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Prologue 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

y name is Ty.  
No, I don’t have a last name, it’s just 

Ty.  
I don’t have a lot of things at the 

moment that most people do. I don’t 
have a car or a home; no driver’s license or credit card—and 
now, I don’t even have a family. The fact of the matter is, I don’t 
even exist as far as the government is concerned—any 
government. People call me an illegal alien. I wasn’t actually  
born here, so I guess, technically, they’re correct. 

I just turned twenty, but for the past four years I’ve been 
alone, roaming between the States and the Provinces; a kind of 
urban nomad.  

Most of the time I’m hungry, moving from town to town, 
city to city, finding odd jobs where someone will hire me cheap 

M 
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for cash. More than a few times I get offers from people 
wanting to hire me to spend the night with them. As much as 
I’d like to, I mean, I could really use the money, that’s not really 
an option for me. Not with my genes. 

Speaking of genes, I used to be a skinny teen, but the last 
few years my body has been changing. I don’t work out or 
pump iron, but lately I sure look like I do. Being hungry most 
of the time, I guess I look pretty cut. All the running I do 
probably doesn’t help. I love to run. It helps me work off the 
nervous energy from all the uncertainty that swirls around my 
life. It’s that uncertainty that leaves my stomach in knots 
almost every waking moment of my life. Running helps make 
those feelings of being homeless and out of control a lot less 
painful. My favorite part of the day is when I am just waking 
up. I feel completely relaxed without the knot and nervous 
tension wrenching within my gut. It’s the only part of the day 
I feel truly peaceful. But then as I wake and the reality of my 
life washes back over me, the dull nervous pain of my life starts 
up all over again. I’ve had people tell me to just get over it. Yea. 
Easy for them to say. They’re not running in my shoes. 

I don’t exactly look homeless. I try to keep myself cleaned 
up and put together. It helps me find better jobs. Now and then 
when I’m working I’ll find a cheap motel to crash in for a few 
weeks. It makes me feel like I have a little stability in my life. 
In fact, that’s what I’ve been doing lately. The motel I’m in can 
get a little rowdy on the weekends. The owner is paying me 
under the table to fix the place up. I’m not exactly a master 
handyman, but he seems to like my work. He can be a bit of an 
ass sometimes, but he keeps putting cash in my pocket, so, for 
now anyway, I stay. 

When I’m not patching walls or fixing the drains, I’ve been 
walking to one of the lakes in the middle of downtown. It’s 
surrounded by office high-rises and condos, but also trees and 
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walkways, benches and on the weekends there’s other things 
happening, like the free concert they had last weekend. In the 
afternoons, quite a few people show up to either run or walk; I 
spend a couple of hours running the paths in the sun and just 
watching them, wondering what they do or listening in on 
their conversations from a safe distance. I know they think I 
can’t hear what they’re saying, but I do. 

The truth is, I really try to stay away from people as much 
as possible. It’s not that I don’t like people, I do. But, I can’t 
really make friends. I can’t let others know who or what I am. 
I’ve tried that a couple of times and it always ends—badly.  

The truth is, I’m on the run. I’m always on the run; always 
being followed—by someone. Maybe running helps make me 
feel like I’m actually getting away from them. But it doesn’t 
matter where I go; eventually, they always seem to find me and 
then things get really—complicated. Like last year … 

 
 
Sofia’s lips were full and enchanting when they were 

wrapped around mine. She still spoke French like a Parisian 
even though she’d been living in Montreal for several years. 
Tall, slender, intelligent, and with an independent spirit, she 
was barely nineteen with her own apartment and taking 
classes at the Université de Montréal.  

There was no denying our attraction. I’d been attracted to 
a few women before through the years, even another guy now 
and then, but nothing like this. Were my attractions getting 
stronger the older I got? It sure seemed that way. 

We hadn’t been seeing each other for more than a couple of 
days before I moved into her small but upscale townhouse. I 
was really trying to be careful, but I’m not a small guy and the 
torn condom had sent Sofia into ‘the sleep’. I knew she 
wouldn’t be out for very long. Less than a week later she had 
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awakened even more beautiful than I could have ever 
imagined. 

Sofia reborn made an amazing and spirited goddess. She 
could turn heads with the way she moved and how she carried 
herself. I sometimes called her Windy, after some old song we’d 
both heard on the radio. It sure fit her personality, and it made 
me wonder if the writers of the song had used it to describe 
someone, a goddess, just like Sofia. 

