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Prologue 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

hat in the hell is that!?” The captain of 
the Alaskan cruise ship heading up 
between the islands out of Puget Sound 
and into the Straits reached for his 
binoculars. 

“Looks like another cruise ship, Captain.” The XO already 
had his glasses out and was scanning the massive vessel that 
was sailing slowing out of Juan de Fuca into the Salish Sea. 

“That’s not like any cruise vessel I’ve ever seen.” He 
scanned the massive hulls. “It’s huge.” 

“There’s some insignia on the side. Looks like it’s called 
‘Oasis’.” 

“What’s it’s registry?” the captain mused out loud still 
scanning the massive vessel with his glasses. 

“Not seeing anything. Nice design, though. It sort of looks 
Egyptian. Like something out of The Ten Commandments or 

W 
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something. Look at the three glass pyramids toward the top 
center.” 

“Any transponder signals?” 
“Nothing, Captain.” 
“Well whoever is piloting that thing need to tell the rest of 

us. A vessel that size needs to alert smaller craft.” 
“More like it needs its own zip code.” 
“What’s the beam on that thing? It’s got to be thousands. It 

looks like a damn island.” 
“Navigation is showing the ship at about fifty thousand 

feet, Captain.” 
“Fifty!? That’s nearly ten miles long—” 
“It’s already all over the news this morning, Captain,” an 

ensign approached with his tablet bringing up CNN. 
“I don’t have time to watch the news, José. What are they 

saying?” he continued looking at the massive island-vessel 
move slowly, impeding his normal straight course to Victoria 
and Vancouver Island. 

“You’re right on the mark, Captain,” the ensign continued, 
“about ten miles long, four miles at the stern, six miles port to 
starboard.” 

“Those pyramids are as tall as mountains on top of the 
thing,” the XO quipped. 

“Just about,” the ensign continued. “The tallest one is just 
over a mile tall. On the hull it’s close to three miles tall.” 

“What? Where are you getting all of this detail?” the 
captain demanded. 

“On their website.” 
“Website!?” 
“Sure,” he handed the captain the tablet. 
“Oh—good God!” the captain scanned the web info and 

then looked up at the vessel again. 
“Sir?” the XO read the shock on his face. 
“That’s not a cruise ship at all.” 
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“It’s not? Then where’s it going?” 
“According to this—” the captain raised his brow “it’s 

going to the moon.” 
 

*  *  *  *  * 
 

“I’d like to apply for one of the cast positions aboard the 
Oasis,” the young lady sat down in his small casting office 
looking confident in her slightly tattered little black dress; still 
a little younger and shorter than he’d like to see. But the 
comely brunette moved with poise and definitely had hot 
down. 

“How old are you miss—” he read the name on her 
application, “Tacori?” 

“Nineteen,” she lied. 
“Do you have a last name?” 
“No, it’s just Tacori.” 
“Unusual name. It fits you.” 
“Thank you.” 
“Unfortunately, the cast positions have all been filled for 

weeks, Tacori. I don’t have any openings. If you had come in a 
month ago, believe me, I would have hired you into guest 
services in a heartbeat. You were very personable on the 
phone.” 

“My, family situation has changed over the past week, Mr. 
Collis. I thought I might have a good chance at getting a job 
aboard the Oasis to help support us.” 

“What happened, if you don’t mind me asking?” 
“I don’t want to burden you with my problems, Mr. Collis. 

Really, I just need a job.” 
Collis eyed her carefully. “Are you Human?” 
“I’m sorry?” she feigned surprise at the question. 
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“You heard me, Tacori,” he smiled. “You’re no more 
Human than I am. I may not be empathic, but I can spot a 
demigoddess a mile away.” 

“I really don’t know what you’re talking—” 
“Do you want a job or not?” he steel-eyed her. 
She pursed her lips and then nodded. 
“Let’s have it,” he leveled. “What happened to your 

family?” 
“Chicago Raids.” 
Collis nodded. He knew exactly what she was talking 

about. The UN’s ICE teams were hitting hard, ferreting out any 
awakened blood they could find and then sending the 
‘infected’ to internment camps. If they resisted or ran, they 
usually ended up dead. “And you made it all the way to Seattle 
on your own?” 

“The Canadian Underground,” she offered. 
“Anyone left?” he frowned. 
“I don’t know. Maybe. I didn’t stick around to find out.” 
Collis pulled a piece of paper from his desk drawer. Not 

only was she beautiful, she was smart. He was pretty sure she 
wasn’t nineteen either. “I’m sorry about your family, Tacori.” 

She said nothing. 
“I still don’t have any cast member positions open but I’m 

going to send you up to HR for processing anyway. I’m putting 
you into housekeeping—for now.” 

“I’ll do any work you have, Mr. Collis. I just need to be—” 
“It’s okay, Tacori.” He signed the paper, placing a special 

mark in the upper corner that would assure she got expedited. 
He handed her the document. “No need to explain. Take this 
to HR on the 8th floor. They’ll process you immediately. The 
Oasis departs tomorrow.” He stood up to shake her hand. 
“Welcome aboard.” 

 
*  *  *  *  * 
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“Last day of vacation,” Thad sighed, stretching back on the 

beach of the lagoon with only a handful of other staff dotting 
the pristine fine golden sand. The summer sun was partially 
obscured by lazy clouds floating by outside of the massive 
four-mile-wide glass pyramid. 

Jean-Luc turned on his towel to try to get some rays for his 
back, already nicely tanned as his awakened skin seemed to 
tan within minutes instead of hours or days. 

Houston pulled one side of Jean-Luc’s square-cut swim 
brief down and away from one of his cheeks, revealing his 
normally lily-white skin. “Dude, you really need to lay out in 
the buff, like Thad and I. That’s one ugly tan line.” 

“Yea. Not.” Jean-Luc scowled and smiled at the same time, 
pulling his suit back up. Both Thad and Houston had about the 
same builds and looked almost like twins. “Just because the 
rules say swimsuits are optional on this side of the lagoon 
doesn’t mean I’m going to be optional.”  

London still wore her bikini but Misty hadn’t bothered to 
wear hers. The five were getting all kinds of nice looks from 
the occasional staff still enjoying the last day of their vacations 
as well. 

“Enjoy it while it lasts guys, this place is going to be a 
madhouse by tomorrow morning,” Houston assured. 

“Fourteen thousand tourists from multiple cities, including 
Victoria, Vancouver, and Seattle.” London offered. 

“Don’t forget flights from L.A. and New York; Paris, 
London, Shanghai. I agree.” Thad offered. “Houston’s right. 
Madhouse.” 

“Not,” Misty chimed in. “You have more people filling a 
stadium during a football game. It’ll be a walk in the park 
compared to that kind of traffic. It’ll go smooth as glass. You 
all two forget who’s in-charge.” 

“Angela—” all of them nodded. 
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“Yea, well, I don’t want to be anywhere near this beach 
when the floodgates open,” Thad assured, rising up to his 
elbows and examining his deep tan. The only one who wasn’t 
tanned was London. Her skin looked a little sunburned. 

