the whole truth? More importantly, why did you hide something this huge from me since the very beginning of our quest?”

I already told you about him. You know Aaron is one of the thirteen immortal warriors. I revealed nothing because I feared your reaction, and I was certain you would refuse to help me. Brivaëlle, they are the only ones capable of helping us destroy Galdorka’s and his army of Truvions... and free our people. My quest is finally reaching its end.

“The... uh... the Immortals. Aren’t they those legendary warriors, children of the Gods who, twenty-eight hundred years ago, were transformed by the deities themselves into bhampair (vampires, in Scottish Gaelic)?”

Yes, Mother confirmed simply, pride unmistakable in her voice.

“I can’t believe this! Are you serious... a bhampair? Another monster? You really should’ve warned me,” the young woman growled as her vision returned.

Just in time to catch the flutter of Aaron’s eyelids and see his beautifully shaped lips curl back, revealing teeth... with long, razor-sharp fangs.

“Oh, shit,” she breathed, just before the legendary bhampair lunged at her.

[image: Dark fantasy illustration of the ruined city of Portree under moonlight, surrounded by destruction and a haunting post-apocalyptic atmosphere.]
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Chapter 3

[image: ]


Follow Me

––––––––
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BRIVAËLLE GENUINELY thought that, on top of her broken ribs, the rest of her bones were about to shatter as well.

She was painfully pinned against the cave wall—crushed, rather—beneath the bhampair’s hard, icy body.

Not to mention that she could feel the sharp tips of his fangs through the upper part of her combat suit, just above her throbbing carotid artery. It was painfully obvious that this ridiculous outfit would never stand a chance against a fatal bite. No technology, no matter how advanced, could stop a bhampair. Of that, the young woman was absolutely certain, even if her knowledge of the Immortals came solely from legends.

“Are you going to make up your mind anytime soon?” she finally snapped after a moment. “Either bite me or get your ass off me!”

Surprised by such audacity, Aaron abruptly lifted his head and locked his silver-gray gaze onto the young woman’s defiant stare.

“Who are you? A blood magician, without question, since by the will of the Gods during my transformation, it is physically impossible for me to feed upon my own kind. You are true bhampair repellents. And how did you manage to bypass the protections surrounding my dwelling? Where is my personal guard? Why are we in these ancient Wemyss caves? By what right have you abducted me and deprived me of my Hitbâ​[1]?

“Hmph... I’d gladly answer some of your questions... if you could stop crushing me first.”

Aaron instantly sprang away from her, retreated several more steps, then slowly turned in a circle.

What is he doing?

“I’d almost forgotten about you,” Brivaëlle grumbled under her breath. “Your legendary bhampair is definitely awake, in peak condition, and has turned into a living nightmare of endless questions—not to mention his murderous urges. But apparently, and thanks to our Gods, I’m absolutely not his type. And to top it all off, Mister clearly believes I kidnapped him.”

“Who are you speaking to?” Aaron growled, turning back toward her, his fangs once again fully exposed.

Now, in addition to those lovely teeth, Brivaëlle also had to be wary of the long, razor-sharp claws that had just grown from the tips of his fingers.

“I’d like to propose a compromise,” she said, raising her hands peacefully while keeping her back pressed firmly against the rocky wall. “Give me a few moments to explain the situation, and afterward, I’ll let you decide for yourself whether or not you should kill me. First of all, I’m speaking to Mother through telepathy, and—”

You must leave. Now!

“What’s the emergency?”

The Truvions are coming. They’re only a few gateways away from you now. I’m going to open several more in different directions. Take at least ten in a row. Immediately.

Barely had the voice faded from the young woman’s mind when a luminous disc appeared against the cave wall. The entire cavern became drenched in an unreal silver glow.

“What the hell is this mess?” Aaron barked, his gaze darting from the heap of twisted metal and shattered glass to the magical gateway, then down to his own athletic body clad in nothing but black shorts.

“Please, we have to leave. You don’t know me, but trust me because of what I am—a blood magician. One of your own. I am the last surviving Keeper, a MacKlare of Clan Saint Clare. If those names mean anything to you, then... follow me.”

Aaron frowned deeply. His fangs and claws slowly retracted, and he finally gave a dark, knowing nod.

