This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations or reviews. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
**~~**
Zorza
Cody Toye
Copyright©2012
Blood Moon Press
ISBN-10: 1477687173
ISBN-13: 978-1477687178
115 East 7th Street
Mulberry, AR 72947
Xander’s Demise
Chapter 1
Hundreds watched in amusement as the two attempted to climb the slimy rock. Beet made it up first, only to lose his footing. He tumbled off of the slick surface taking Zorza with him. The two swam to the other side of the slime covered mountain. All hope of doing this relies on their ability to get up this rock. Zorza tried this time, bringing his little purple foot up to his chest. His toe grabbed hold of the rock, propelling his body upwards towards the top of the moss covered mountain.
As he pulled himself to the flat surface, he watched as Beet once again started to slip. “I’ve got you,” shouted Zorza. As he reached down to grab his long arm, he got something soft and wet instead. Beet started giggling and squirming as his eye-stalk was being man-handled.
“HEY…That tickles!”
This caught Zorza off guard, and set him off as well. The uncontrollable laughter made it very difficult to hoist the Xander up to the top. He started to slip out of his hands before Beet was able to get a good foot hold.
The crowd cheered at the sight of the two on top of Deeple Rock, overlooking the Tri colored ocean. They waited very patiently for the Elephant turtles to appear. They were going to be the first to ever ride on their shells. The waters parted in several waves as the ivory tusks penetrated the surface. The two ton shells started making an appearance and were now in the correct position for this endeavor. “Are you ready?”
“Of course my friend!” Beet looked Zorza straight in the eyes before closing them and taking a deep breath. “GO!”
Beet was the first one off of the solid ledge, his body tumbling towards uncertainty. Zorza followed shortly after, tears filling his eyes as the shells became larger and the air pressure pushed him off course.
The two collide against the humongous shells, sending the turtles deep under the ocean’s surface. Something has gone terribly wrong, thought Beet, as his feet gave out and his body sank into the murky depths of certain doom. Zorza scrambled on the edge of the mammoth’s shell, trying to keep his balance. His fall landed him between a rock and a shell, leaving his options short. His little legs kicked over and over again, the weight of a single Elephant Turtle would crush him and he knew his time was limited.
The waves doubled in size as the beasts picked up speed. A stampede was imminent, but there was nothing they could do. Beet leaped from one shell to another, regaining his balance by luck alone. Zorza scrambled to the inside of the shell moments before the turtle crashed into a rock, causing an avalanche to tumble down on their heads.
Something caught his hand, pulling him upon the shell of the demon turtle. Beets smiling face greeted him as he perched high above the water. “They are going the wrong way,” Zorza could hear the concern in his voice. What he said next frightened him. “They are moving away from the shorelines.”
The stampede continued for an hour before an idea caused Beet’s eyes to widen in their stalks. He slid down the neck of the beast, landing directly on his ugly turtle head. With all of his might, Beet heaved back on the large ivory tusks, steering it towards the shoreline.
The turquoise sand lay directly in the sun like a beacon of warmth and happiness. Zorza was the first one off the shell, followed by an exhausted Beet Brandle. The Elephant Turtles disappeared in the distance, making their first encounter nothing more than a memory fading into the mist.
Water shot out of Zorza’s mouth as he lay upon the beach dripping wet and worn out. “Never again.”
*****
Chapter 2
The fire crackled and smoke crept up into the atmosphere. The last of the logs were being burned upon the meditation fire. Eight Wise-men gathered to discuss the visions that burdened them.
Drievas slumped her head into her hands and wept. She wept for her people, she wept for herself, but mostly she wept for her beloved Beet Brandle.
As she gathered her thoughts, she tried to shake the terrible nightmare. Her long dress, now crumpled by a horrible night’s sleep, is stained with dirt from hours of meditation. The blazing hot cinders cast an ominous orange glow upon the fire. Drievas swallowed hard, making courage rise from deep within herself.
“I have already alerted the Superiors on Crantoria, they plan on deploying the space ninjas immediately.”
Darien slowly turned his eyes towards Drievas, sympathy swelled in his soul.
“What exactly are we talking about here Drievas?” Deep in thought, Darien stood, stroking his long beard. He pulled another chunk off of the Blackshroom and crammed it in his long pipe. A large puff of smoke escaped his lungs as he spoke of terrible news. “Are you saying a war will wage on Crantoria? I have seen the fall of Crantoria, more bloodshed will follow!” Darien paced back and forth in front of the warm fire. “The Crantorian Space Ninjas are the only hope we have to stop them, if they fail, we fail.”