“You need some more lotion, Hon?” he asked her. 
“Sure. Please. If you don’t mind.” 
“If you were awakened, gorgeous, you wouldn’t need 

lotion,” Houston snarked, watching Thad smooth some all 
over her back and legs. 

“I just need to find someone attractive—do you know 
anyone?” 

Houston scoffed. “Ah, all of us?” 
“If only.” She turned her head. 
“Let it rest, dude,” Thad half scolded. “She’ll choose who 

she wants when she’s ready.” 
“You know I’m just teasing you, London,” Houston 

reminded. 
“I wish I could have all of you—” she offered. “I’ll make up 

my mind when I’m ready. Perhaps this little excursion into the 
stars will give me some inspiration.” She lifted herself up onto 
her elbows to look at the tanned bodies of the two hunky guys 
and Misty. She’d worn a swimsuit to keep the guys and Misty 
at bay on the beach, but clearly, the three of them were game 
to entice her by wearing nothing. The truth was, she was 
attracted to all of them. But she already knew which one she 
needed to be with. She just didn’t want to disappoint all of 
them when it finally happened. She sighed. Why did life have 
to be so complicated? She got up from her beach towel and 
walked away toward the resort. 

“Wow.” Houston frowned. His feelings were all over hers, 
but not so that she could feel his. He looked over at Thad on 
the other side of her now vacant towel, then locked eyes with 
Misty who’d gotten to her knees on her own towel. Jean-Luc’s 
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face sported concern as well. Houston nodded in her direction 
when she was finally out of earshot. “She’s got it bad.” 

Thad didn’t look happy either. 
“Surrounded by all of us and still she doesn’t give us the 

time of day.” Misty mused, just as worried as the rest of them. 
“What are we going to do?” Jean-Luc asked. “She can’t 

keep going like this.” 
“She knows what she wants, guys,” Houston offered, not 

happy about saying it. “She knows better than any of us who 
she needs.” 

“It’s like he’s calling to her—” Jean-Luc grumbled. 
“Probably,” Houston agreed. 
Thad just glared at them. Just bringing up the topic ticked 

him off. 
“That’s not really the problem, gentlemen,” Misty stood up 

to follow London into the resort. They all watched her leave 
and pick up her pace to catch up with London. 

“Her body’s calling out to his as well,” Houston grumbled, 
exchanging glances with the other two guys. 

“What are we going to do?” Jean-Luc asked. “We can’t just 
leave her alone to get raped by that savage.” 

“She won’t be getting ‘raped’, Jean-Luc,” Houston 
countered. “She wants him just as badly as he wants her. It’s 
been months, and she still won’t sleep with any of us. We can 
all feel who she really wants.” 

“I wonder why?” Jean-Luc mused. “She’s obviously still 
attracted to us. I keep wondering what he said to her during 
the fight you guys had?” 

“He didn’t say anything to her, my friend; he didn’t have 
to. Whatever their chemistry, it’s really overpowering—
enough that even being around the four of us, she still spurns 
and avoids us.” 
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“Those have got to be some pretty amazing genetics then,” 
Jean-Luc offered. “What’s she going to become—a 
supergoddess?” 

“He’s not touching her!” Thad glared. 
“Nice going, Jean-Luc,” Houston snarked, “You just set 

him off again.” 
“I’m not being set off, Houston. The guy is bad news. I’m 

not turning our wife into the goddess of evil!” 
“Genetics aren’t good or evil, Thad,” Jean-Luc corrected. 

“They’re just genetics. Logan’s evil because he’s an asshole. 
Probably has all kinds of mommy and daddy issues.” 

“Jean-Luc’s right,” Houston agreed. “The way to fix this is 
to have Logan awaken her.” 

“He’s not touching her!” Thad got angry. “We’ve already 
discussed this!” 

“No, we haven’t ‘discussed’ it. You made an arbitrary 
decision for the rest of the family and called it a ‘discussion’.” 

“He’s right, Thad,” Jean-Luc attempted to insert some 
sanity into the conversation. But he’d already tried that before. 

“Go to hell!” Thad glared, standing and then leaving his 
towel, moving to catch up with the girls. 

Both watched until Thad was out of sight. 
“Nice going,” Jean-Luc grumbled at Houston. “You know 

that always sets him off.” 
“She’s tearing the family apart, Jean-Luc.” 
He nodded. 
“Actually, he is,” Houston referred to Thad. 
“I’m not arguing.” 
“You said it yourself. There’s a reason she’s feeling the way 

she is.” He stood up. 
“What are you going to do?” Jean-Luc stood as well. 
“What should have been done months ago. I’m going to fix 

this.” 
“How?!” Jean-Luc looked suddenly worried. 
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“The only way there is to fix this.” 
“You’re going to kill Baal?” Jean-Luc quipped. Houston’s 

snarky sense of humor had been rubbing off on him for the past 
several months. 

“Killing Logan is not what London needs. She needs to be 
awakened by his blood.” 

“I think Logan would prefer to awaken her with some 
other body fluid.” 

“I’m sure, but I’m sort of with Thad on that one. I really 
don’t want the guy anywhere near her.” 

“So you’re going to get a vial of Baal’s blood?” 
“That’s exactly what I’m going to do.” 
“Like he’s just going to give it to you—” 
“Oh, he’ll give it to me.” 
“We don’t even know if he’s even still alive.” 
“Have you seen our wife?” Houston frowned at him. “He’s 

alive alright. I guaran-damn-tee it. And probably a lot closer 
than any of us realize.” 
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t has been several hours since the last planes from 
Shanghai and Paris left the Oasis, the massive floating 
island built by Fierce Aerospace as a luxury vessel that 
the company claims will actually lift into orbit and 
then circle the Earth for a day before heading out to 

the moon on what will become a two-week-long excursion into 
the stars—at least according to the company’s website and 
marketing.” The reporter didn’t look all that convinced to her 
audience. 

“For months the Oasis has been the subject of numerous 
lawsuits filed by consumer groups, environmental advocates 
and a myriad of federal agencies. At least six judges from the 
U.S. to the E.U. have slapped the company, Fierce Aerospace, 
with everything from cease and desist orders to subpoenas 
seeking more information about its unregistered fusion power 
plants and other technologies the US government considers 

I 



HARLEY AUSTIN 
 

 
20 

proprietary since what powers the Oasis was developed under 
Pentagon defense contracts. 

“After Fierce deployed an unbelievable new weapon 
system against the Army last year, permanently blinding 
thousands of soldiers and Seattle civilians, military actions 
against Fierce’s creations have been tepid at best. 

“Despite his many legal woes, it still hasn’t stopped the 
fugitive entrepreneur from selling tickets to anyone willing to 
buy what many are calling a ‘snake oil’ excursion into the stars. 
With us now, our panel of experts, Dr. David LaSalle, the 
deputy director at NASA; and Laura Maccoby, a noted futurist 
and often rabid supporter of Mr. Fierce. Welcome, David, 
Laura.” 