Together, they leaped into the circular halo and landed in a clearing bathed in the full moonlight of November 6, 2236, where several more vortices awaited them.

Brivaëlle immediately rushed into one at random, the bhampair close behind her. They repeated the process nearly ten times before finally emerging into a dark alleyway.

“Where are we?” Aaron asked in his deep, raspy voice.

The warrior magician immediately pressed a finger to her lips while shaking her head in warning. Thanks to the milky glow of the vortex, she noticed he was already opening his mouth to speak again and quickly cut him off with a whisper:

“Not... one... word.”

The luminous disc vanished, and for a few moments the young woman relied purely on instinct while her eyes adjusted to the darkness of the night. Thank the Gods, the full moon would greatly help her find her way.

Then again, she could simply have asked the bhampair to lead the way, because if the legends contained even a grain of truth, he possessed the ability to see as clearly by night as by day.

Still, she refrained from doing so, afraid of triggering yet another endless barrage of questions. Besides, wasting time standing around would have been far too dangerous, considering there could be men from Tyï’s guard—or sentinels, Truvion spies—lurking nearby.

Aaron and she absolutely had to blend into the nocturnal landscape in complete silence.

She motioned for him to follow her once again, which he did with an exasperated growl. Together, they moved down another alleyway where the asphalt was cracked, sometimes completely broken apart, with tufts of weeds and twisted tree roots pushing through the fissures.

“This place feels familiar. Aye, I know it! We’re at the port of Portree, on the Isle of Skye. But... everything is nothing but rubble and desolation now. Even the fishermen’s boats have become wrecks. It looks like something straight out of a post-apocalyptic movie!”

“Quiet. And follow me.”

The young woman clenched her teeth and once again tried to ignore the loud grumbling of her impossible companion—or dead weight—before running along the vegetation-covered ruins lining the harbor.

She slipped into what had once been the blue-and-beige-fronted building of the island’s best Fish & Chips shop. Once again, she knew this thanks to Mother and a few ancient magazines that had somehow escaped turning to dust.

Since Aaron seemed reluctant to follow her inside, she grabbed his hand, flinched at the icy touch of his skin, and forcefully pulled him in after her.

With her free hand, while softly chanting a few words in an ancient language unknown to ordinary people, she summoned a small orb of light.

That was when she realized he had frozen behind her.

Not because of her magic, but because of the surrounding scene—a true wasteland. Everything was destroyed and looked as though it had stood abandoned for centuries. Nature had reclaimed its rights, and even here, in the middle of what had once been a very old trading post before becoming a Fish & Chips shop, a gigantic oak tree now grew alongside ivy and countless other invasive plants.

“Well, shit... what the—”

“Shh.”

“Naye (No, in Scottish Gaelic), enough!” Aaron burst out, his silver-gray irises suddenly blazing with a genuine reddish glow.

Wonderful. Mister was about to completely lose it.

Brivaëlle absolutely did not need him ruining everything when they were finally so close to safety.

“Just a few more seconds, and I’ll explain everything. Hurry.”

They stopped before a tiny cellar entrance and descended while stooping low, the gray stone steps miraculously untouched by moss.

Once at the bottom, the young woman moved behind an enormous whisky barrel—empty, of course—then pushed open a hidden door concealed within the ancient wall.

“Long live the Jacobites and their hiding places







































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
/' 4 THE BHAMPAJ

.3
a7 13

|

. '«.gbl;'f'MvRONh-‘DQRSEY i
. : . 1

=

= ‘IENDX&NTJALMES ~,

y <
¢ y . - e
"a\g. LGN
N - = ~a
179





d2d_images/image031.jpg





d2d_images/image034.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image011.jpg
13,000 BC THE CELEINIAL ERA

574 BC BIRTH OF THE
bhampair

1
>
A
2

Z
GG FALL OF THE
AD2021 S5 bhampair

February 14, THE GREAT

o 2035 DEVASTATION
March 19,

2026 REBIRTH

P

¥ December 8,

2
7 T
K  THEGREAT CiiAos
2026 1
o =

November 6,






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/image014.jpg





d2d_images/image037.jpg





d2d_images/image023.jpg
$ THE BHAMPAT AGA &

.

%






d2d_images/image021.jpg





d2d_images/image027.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image008.jpg