“Who... exactly is ‘we’?” Drievas wiped her long arm across her face, soaking up the last evidence of a meltdown.
“We are everyone and everything.” Darien spoke in a loud commanding voice, making Drievas even more uneasy with this conversation. “If the ninjas fail, the Nephlons will continue to move from planet to planet, making total extinction for our entire galaxy a reality.”
Seven wise men wept, but Drievas had hope. A brighter future is built on the backs of friendship. “Cargatia has the best technology in the entire galaxy. Not only that, I know of a great scout that could give us the information needed to stop them before it is too late.”
The eight wise-men sat around the dwindling meditation flame, planning a trip that could save them all. Their future hangs by a thread, all hope rests on finding the one creature that could save them: Zorza.
*****
Chapter 3
Ramrod the Brave; that is what they called him. His name came from not a single victory in battle. Yet this Nephlon General always managed to survive to fight another day. Ramrod’s bravery made him a great leader; his track record however, made him a target. His superior just promoted a new General, one who has never lost a single battle. His first mission was to rid the galaxy of Ramrod’s failure.
Brutus just received a package. Inside was a kit to build the ultimate weapon, a weapon powerful enough to blow up Crantoria. He knew that Crantoria has not hibernated yet; he knew facing Space Ninjas in battle would be certain death. Brutus also knew that Ramrod the Brave would not survive this time.
The planet was dark and desolate when the Nephlon Warship entered the atmosphere. The chrome became red-hot as Ramrod increased his speed to break the barrier. “Ready your weapons soldiers!” Ramrod clicked his service pistol against his side, feeling the cold steel brush his skin. As they entered the planet’s surface, he could see nothing stirring among the black soil that awaited him. Something did stir; something so powerful that he never stood a chance.
The trees swayed in the wind, the cool dark night lay still as ten thousand Crantorian Space Ninjas perched the branches of the landscape. Concealed in the shadows and armed with razor sharp weapons… they watched. They watched and they waited.
The Humming of the engine slowed as the landing gears smoothly slid out of the Nephlon ship. The tripod landing echoed in the distance as battle ready gear was being placed on the broad shoulders of Ramrod’s soldiers.
“Remember, sneak into the houses and kill everyone. In and out, no mistakes.”
“Yes, Sir!”
Excitement filled the belly of the brave Nephlon as his moment of victory neared.
The first fifty soldiers never stood a chance. The door swooshed open, followed by the marching of footsteps coming down the ramp. As they touched the surface, ready to rampage the landscape, thousands of throwing stars hit their mark. Violent screams pierced the night as every single Nephlon fell where they stood.
The next platoon opened fire. But where was it coming from? Like mist on a cool autumn day, the Ninjas came and went.
The soldiers just passed the first set of trees, their pistols aimed high when the next attack came. The light glimmered off of their swords as they brought a swift death to the invaders.
Scared and angry that his victory has been stolen from him, Ramrod released the hatch doors. A full scale invasion on the trees has begun. Bullets splintered the limbs and cannon balls tumbled towards the dark forest. Smoke, dirt, and splinters filled the night. When the smoke cleared, not a single ninja had fallen.
Ramrod scratched his head and searched his feeble mind. How can that many creatures just disappear? How can that many cannon balls miss their mark? Surely there is one ninja fatality! “Split up and search the area!” Hundreds of soldiers rummaged through the rubble searching and hoping. One by one the dirt collapsed as the soldiers were pulled underground, never to be heard from again.
All that stood was Ramrod, Ramrod and ten thousand Space Ninjas. His pistol shaking, he slowly searched the landscape. He waited to die. Any moment, he thought. Any moment thousands of throwing stars will pierce my black heart.
Nothing. Nothing happened for quite a while. Then the dirt exploded in front of him. A single ninja danced around waving a sword in each hand. The four swords crossed paths many times as the figure eight patterns quickened. A bullet rapidly approached the ninja, barreling at max velocity from Ramrod’s service pistol. The bullet bounced off of the hard metal blades sending it back at its master. Catching it right between the eyes, Ramrod fell. celebration broke out on Crantoria; the ninjas have won the day!
The celebration lasted for thirty glorious minutes before Brutus stepped in. From a nice safe distance, he took aim, blowing the tiny planet to bits.