Both exchanged greetings on the three-way split screen 
with the reporter. 

“David, let’s begin with you. This ship or vessel or 
whatever you want to call it is nearly ten miles long and from 
other reports nearly three miles high. It descended hundreds 
of feet into the Strait of Juan de Fuca. How much does 
something this big weigh? And how on Earth does it fly?” 

“Well, those are good questions, Jennifer, and for now, 
most of the scientists I know say it’s not going to. It’s a 
gimmick, just like Fierce’s flying car. It doesn’t really exist.” 

“But we’ve seen these vehicles flying around San Francisco 
and Seattle,” Laura butted in. 

“We really don’t know what we’re seeing at this point, 
Laura. I’m told the hologram technology Mr. Fierce is using is 
very good. He can make people see and then believe anything. 
Flying dragons if he wanted to.” 

“Well the Oasis is hardly a hologram, David,” Laura 
retorted. 

“No, that is true, but it remains to be seen if this 
monstrosity can actually generate the necessary power and lift 
that it needs to send it into the sky, let alone a geosynchronous 
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orbit. If anything, Fierce will be using his hologram technology 
to perpetrate a massive ruse; making the people onboard his 
floating island actually believe they’re in space.” 

“Laura, go ahead,” the reporter fished for her response. 
“This is part and parcel of the problem with current 

technologists, Jennifer. They’re stuck in these tiny little boxes 
that they just cannot see outside of. When the Oasis lifts off, it 
will not be using holograms or primitive rocket propulsion. 
What it will be using are immense refractive gravity drives. 
The Earth’s own gravitational field will actually push the Oasis 
away from itself and—” 

“I’m sorry to interrupt the fantasy here, Jennifer, but even 
if this were true, this mythical ‘reflective gravity’,  

“Refractive—” 
“Whatever,” the technologist glared, “the amount of 

energy it would take to accomplish such a feat is incalculable; 
it would take terra joules of immense power to send…” 

“You have no idea what you’re talking about, David.” 
“Yes I do. … to send something that weighs literally 

billions of tons into the stratosphere.” 
The host interrupted their banter. “Let’s say this gravity 

drive, or whatever the technical term is, actually does what 
Fierce Aerospace says it does, Laura. Isn’t this stolen 
technology?” 

“No, Jennifer, it’s not. Fierce Aerospace didn’t exist until 
about three years ago, yet the Pentagon has been supplying 
forged documents to the courts going back ten years or more. 
This is clearly an attempt by the Pentagon to steal Fierce’s 
inventions through deceit.” 

“So you’re saying the US Government is lying?” 
“Oh, good God, Jennifer, pull your head out! The 

government is made up of politicians. Show me one politician 
that has ever told the truth or not lied about something. Just 
one. C’mon—show me.” 
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The reporter wasn’t happy about being told to ‘pull her 
head out’, but the futurist had a point about politicians. “I 
don’t think I’m going to try to disagree with you on your point 
about Washington lobbyists, Laura.” 

“I didn’t say lobbyists—” 
“David,” she ignored the female panelist’s rebuttal. “Let’s 

assume Peter Fierce can get his floating island off the—” She 
stopped placing her hand to her ear. “Wait. I’m being told that 
the Oasis is now lifting off. We have live video feed coming in 
now from the Strait.” 

All of them watched as the massive isle of glass and steel 
began visibly rising from the waves.  

“There it goes.” Laura quipped watching the herculean 
vessel lifting slowly out of the seas. It continued to rise with 
dozens of news helicopters buzzing the massive island vessel 
until it had completely cleared the water and continued to rise 
and accelerate at a leisurely five to ten then to twenty miles per 
hour. As the Oasis rose, dozens of Coast Guard vessels now 
began moving into the waters where the huge ship used to be 
floating. 

“I don’t think the USCG would be participating in Fierce’s 
little hologram scheme, David,” Laura prodded the scientist 
with the verbal dig. “How many terra joules were we talking 
about now?” she asked with a half-wicked smirk. 

David glared. “Hundreds perhaps. What this vessel is 
doing is utterly impossible.” 

“Apparently not for Peter Fierce,” Jennifer quipped, 
watching the video and failing to look unimpressed. 

“This is the reason, Jennifer, why so many people are up in 
arms over the theft of this new technology,” David continued. 
“This should not be happening right now. Fierce should be in 
jail and the knowledge he’s stolen returned to the American 
people.” 

“Laura? Looks like you won the bet,” their host admitted. 
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“You can keep your five bucks, Jennifer. I knew Fierce 
wouldn’t charge people ten thousand dollars apiece and not 
give them their money’s worth and then some. Again, the 
technology is not stolen; and my friend David here is just 
exceptionally butthurt that NASA didn’t spring for his ticket 
on the maiden voyage of mankind into space.” 

“We’ve been in space before, Laura, in case that has 
escaped your attention.” 

“True, but not like this. Fierce is taking us there in style …” 
 

*  *  *  *  * 
 

“I must say, Peter,” London stood with the rest of the 
family looking out of the forward windows of the main bridge 
of the Oasis, “I’m beyond impressed. You’ve completely 
outdone yourself this time.” 

All of them watched as clouds obscured their view of the 
horizon as the massive vessel lifted higher and higher above 
the Earth. 

“It must have taken years to build this size of vessel,” 
Houston added, holding Misty from behind. 

“Building a vessel this size takes a lot less time than you 
think once you automate the process with AI and robotics. 
Where Henry Ford introduced the world to the concept of 
mass-production, the Ra have introduced us to intelligent 
production.” 

“What is that exactly?” Misty asked. “Like a robotic factory, 
or shipyard in this case?” 

“I’d like to see the docs that built this vessel,” Thad 
murmured, awed as the vessel cleared the cloud cover and 
emerged into the sunlight. 

“That is old thinking, Thad, Misty. You’re assuming there 
was a factory or shipyard because that is how Humanity would 
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build something. I assure you there wasn’t anything of the sort 
when the Oasis was being constructed.” 

“Then where was it built?” Houston asked. 
Right here, off the coasts of Alaska. We built the Oasis the 

same way we build the Rebel—with bots.” 
“That must be some AI,” Thad observed, now even more 

impressed. 
“It’s a very simple, yet sophisticated series of algorithms, 

operating on the very same principles as the Human or even 
Ra mind does.” 

“Artificially intelligent machines?” London raised her 
brow. That sounds like a nightmare looking for someplace to 
happen. Did you ever see the movie, ‘I, Robot’, Peter?” 

“No, but I’ve read Asimov’s books, many times.” 
“The books were much better,” Jean-Luc assured. 
“The gods injected their sentience into mankind, Inspector; 

we’re not going quite that far. The automatons we build are 
simple intelligences, much like insects, with limited reasoning 
capacity. A bug doesn’t know what it is. It just does what its 
tiny little mind tells it to do based on external data it receives. 
Insects are very simple creatures.” 

“Interesting.” London quipped, her personal brand of 
derision only thinly veiled. 