*****
Chapter 4
NOOO! Drievas awoke in a pool of sweat. Her slender arm reached across her plush bed clicking on the light. The bedroom danced with shadows and colors invaded her eyesight. Huffing to catch her breath, Drievas slowly got to her feet. “They failed, how could they fail? If Crantoria fell in battle, then a full scale galactic invasion is on its way!” She started walking towards the meditation fire mumbling the whole way of impending doom.
Sitting and waiting was Darien, smoke filled the nostrils of Drievas as another long puff from his pipe snapped her out of her dazed state. His long beard scratched the belly of the Xander landscape as he sat with both eyes closed.
“I know what you have seen, for I too watched them fail. I called upon the other six; a council will convene in an hour. Our fate, along with the fate of our galaxy rests in the decision made tonight.”
A slight delay with his words, and the shaking in his voice let her know that he wasn’t quite done. He had more to say, but didn’t want to burden the young Xander.
“I have already dispatched a scout to follow the Nephlons from Crantoria. Earlier today a young Cargation was spotted at the tavern, a friend of yours, who took the mission whole-heartedly. She left an hour ago. Her name is...”
“Silith.” Depression sank into Drievas as the thought of the first casualty being her long-time friend. “Does Zorza know?”
“Zorza took a leave of absence from the force. The last anyone had seen of him, he was staying with Beet Brandle at his beach house.”
The flames rose from the fire and hope dwindled. A group of eight discussed their own extinction. The first to speak and the wisest was Darien. His words have always been the foundation of their way of life. Today, his words fail.
“For the first time since we established our government, we have no answers. I have no answers. If we shall die in an interstellar war, then I say we do it united. We do it with friends; Cargatia, Xander, and any other who oppose the Nephlons need to unite with one voice.”
“You say fight, you say unite, but we do not have the means to do this. Who else will oppose the Nephlons?” Ignites slowly rested his hands on his friends shoulder. “I know your cause is noble Darien, but without more support we cannot win.”
“Maybe we don’t have to win” The other seven stare, silently listening to Drievas as she speaks of another life.
The next four hours were spent preparing. Preparing to say goodbye. Preparing supplies and preparing their rocket. Over the next seventy two hours, Xander and Cargatia will unite, making one planet for all survivors. The Xander Research Project is born. The next stop...Cargatia.
*****
Chapter 5
The large Nephlon boot smashed deep into the metal floor board of the vicious warship. Clanking metal and echoing voices came from all around Brutus as the Nephlons celebrated their victory. Up and down, up and down, Brutus jumped all around the ship clapping his hands like a toddler on Christmas Day.
“It worked! The new equipment blew them to bits. Did you see it Krag, even the Crantorian Space Ninjas never stood a chance.” Krag rolled his eyes and walked away from the terror, hoping to be invisible just this one time.
“What is your next order sir?” A lone soldier awaited a reply from his new Commanding officer. What he was not expecting was the temper he possessed to rise so unexpectedly.
As Brutus turned to face the soldier, he noticed something seemingly different from the rest of them. One eye stared directly at him, the other at the wall on the far side of the ship. His large hand snatched the material on the soldier’s uniform, twisting it in an ugly crinkled fashion. The soldier’s feet levitated inches above the ground as he was lifted high in the air.
“Do I not deserve your full attention, soldier?” Brutus growled a menacing growl, showing his might.
“Sir, it’s a lazy eye, Sir. I was born this way Sir.” The soldier quivered with fear as he attempted to salute the savage monster holding him hostage.
“Laziness will not be tolerated on my ship soldier, do you understand me?”
“Yes Sir.”
“Fix it, or I will feed you to the Gourd people”
“Yes Sir”
Brutus flung the poor soldier, landing him face down on the floor. The soldier’s lungs worked overtime trying to regain the steady pace of normalcy.
The Nephlon Warlord then cleared his throat, ready to give his orders. “Head West at max velocity; stop at every planet along the way. Our search for metal has begun. Invade, search, then destroy. Leave nothing standing! Mwahaha…” Brutus was working up a great evil laugh when Krag the Mighty abruptly interrupted him.
“Sir, you are being followed. A Cargation scout is transmitting about forty clicks behind us. Should I ready the cannons?”
“No, send out a battle cruiser. If the Cargations are scouting, we could be headed towards war. Find out who is on the other end of that transmitter...then blow it out of the sky!”
“Yes, sir!” Krag marched across the captain’s quarters and into the black hallway. The hallway then led into the bright yellow community hall where Digger and Lug sat gnawing on a meatless Cluck Bird leg. Digger and Lug. Both mean, both ruthless, neither will be missed.