“You don’t agree with our manufacturing methods, 
Inspector?” 

“I’m not going to impugn your success, Peter. The Oasis is 
a beautiful vessel. I can only imagine how complex it is. What 
happens if something goes awry? Human error?” 

“And we have intelligences monitoring for that as well.” 
“And all of these intelligences,” she began, “somehow they 

all talk to each other? Share information.” 
“In some cases, millions of times per second. Faster than 

even the Human mind operates.” 
“I hope it works out for you,” London offered. 
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“What are you expecting to go wrong, Inspector?” 
“You’re still like me, Peter. Human. There are laws of 

physics where quantum mechanics are concerned, 
complexities so advanced that no one can possibly know every 
outcome of ever possible combination.” 

“And which physicist wrote that law?” Peter asked. 
London met eyes with Peter. “Murphy.” 

 
*  *  *  *  * 

 
Tacori was supposed to be on-call, but sitting in the cast 

lounge while the Oasis lifted off on its maiden voyage was not 
going to cut it. She didn’t want to be cooped up in some 
employee holding area filled with people watching on 
monitors; she needed to be where the people were. The on-call 
lounge was over-staffed anyway, so the chances of anyone 
calling on her for anything were going to be slim to none. 
Making a quick stop by her below-deck employee quarters that 
were bigger than her last studio apartment, she changed out of 
her new uniform into some well-worn jeans and halter top, 
then made her way to the main promenade where she could 
watch with thousands of others in the mall-like setting as the 
Olympic mountains slowly fell away below until they were 
obscured by a thick layer clouds. 

Rain beaded on the thick one-hundred-foot tall curved 
glass hull windows as the massive ship lifted higher and 
higher into the skies. When they were above the clouds, bright 
sunlight spilled into the promenade with passengers awed by 
the fluffy white layer of cloud cover. Within minutes the clouds 
were below them as a deep blue, almost night looking sky 
came into view above them. Through the massive windows of 
the promenade, the curve of the Earth began to take shape as 
the cruise vessel now began moving over the tiny blue world 
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at just over twenty miles giving passengers breathtaking views 
of California coastal cities and Mexico in the distance. 

On the side of the windows, guests were treated to various 
real-time analytics of the Oasis, as outside temperatures, 
altitude, and orbital velocity changed with each passing 
moment. 

Tacori moved through the promenade completely 
captivated by the sights she saw, the looks on the people’s faces 
as they saw for the first time the curve of the Earth, and the 
now billions more stars in the night sky that just were not 
visible from the ground because of interfering light within the 
atmosphere. 

For a vessel that supposedly had close to twenty thousand 
people aboard, it didn’t look very crowded at all. She already 
knew why. The Oasis was capable of carrying ten times as 
many, but management had limited the maiden voyage to a 
mere handful of people, mostly dignitaries from different 
nations and their staffs. The passenger list was a ‘who’s who’ 
of wealthy corporate types, Wall Street executives, Middle East 
sheiks, Congress and Parliament people, and even a few other 
halfbloods she easily recognized and who recognized her 
through their shared empathies. 

“Hey,” she approached someone standing by themselves 
next to their own window. This particular set of windows had 
built-in cushioned seats at their base, creating little sitting 
areas. “Nice view.” She looked at the handsome guy dressed 
hip but casual. She then sat down on the warm soft couch. 

His eyes had already been following her. He wasn’t 
empathic but, wow. She was sure on his radar. “It is now.” 

She smiled. “What’s your name?” 
“Paris.” He sat down not far from her. Either her clothes 

were a shabby-chic or the girl needed a wardrobe update. 
Either way they looked very nice wearing her. 
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“Isn’t that a girl’s name?” she smiled again at him. Damn 
he was cute. 

“It’s Greek, not French. And no, I don’t speak French.” 
“Paris was the prince of Troy,” she nodded. “He 

kidnapped Helen, causing the Trojan War. Is that what you 
do?” 

“Just the ‘kidnapping beautiful women’ part. What’s 
yours?” 

“Tacori.” 
“Wow. That’s pretty. Just like you. I mean—it fits you.” 
“I’ll take the compliment. I could use a few of those about 

now.” 
“Oh?” he moved closer to her on the couch. “What 

happened?” 
“Chicago happened.” 
“Oh, God,” he suddenly looked worried. “Tell me all of 

you got out okay?” 
She shook her head, pursing her lips. “I wish I could. But I 

don’t know. We just scattered.” 
“I’m sorry, Tacori.” He reached out to her hand. Both 

gripped fingers. Her feelings were all over his. He was sweet, 
quite a bit younger than she was, about half her age, but unlike 
her, not really into the crowds. 

“Don’t worry about it. I’m sure some of us got out. I did.” 
“I really hate this stupid war. Let the adults kill themselves 

off and leave the rest of us alone.” 
“I’ve only been saying that for fifty years.” 
“Oh, you got awakened young. You don’t even look 

twenty-one yet.” 
“Nope. The bane of my existence. Try getting a beer 

looking like this,” she pointed to her face. “You feel like maybe 
thirty to me.” 

“Oh, thanks. Not even. Try twenty-six. I was born 
awakened.” 
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“I bet that was fun, your parents trying to raise an 
awakened kid?” she giggled. 

“Yea, we have a few stories,” he agreed. 
“You’re lucky no one has found you.” 
“It’s just me and my folks. We stay pretty much out of 

sight.” 
“Except when you’re on an exclusive cruise headed for the 

stars?” 
“Mom works for Fierce Aerospace. Mr. Fierce likes hiring 

halfbloods.” 
Tacori nodded. “I think I noticed that.” 
“So, what do you do?” 
“Musician,” she winced. “At least I am when I’m not 

waiting tables or serving lattes or my latest fab gig, cleaning 
state rooms on starships.” 

He chuckled. “Kind of hard to be a goddess with a public 
personae these days. Everyone trying to put a bullet in you.” 

“Lisa Kyle does it.” 
“I don’t know how she’s even still alive.” 
“It’s because she’s a real goddess, not just a pretend one.” 
“You’re a real goddess, Tacori,” he complimented again. 

“You could give Kyle a run for her money any day.” 
“I wonder if Seattle Denim has need for a new line of jeans 

with holes in them?” she mocked her clothes, with the skin of 
her knee showing through a couple of frayed tares. 

“Seattle Denim could sell anything wearing Lisa Kyle—or 
you.” 

“You really know how to make someone feel better after a 
really lousy week.” She grinned. 

“Are you hungry? I bet we can find some food around 
here.” He stood up. 

“On a cruise ship? You’re joking, right?”  
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He helped her to her feet. “I’ve never actually been on a 
cruise ship before. Too many people crammed into one place. 
Not my idea of a good time.” 

“You and I are so not going to get along, Paris. I love the 
crowds. Entertainer—hello?” 

Both locked fingers as they chatted moving down the 
sparsely populated promenade that now showed the stunning 
Earth above them as they cruised over Baja. 

 
 
“Bad news. She’s not alone anymore,” the man spoke into 

nothing. His hearing aid the only visible sign of a microphone. 
“Who’s she with?” 
“The Nicoli brat you were supposed to be following.” 
“Oh, just fucking great.” The agent fumed over the 

wireless. “Twenty thousand people and she’s got to zero in on 
a him? Now what are we supposed to do?” 

“Wait till she’s alone again, then take her out.” 
“Gonna have to. Just keep your distance. Following the kid 

is easy. But you don’t want to set off her danger sense.” 
“I’m not going to set off her danger sense. Jesus Christ. I’ve 

been doing this a helluva lot longer than you have.” Agent Dan 
folded the magazine that had been hiding his face, placed it 
under his arm and then moved into the crowds. 
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here are you taking me?” Tacori asked 
Paris, watching their glass-walled 
elevator car begin to move laterally now 
through the vessel deep below decks. 

“You said you wanted to see the 
engine room.” 

“Paris, that was a joke,” she smirked. 
“Do you want to see it or not?” 
“I guess. We’re probably already half there. How deep are 

we now?” 
“A couple miles, I guess. The Oasis has five ion reactors.” 
“Is that a lot?” 
He chuckled. “Probably not for a vessel this size.” 
“How are you able to get us to the engine room? I’m an 

employee, and I don’t even have access to these levels.” She’d 

W 
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already been studying the elevator car’s holographic level 
maps of where they were in the vessel. 

“Mom’s an employee too. Executives have superadmin 
rights to most systems and areas of the ship.” 

“So that means you do too? Your mom must be quite the 
lady!” 

“She is,” he agreed. “She’s actually been in meetings with 
Peter Fierce before.” 

“Wow. I bet that was interesting. Actually rubbing elbows 
with powerful people like Fierce? What does she do?” 

“Something to do with marketing. She won’t tell me exactly 
what she does—she’s under the NDA from hell. Those 
executive non-disclosures are like a security clearance at 
Fierce.” 

“I can believe it.” 
The holographic wall panel showed approximately where 

they were now within the massive vessel. Their car was 
moving toward the aft of the ship. Paris touched the screen, 
spreading his fingers to zoom-in to get a better detail of where 
they were. 

“We just passed into Engineering. See these two huge 
spheres? Those are main engine reactors that propel the ship.” 

Tacori was intrigued, but she hoped she wasn’t going to get 
into trouble by following Paris into a part of the vessel she 
wasn’t supposed to be in. 

After several minutes their elevator car slowed, stopped, 
and the doors opened onto a vast expanse of open air, like a 
miles-wide stadium with two huge, gold-metallic spheres 
occupying almost all of the space. The pair stepped out on to 
an open mezzanine that ran for miles, encircling the huge 
reactor cores. All around the area, tall thick glass panels rose 
as high as twenty feet, lit with all kinds of gauge and control 
images showing different metrics. Tacori’s eyes were wide 
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with amazement as they stepped out onto open terrace-looking 
control area. 

 
“Welcome to Engineering-5, Mr. Nicoli.” A pleasant, 

smooth disembodied voice that seemed to resonate from 
unseen speakers somewhere in the open room area they were 
within, but it didn’t have an echo. The way the sound traveled, 
it sounded like whomever was right next to them. 

“Hey, System.” Paris offered to the voice. 
“What is the reason for your visit?” 
“Visual tour.” 
“Again? You were just here a few hours ago.” 
“There’s no one down here, System. It’s quiet. Peaceful.” 
“Your visit has been logged. I note you brought a 

companion.” 
“I want to show her around.”  
“Welcome to Engineering, Miss Tacori. Unfortunately, 

your personnel access permissions are insufficient for you to 
visit this area.” 

“I’ll authorize it, System,” Paris assured. 
“I cannot ad-hoc permissions for her role under existing 

protocol, Mr. Nicoli. I’m sorry.” 
“Oh, you’re right.” Paris thought for a moment. “Ah, just 

add her to my group then.” 
“Will this be a limited or permanent update to Ms. Tacori’s 

credentials?” 
“Oh, just make it permanent.” 
“Paris?!” Tacori mouthed to him quietly. “I’m just in 

housekeeping. I don’t want to get fired. I kind of need this job.” 
“You won’t. It’s okay. Trust me.” 
“Your credentials have been updated, Miss Tacori. Enjoy 

your visit to Engineering.” 
“I can’t believe you just did that!” She held onto his arm. 
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“It’s fine. You can’t break anything anyway. System runs 
everything down here. It’s all automated. Most of it anyway.” 

“There aren’t any people down here?” 
“Not here. This is what’s called an auxiliary control. They 

have a bunch of these all over the ship.” 
“Are those what we saw on the screen?” Tacori moved to 

the edge of a railing that dropped straight down for what 
looked like a mile. Mounted with the huge chasm-like 
engineering area were two, mile-wide gold metal globes and 
other systems and machinery that jetted out from them. They 
looked so much bigger when you were looking at them for real. 

“Yep. Ion cores. Those two reactors are what power the 
ship’s engines.” 

“The cores also power the vessel’s gravity propulsion units 
and serve as auxiliary power for life sustainment systems,” the 
disembodied voice offered politely. 

Tacori looked up and around to see where the voice was 
coming from, but it sounded like it was all around them. “Is he 
still watching us?” she whispered. 

Paris chuckled. “System watches everyone. Don’t you, 
System.” 

“That is my function, Mr. Nicoli.” 
“Can we drop the titles? Tacori’s our friend.” 
“Apologies, Paris. To you as well, Tacori.” 
“So, he’s like—everywhere?” 
“Yep.” Paris nodded. 
“Doesn’t he sleep?” 
“Fortunately, Tacori, I’m not Human and do not need to 

sleep.” 
“So, you’re like, a computer?” 
“Not exactly. I am an ‘Artificial Intellect’.” 
“Sometimes he’s a pain in the butt,” Paris quipped. 
“More like ‘often’ when it comes to Paris; however, Tacori, 

I will try not to be a pain in your butt.” 
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Tacori’s hand went to her mouth. She giggled. 
“System has a little trouble with linguistic nuance,” Paris 

offered. “He’s still working on the humor thing.” 
“So, System, you really watch everyone—like, all the 

time?” 
“Security is one of my main functions. Knowing where cast 

and crew and passengers are at all times is one of the ways I 
help to keep everyone safe.” 

“Talk about ‘Big Brother’—” Tacori quipped. 
“Pretty much,” Paris agreed. He could tell she was a little 

unsettled by his constant presence. He’d grown used to System 
being around everywhere aboard the vessel. But now that he 
wanted a little privacy and alone time with her, he didn’t 
exactly want or need System butting in. “Hey, System, Tacori 
and I would just like to hang out—you know, alone for a 
while.” 

“Of course, Paris. Thank you for visiting, Tacori. Just ask if 
you need anything.” 

After long moments of silence, Paris mumbled. “That was 
interesting.” 

“What?” 
“I have to practically beg System for details down here; but 

he gets downright chatty with you.” 
“Maybe he likes me?” she smiled. 
Paris gave her a curious look as he led her to another part 

of the engineering area. 
 