Krag stared for a moment at the two, wondering why they would chew on the same bone over and over when a whole roasted Cluck Bird sat uneaten at the center of the table. He also found it ironic that he chose these two too gather intelligence. “Digger, Lug, I got orders from the Captain,” Krag stated in his most uninterested voice.
The two soldiers slowly turned to face him, bits of Cluck Bird and drool drizzled down their ugly faces. “Well get on with it then, what will he have of us?” questioned Digger.
“Get into battle gear; we have a spy on our tail. Find out who is on the other side of their transmission and blow them out of the sky”
“A filthy spy is it? We can clean their clock for sure”
“Yeah. They will never make it past us; we will be ready in a jiff,” piped up Lug.
“Be sure you are the Captain is counting on it.” Krag was not amused. Talking to Lug and Digger was like talking to a painting.
Minutes later, A Nephlon Battle Cruiser escaped the belly of the Warship and zoomed towards the Cargation spy. Silith was in trouble.
*****
Chapter 6
She already knew what was happening. Silith secretly installed a listening device onto the underbelly of the enemy ship. She watched Lug and Digger leave their comfort zone and come for her. The roaring of their engine made them apparent.
Silith continued her report to Darien, filling in every detail of Brutus and his evil plot.
“This is grave news, indeed,” came the response from Darien. “You must find a way to conceal yourself from the Nephlons. Return to us Silith. We will gather information from the listening device, then plot our next move.”
She watched as the Nephlon Battle Cruiser enlarged upon the mirror of her pod. The blue flames burned brighter by the second as Digger and Lug lurched closer to her location. The bright red specks coming from their lasers threatened Silith’s existence when they geared up for an attack.
“We sure got her now Lug!” claimed Digger. He watched out of the shiny window of their Battle Cruiser as he seen his next victim move around inside. Digger seemed to be deep in thought. His reaction is always the same in situations like this.
“Are we going to name this one, Digger?” Asked the confused Nephlon.
“Do we have too?”
“We always do. It’s more fun that way!”
“Fine” Lug sighed a long sigh
“How about Susan?”
“Susan? If you are not going to take this serious I will let the bloody spy go!” Anger crept in Digger’s voice as he faced his comrade.
“Prepare to die, your days are numbered Susan” a frown appeared on his face. “That is not going to cut it at all, it sounds ridiculous!”
“Bradley,”
“Bradley? Are you insane? It’s obviously a girl spy.”
“Fine,” said Lug
“How about Britney?”
“Okay, Britney…we will try it.” The two Nephlons turned their attention back to the infamous spy. “Prepare to die Britney!”
Lug grew very angry with Digger, at that moment he wished Digger would vanish without a trace! “You idiot! Where did Britney go?” Where once sat a bloody spy was an empty star-filled ocean of space. Nothing more, just space. Boop, boop, boop. A small red bleep on their radar showed the location of the Cargation spy.
“I found you Britney! Prepare to die.” A big black laser lowered itself out from beneath the Battle Cruiser. The red speckles gathered around the long black tip turning into a large dangerous sphere.
“WAIT!” Digger scolded Lug as he pulled his hand off of the trigger. “We need to know who is on the other end of her transmitter.”
“We can kill her and take the transmitter, can’t we?” Lug said.
A misplaced smile appeared on Digger’s face. “Yeah, we can can’t we? Blow Britney to smithereens Lug!”
Silith’s ship turned a bright shade of red as the beam was forced from Lugs cannon. The beam shot with tremendous force, penetrating her ship, making it quake from the impact. The searing hot metal was forced into a pile of rubble in the vast darkness of space. Debris, smoke, and electricity were all that remained.
*****
Chapter 7
Scrape. Scrape. Scrape. Zorza’s fork went to work stabbing the pile of Xander Cakes that lay upon his plate. Space honey dripped from his mouth as the last of the goodness disappeared into his lower intestine.
Beet smiled as he watched this gross display of manners. “It‘s been awhile since you had Xander Cakes hasn’t it?”
“Burp” this was all that he deemed worthy as a response to his friend’s question.
“What made you decide to take time off of the Force?” Beet asked
Zorza closed his eyes and took in a lung full of fresh air. He turned to face Beet, giving him his full attention.
“We were sent deep into Crantoria to settle a dispute between the Royal family and the Citizen’s Defense Council. It seems that the Royal family has been killing citizens in the name of the King. Every Cargation Scout was dispatched that day, leaving our planet without Central Intelligence. Our mission was to gather evidence of the mistreatment of the citizens of Crantoria.