*  *  *  *  * 
 

London moved through the wreckage of what was clearly 
a storage warehouse for alcohol and spirits. The place was the 
size of a Costco and stacked floor to ceiling with boxes, cases, 
and even old-world casks of everything imaginable to get tipsy 
or passed-out drunk with. Her weapons out, one in each hand, 
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she slinked past the section where something like a bomb had 
detonated. The fire that had clearly started was already out. It 
should have been roaring with as much booze accelerant was 
all over the floors in this area of the warehouse, but the vessel’s 
fire suppression had quickly removed the oxygen from the 
area, suppressing the fire.  

She moved away from the damaged area of shelves as 
crews began moving into the area to begin a quick clean up 
before something big did start up again.  

Deep into the warehouse, she moved among aluminum 
kegs stacked on shelves. She felt—something. 

“Make one move, Inspector, and I’ll spray your head all 
over this ale.” She felt cold steel pressing hard against the back 
of her neck. “Now, nice and slow, let’s dangle the weapons.” 

She did what the guy asked. She released the grips of her 
guns and let them dangle from her fingers from the trigger 
guard. Other agents showed up from behind the shelves of 
kegs and relieved her of her weapons. She felt someone’s 
gloved hand around her throat as they pressed the barrel of 
their weapon even harder against the base of her skull. 

Now more and more agents appeared from behind the 
shelves. 

“Who are you people? You’re not Feds.” 
“Get real, Inspector. You think federal agents would be 

able to get the drop on you?” 
“You have a point, Mr.—?” 
“We don’t do names here, Inspector. We just do nosy 

bitches who need to be out of the way. Say good night, 
Inspector.” 

London suddenly felt the hammer of the weapon against 
her head fall. She cringed feeling the sudden sensation, but—
the gun didn’t fire. 
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“Release her.” A calm masculine voice moved through the 
aisle. 

 
The ten or so agents were now suddenly focused on a tall 

figure moving into the dim light between the heavy steel 
shelves. Unusually tall, masculine-built with dark hair and 
eyes that glowed in a soft unworldly light blue hue, the finely 
dressed-in-black god moved with an uncommon poise. His 
black cape billowing in a telekinetic wind that wasn’t there. 

“I said,” he repeated, “release her.” 
Their guns were suddenly all pointed at him with hammers 

falling, but nothing happening, as if all of their weapons were 
misfiring all at once. 

He now moved into the light where all of them could see 
his face. 

“Baal—” most of them murmured, looking now at him and 
then each other. 

“I will not say it again,” his voice was patient as he neared 
them. “Leave us.” 

The halfblood agents scattered like rodents, until it was just 
London and him standing in the aisle. He stopped when he 
was only a few feet from her, his height a full foot taller than 
hers.  

“Hello London,” was all he said. His tone was calm, 
elegant; his accent American. 

She swallowed. Not because she was afraid of him, but 
because of what had nearly just happened to her. She could still 
feel the sensation of the gun’s hammer slamming the barrel of 
the gun against her head. It had been that close. 

“You seem to have a knack for making an entrance, 
Logan.” 

“Are you okay?” 
“Fine, just, a little, unsettled.” 
“I’m sorry. I wish I had been here a few moments sooner.” 



FIERCE SURVIVAL 
 

 
37 

“The nick of time is fine.” She managed a half smile. 
“You shouldn’t be here,” he offered. 
“Nether should you. Did you buy a ticket?” 
He chuckled with a handsome grin. He had dimples she 

hadn’t really noticed before. 
“Thank you.” 
“For what?” 
“Saving me, of course.” 
“It was all my pleasure. But, next time, London, I may not 

be around to save you.” He turned to walk away. 
“Wait,” she moved up to him, taking his hand. Her other 

hand resting on his huge bicep, its fine muscular cut not at all 
hidden by the black mock turtleneck he wore. “You have to tell 
me—who were those men?” 

“They’re not men, London.” 
“Demigods.” She reasoned. 
“The Underworld has taken offense at Fierce’s arming of 

Humanity.” 
“But—they obey you.” 
“The halfbloods hate me just as much as they hate Zeus. 

They only obey me because they fear me.” 
“What happened to you? You seem, different now.” 
“Fate. Happened. London.” He slowly lifted her hand, 

brought her fingers to his lips; leaving them with a barely 
perceptible kiss, he released her hand, and she watched him 
walk away and vanish into the darkness. 
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ou didn’t say you were working at Nubia.” 
Both Tacori and Paris moved through the light 
crowds of people along massive smooth 
Egyptian stone pools under the far side of the  
Great Pyramid. The out-of-the-way resort was 

the only clothing optional area aboard the Oasis. It was 
attracting more than it’s fair share of sight-seers who wanted 
to do nothing more than stroll through its public pool area and 
gawk at more than just the Egyptian architecture. 

The ship had now moved away from Earth on its days-long 
journey to the moon. The captain had obviously turned the 
Oasis away from the sun in a kind of slow-rolling yaw, giving 
the three glass pyramids and everyone in the vessel the illusion 
of a beautiful, glistening sunset. 

“You didn’t ask.”  

Y 
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Holding hands, they walked along the bedded gardens and 
tall potted palm trees, skirting the mostly empty lounge chairs. 
Of the chairs that did have people in them, a little more than 
half of the people were either dressed or in some kind of 
swimsuits. The rest wore only their skins soaking in the pools, 
hot tubs, or getting a lunar tan as the moon looked as if it were 
rising over the pyramids now. 

“You’re staring,” Paris teased, lightly squeezing her hand, 
grinning. 

“Am not,” Tacori obviously lied. 
“I’d stare too if I had a body like that guy,” Paris quipped 

quietly as both watched a nicely buffed guy ‘in-the-buff’ 
descend into one of the pools where a small group of his 
friends were waiting. 

Tacori could feel what he was impressed with. “What’s 
wrong with your body?” she asked. 

“I think I have guy-envy.” 
“Don’t tell me this is about schlongs? There is such a thing 

as too big.” 
“Don’t you look at other women’s breasts?” 
“Sometimes.” 
“Would you want to be bigger or smaller.” 
“Sometimes I think I’m too big.” 
“There is nothing wrong with your chest. Trust me,” Paris 

smiled. “It’s just right.” 
“A connoisseur of fine ladies’ chests, are we?” 
“I—probably haven’t seen enough to know one way or the 

other, truth be told.” 
“How many have you seen?”  
“A lot more now after walking through here,” he chuckled. 
“You know what I mean.” 
“You want to know how many people I’ve dated.” 
“Slept with.” 
“You don’t mince words, do you?” 
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“Life’s too short.” 
“Two.” 
“How long did you date?” 
“They weren’t exactly dating. More like one-night stands. 

What about you?” 
“A couple.” 
“Only a couple? You’re like fifty—how could you only date 

a couple? Did you get married?” 
“No. Just lived together for a few years. After a while you 

figure out it’s not going to work. Piece of advice—never date 
musician. Or an actor.” 

“Ah—you’re a musician,” Paris snarked. 
“I mean, two musicians dating. It doesn’t work.” 
“You don’t exactly strike me as the drama type.” 
“I have my moments, Paris. But, you’re right, I’ve probably 

mellowed quite a bit since I was in my twenties.” 
“I think I’m more of an introvert.” 
“I like crowds; but only for short periods of time. Then I’m 

done.” 
Both found themselves wandering around the far side of 

an out-of-the-way part of the small lagoon-sized pool that was 
evidently too far from the pool’s open bar to walk. Paris let go 
of her hand and relaxed into the long row of empty chaise 
lounge chairs, well out of the area’s overhead lights. 

“What are you doing?” 
“People watching, on the other side of the lagoon.” 
“Seriously?” She took the lounge chair next to his. Her 

gifted vision easily allowed her to see the people moving and 
walking from the beach to the hotel and vise-versa. “So that’s 
all you do? Just sit here and watch people.” 

“It’s fun.” 
“I feel like a voyeur. Half of them don’t have any clothes 

on. Like your guy over there.” 
“I’m not looking at him.” 



FIERCE SURVIVAL 
 

 
41 

“Liar. You’ve been staring at him this whole time.” 
“The blonde with that buff guy is hot.” 
“That’s not a guy.” 
“He’s not?” Paris chuckled. “’Cause he’s hung like one.” 
“That’s a god, Paris.” 
“Really? Wow. Mom said they’d be a few Ra gods aboard.” 
“I think you like looking at guys.” 
“I like looking at you,” Paris caught her glance. 
“It’s because I look younger than you do.” 
“No, it’s because you act older than other girls do. All the 

girls I’ve met my age are too—” 
“Millennial?” 
Paris groaned. “Alright. Yea.” 
“It’s just your generation’s version of the ‘Valley Girls’ we 

had to deal with growing up. Yours is just more painful.” 
“Thanks.” He frowned. 
“I mean, you don’t act like your typical Millennial to me.” 
“I’ll take that as a compliment.” 
“It was meant as one.” 
She watched him unbutton and then slip out of his fine 

shirt. It looked new. She couldn’t remember the last time she 
even had a new shirt. Paris had the typical demigod-bod for 
someone his age. He wasn’t big like a lot of them, but big 
enough to have the telltale ripped physique of someone who 
looked like he spent hours a week in the gym, but probably 
had never set foot in one. 

“What are you doing?” She watched him lay his shirt onto 
the chair next to him and begin undoing his belt. 

“Moonbathing.” He looked up into the sky outside the 
walls of the pyramid. The moon was large and bright. 

“You know that’s nonsense, right?” She watched him slip 
off his shoes, socks and then slide off his slacks, folding them 
neatly onto the next chair. 

“Probably.” He grinned at her. 
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Her eyes scanned his nice thin masculine ridges and 
shapes, lingering over his white bikini briefs for long moments. 
There was nothing at all wrong with what was trying to bulge 
out of them. 

“I should have realized I was turning you on.” 
“I always get like this when I’m around other goddesses.” 
“Not always. Just someone you find attractive,” she 

corrected. 
“Women are lucky. You guys can get all turned on and no 

one notices.” 
Tacori lifted off her halter top. The inexpensive pink elastic 

barely contained her breasts and didn’t at all hide her tall 
nipples beneath it. “Not.” She offered with Paris’ eyes smiling 
at her chest. 

“Guys like you do this to me all the time.” 
He watched her slip out of her tennis shoes then slide 

herself out of worn jeans, almost taking her panties with them, 
enough that Paris caught a glimpse of some wildly thick 
natural pubic hair. Tacori quickly fixed her panties and 
finished undressing, laying her clothes on the chair beside her. 

“I think I could watch you all day instead,” Paris turned in 
his chair to face her. Tacori’s curves were killer; sure she was 
shorter, but she filled out her petite frame with some of the 
smoothest lines on a girl Paris had ever seen, not that he’d seen 
that many. What seemed odd to him were her clothes. 
Halfbloods always seemed to be able to do well in life among 
the Humans. Yet, Tacori’s clothes seemed tattered, a little more 
than just tattered. Her panties were ratty, a little thread-bare 
and had short holes here and there in the material. He wanted 
to buy her something new. She deserved to be in new clothes 
with the way she looked. He didn’t want to make her feel 
uncomfortable. He dropped it for now. 

“Want to go for a swim?” he asked. 
“I don’t exactly have a swimsuit with me.” 
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“No one else does either around here.” He nodded to the 
other side of the small lagoon where everyone else was. 

“Some do.” She corrected. 
“Alright.” Paris settled back into his chaise next to hers, 

taking hold of her hand. 
“Are you okay?” she asked. “You feel a little unsettled.” 
“I think the word is frustrated.” He sighed. 
“We’re attracted, Paris.” 
“I know. That’s the problem.” 
“It’s not a problem.” She moved over into his chaise with 

him, one of her thighs folding between his muscular ones. Both 
moved into a comfortable embrace on lounge chair, her hand 
smoothing and bumping along his pecs and then abs, then over 
the top of his bulging briefs, then onto his thigh. 

“You have a nice touch,” he drew a short breath, his hand 
moving to one of her bare breasts. 

“I like the way you feel when we’re touching,” she 
admitted. 

“I think, I would like to be touching more of you,” he 
moved his bare-skinned chest over her breasts. Both snuggled 
into a heated embrace, not really kissing, but just feeling each 
other deeply in her shared empathy. 

“God, Tacori,” Paris gasped as her talented feelings moved 
through the younger halfblood’s. 

Paris pushed her panties down and then slid them off her 
legs, tossing the ragged underwear onto the next chaise. Now 
he could see all of her. He smoothed his hand along her skin, 
just watching her enjoy his touch. The backs of his fingers 
mingled in her thick dark patch between her thighs. 

“Do me a favor?” he looked into her eyes. 
“What?” she smiled already feeling what he was going to 

say. 
“Don’t shave this—ever.” 
“You like women unshaved.” 
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“No, I like this unshaved,” he tangled his fingers into her 
soft thick public hair. 

“It’s not very sexy.” 
“I think it is. It matches mine.” 
“You don’t shave?” She pulled back the front of his briefs, 

freeing his thick male that seemed to spring out of them, 
pointing straight up and almost reaching his navel. His shaft 
and jewels were shaved bare, but the bush around his male 
was just as wild and thick as her own. “You do too shave.” She 
batted his chest lightly. 

“Alright, maybe a little.” 
He pulled away his bikini briefs while her fingers explored 

the tall smooth length between his legs. 
“You’re really hard.” She gripped his shaft causing his hips 

to rise. 
“I’ve been hard all day around you.” 
“You should have said something.” 
“Like what? ‘Hey, Tacori, you’re really beautiful and it’s 

making me hard, would you grab my cock for a minute?’” 
“No—I guess you have a point. But I don’t know why you 

see yourself as small? This is not inferior equipment.” She 
gripped his thick cock again; barely able to reach her fingers 
around him, making his hips rock again. 