“As we started investigating, we learned that the Royal family was innocent. A plot to destroy the Kingdom of D’jina had arisen from the Citizens Defense Council. War was going to break out on Crantoria; we were stuck in the middle.
“We decided to pull out, knowing that the Crantorian Space Ninjas would protect the Royal family with their lives. What we were unaware of is that Nebahote, leader of the Blood Clan of Space Ninjas sided with the Citizens Defense Council. We were being targeted for treason.
“We were on our way back home when a strange signal was picked up on our radar. A single object moved across the screen. Within three seconds, thousands of objects covered our radar. We tried to fight them off, but thousands of throwing stars pierced our engines. One by one, Cargation Scouts were blown out of the sky. Many made it on the surface, just to disappear without a trace.
“Before I knew it, I was careening towards the ground. Rocks seem to grow directly upwards as I came closer and closer towards the surface. I jumped out of my ship, rolling upon the ground with my blaster at the ready.
“The entire surface of the planet stayed very still. Nothing moved, nothing breathed, nothing at all. I started scouting the landscape when dirt exploded from beneath my feet. My boot, followed by my body was dragged hundreds of feet under the surface of Crantoria.
“Everyone else was lost. I knew what had happened. I had a theory about underground passage ways used for surprise attacks on Crantoria. Without proof, my theory was dismissed without argument at the academy. I was right.
“I managed to escape my fate by blasting the Ninja and running towards an underground river. I dove in headfirst, not knowing where it led. I was sucked under by the force of the roaring water, being slammed against rock after rock.
“When I awoke, I was on the surface near a broken ship. I managed to repair it well enough to make it home. I was the sole survivor of that tragedy. I am now taking time to decide if I want to stay in the force. Fate intervened that day, but my life is my own to live.
“Crantoria eventually overthrew the Citizens Defense Council. Nebahote was executed. The Blood Clan was finally destroyed by the Fire Clan of Space ninjas. Still loyal to the Royal family, the Fire Clan challenged the Blood Clan to an epic battle. Weeks of chaos threatened the balance of right and wrong until finally every single Blood Ninja fell.
“An announcement that Crantoria needed scouts to search for any Blood Ninja that may have escaped was posted. It was then that I took my leave.”
Beet sat there wide eyed. His gaze fixed upon Zorza with astonishment. “After an ordeal like that, no wonder you came here for some peace and quiet.”
Zorza just shook his head. “I need a long period of time without fighting. I just don’t know if my heart is in it anymore. That is when I decided that I belong here, as far away from any battles that could possibly happen.”
The smiling face of Beet told Zorza something was up! He stared at the Xander wondering what he was up to.
“I have a surprise for you. I know why else you came and I already made arrangements.” Beet slowly walked towards his living room closet. His footsteps gracefully ruffled the carpet as he reached the doorknob. He pulled out a tunic top made from the crops of Xander. “I bet you would like to dye this lovely piece of clothing, wouldn’t you?”
Zorza slid out from behind the kitchen table, smiling. He examined the clothing with wonder. “When are we going to turn this into a Xander Special?” Asked the over enthusiastic alien.
“Well, how about right now?”
*****
Chapter 8
The long nylon rope fluttered in the wind. Like a snake slithering across the desert, small curves moved back and forth easily. Digger and Lug headed back to the Warship unaware of “Britney” being suspended behind them.
The sheer force of the boosters blowing only feet above her head made Silith struggle to keep hold of the tricky rope. Her cheeks puffed out like a chipmunk with a second helping. Her hair spiked and scoured away from her forehead as the enemy ship increased speed.
Her small purple arms struggled as she attempted to climb closer towards her captors. The element of surprise was on her side, and so was the intellectual capacity of the Nephlons. “Britney,” she chuckled to herself “I’m almost offended. I do not look like a Britney! Star maybe, but not Britney.”
“To think, the whole galaxy trembles in fear of this race,” she snickers to herself as her climb comes to an end. She hoists herself upon the grey wing of the terrible ship. Now aboard, she starts her climb towards the top of the glass dome.
Silith watched in amusement as the two terrifying creatures chuckled amongst themselves. They sat upon the swivel chairs laughing and pointing at each other. No worries, no suspicions, just sat there laughing. I wonder what they’re doing? she thought. If only I could hear what they’re saying, then I could find out if they know about me.
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