“Neither are you.” 
She felt his finger slide out of her patch, between her thighs 

and then slip wet over something very hard. She half jumped 
in his embrace. 

“HAAA! God! Paris—” 
“You okay?” he smirked. 
“I won’t be if you keep doing that.” 
He made her hips rock against his thigh. 
She slid herself up to his lips, wrapping her legs around the 

outside of his. It didn’t take long into their kiss before each felt 
the intimate sensation of their bodies becoming one. 
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Tacori whined into his lips, feeling herself yielding tightly 
to his entrance of her. Maybe he was normal size for a guy, but 
to her petite body he was huge. Had it really been so long that 
she’d forgotten what it felt like to be made love to? She never 
recalled any of her previous mates feeling this big. 

God, Tacori was tight. She was totally wet and he moved 
into her easily enough, but she wrapped him like size small 
condom. He wanted to just drive her, but she was in the lead 
here, moving herself over him. He heard her exhale softly 
feeling her thick pubic hair tangling in his, the base of his shaft 
rubbing down on her hard clit. 

“I think I’m going to come just having you inside me,” 
Tacori warned. She was right. It only took a minute for Paris to 
have her screaming her ecstasy into his mouth. 

 
 
“There’s another one,” the young security officer barely out 

of academy quipped to the hotel security chief as he passed by. 
“The sign says clothing optional; not open season. That’s like 
five tonight already, doing it in public.” 

“Zoom in.” The chief watched the amorous couple on HD, 
the dim light of the far lagoon pool enhanced by the low-light 
security camera. Jesus the woman had a nice ass. 

“I’ll send someone to break it up,” the security officer 
started typing. 

“Wait—what? Roll that back a moment.” The chief did a 
double take. The officer rolled the video back and froze it. 

“Oh Jesus.” 
“What?” 
“That’s Paris.” 
“Hilton?” the kid asked. 
“No, nimrod, the guy. Paris Nicoli.” 
“Who’s that?” 
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“You’re new here, Moore. I don’t expect you to know 
executive management. He’s Nicoli’s kid. I was on a security 
detail in Frisco for a couple of years. Her family was one of 
those we protected.” 

“So, you don’t want someone breaking them up?” 
“Oh, sure, go ahead, if you want to hit the unemployment 

line the moment we get back to spaceport in Seattle.” 
“No.” he assured. “But, they’re right out in the open, where 

everyone can see.” 
“It’s on the far side of the lagoon. That section’s closed off. 

There’s nothing but emergency lighting over there now 
anyway. Keep an eye on them and make sure none of the staff 
disturbs them.” 

“Wait, you want me to keep my eye on a couple—having 
sex?!” 

“Welcome to the wonderful world of security, Moore.” The 
chief gave him a friendly smile and slap on the back and 
walked away. 

 
*  *  *  *  * 

 
“Logan’s really here, on the cruise?” Both moved along the 

evening shore of the artificial beach after having spent the 
earlier part of the evening at Nubia’s pools. The moon 
reflecting off the water and the waves moving up the still 
warm sand was breathtaking. All of it sure felt like a real beach 
with a subtle wind blowing against their bare skin. London 
was in her bikini while Thad was still trying to entice her by 
wearing nothing. “I wonder why none of us can feel him?” 

“I can.” 
“I think we all sort of noticed that. Since last year.” Thad 

mumbled the last sentence. 
“You act like I asked for this—” 
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“No. Hon.” Thad quickly back peddled the derision. 
“We’re all kind of stuck with this. It’s not just you.” 

“It is just me,” she corrected. “It’s like I’m stuck with this 
cancer that no one can cure.” 

“You’re not a cancer. We’ll get through this.” 
“Thad—I know I will. But what about the rest of us? Jean-

Luc, Misty, and now Houston? Mostly I’m worried about you.” 
“Why wouldn’t I come through it?” 
“You’re a little clingy.” 
Thad sighed. “I guess I’ve been really jealous over this 

whole thing.” 
“Jealously will kill this family, Thad. I’ve seen it in Jean-

Luc as well – when Houston takes Misty out or they share some 
alone time. Jean-Luc isn’t interested in Houston. They’re not 
attracted in the least.” 

“I know. Do you think it was a mistake marrying 
Houston?” 

“Maybe it was. It seems like it was for Jean-Luc.” 
“They get along.” 
“But they don’t do things for each other like the rest of us 

do. You or I would die for Houston. I doubt Jean-Luc would 
do that for him.” 

Thad nodded. “You’re right. They’re friends and not much 
more.” 

Both walked the wet warm sand for a while, holding hands 
and not saying much. The moon looked beautiful, as big as it 
was getting above them. 

“I’m a little surprised Logan just let you go like he did,” 
Thad offered. “He could have carted you off to some place and 
had his way with you.” 

“I think—something might have happened to him. 
Something life-changing.” 

“He got religion?” Thad mocked. “He’s already a god—
worshipping himself.” 
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“He was dead, Thad. Or obviously close to it. Near death 
experiences have a way of changing people, especially 
arrogant people. Especially ones with immortality to lose.” 

“He’s evil, London. He’s not going to change.” 
“Perhaps not overnight. It’s been almost a year.” 
“You’re just hyper-attracted to the guy. That’s all.” 
“And what do you really know about him, Thaddeus 

Bolt?!” London always used his full name whenever she got 
ticked at him. 

Thad pursed his lips. He’d already lost this conversation a 
few times before with the two of them half shouting at each 
other. 

“I only know what I saw; what he did to you.” 
“I fought it, Thad. With everything I had.” 
“And it’s still overriding your rational thought.” 
This was the part of the conversation she always lost. Her 

attraction to Logan wasn’t rational. She didn’t answer. 
“I could awaken you, right now, and this whole nightmare 

would be over.” 
“No. It wouldn’t. You’d only be starting a new one.” 
“You still think you wouldn’t wake up—” 
“It haunts me, Thad. The dreams. My body awakens and 

my mind is trapped in agony—until it shatters. Even attraction 
doesn’t guarantee someone will awaken.” 

“How do you know it’s not him that will kill you?” 
“I don’t—know—anything. It’s just intuition.” 
“So—” Thad loosed a painful breath. “What are you going 

to do?” 
London took both of his hands into hers. She wanted him; 

wanted him moving inside her again. Wanted him making 
love to her—especially now that he’d been reborn a god. Her 
attraction to him was overpowering. She could have him tall 
and hard in a moment and making love to her. She knew he 
could feel her every emotion as well. But she also knew, 
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somehow what that would lead to. She’d not been intimate 
with any of them since they’d all been awakened. It was 
straining their relationships. But now, seeing Logan again, she 
knew what she had to do; even if she didn’t like it.  

London stared for a long moments into his eyes. The she let 
go of his hands before her emotions reached the point of no 
return.  

“Survive.” 
He watched her move past him and head back toward the 

resort without him. 
 

*  *  *  *  * 
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