But for all of her sophistication, culture and elegance, the 
woman could easily succumb to her more primal instincts. 
Well, easily for me. I could feel what she wanted, sense what 
she desired. One didn’t have sex with Sofia, that’s not who she 
was. I knew that. Sofia made love. I’d tease her, subtly, warmly. 
She hated it when she wasn’t really in the mood, but then I’d 
rev our natural attraction with my subtle gestures, a warm 
empathic touch. She would deliberately resist it as long as she 
could. It was usually my fault, distracting her from her studies. 
She had a test the next day and she was really fighting what I 
was doing to her. She knew she couldn’t resist me. And with 
the mind of a goddess she really didn’t need to be studying 
either. It was her ploy.  

I had her already panting when she moved over the top of 
me on the floor of her living room, sliding my black mock 
turtleneck from me that had been tucked into my 
unsophisticated black Levis. She liked me in black, and she 
liked my abs, but Sofia was infatuated with my pecs. I’m broad 
shouldered and deeply cut. I relieved her of her top while her 
pout and tongue worked one of my nipples into a short 
sensitive little spire that always sent my jewels tingling. 

“Ohhh, Sofia,” I whispered, my words accented by the 
French we both spoke well. 

After Sofia’s accidental awakening, I’d been really extra 
careful; always using protection. I’d made her a goddess, the 
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last thing I needed was a pregnant one. But for some reason, it 
didn’t happen. It was like Sofia’s emotions were on fire. Mine 
were as well. She said she didn’t want anything between us. I 
knew what she was feeling, I didn’t want anything between us 
either. The honest truth is, the soft natural smell of Sofia’s skin 
was driving me unusually wild. I couldn’t resist her feminine 
scent. My tongue between her thighs had pulled her over the 
edge of ecstasy, but now with our lips back together, my arms 
around her slender back and her legs wrapped around mine, 
Sofia was filling herself with my throbbing hardness. It always 
felt like I was too big for her, how she felt with me so snug 
inside her. And I filled her, completely. I could feel what she 
felt as we made love. When I’m fully extended into her, if I 
were any longer it might have been too much for her. But it 
was like we were made for each other. 

We were both glowing with perspiration all over our skin. 
Our hearts raced and our lips moved hungrily while our 
bodies moved in a slowly growing rhythm that each of us 
desperately needed. We didn’t usually make love this way. On 
the floor, our skin wet, both of us so out of control. Tonight was 
different somehow. We could both feel it. I didn’t want to just 
make love to Sofia; there was something deeper, instinctive, 
even primitive that drove the two of us. The truth is I needed 
to wholly fuck Sofia right now. Hard. Her foreplay and teasing 
had brought me to become way overcharged. My groin was 
already aching. I’m usually coming by now, but for some 
reason, it was taking a lot longer to build than usual. 

I could feel Sofia building as well. Somehow, she seemed to 
be controlling my peak. Female empaths. I didn’t know if she 
was doing it on purpose, but she was calling out now, pulling 
me closer and closer to her edge. 

“God, Sofia I need to come inside you, now, badly.” I 
breathed elegant French words against her lips. 
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Her back arched; her hips rocked with mine, until 
suddenly it was too much—both of us exploded with more 
emotion than either of us had felt in our lives. I buried myself 
into Sofia and shot hard into her, over and over; God it hurt! 
But the pain felt so good filling her. I took hold of her ass with 
my hand to keep my cock completely saddled as she continued 
to buck and fuck wildly in her own deep release of unbridled 
ecstasy. 

After long, long moments we finally subsided, the two of 
us holding each other and feeling the tiny after shocks of our 
previous quaking release just moments earlier. 

Sofia was panting heavily. I lifted myself from her to look 
at her wet skin and glowing smile. 

“Je t’aime,” she whispered breathfully, making me smile. 
I was just about to tell her the same, but the ornately carved 

thick front door of the townhouse apartment suddenly burst 
open in a shower of splintering burning wood, smoke and 
flame. 

What the hell?! 
Both of our danger senses rocketed off the chart. They had 

been going off—but in the heat of the moment with Sofia, 
neither one of us had taken notice. 

The room started filling with agents; a few had already 
gotten into the room. Sofia screamed, not understanding what 
was happening. But I knew. Agents of the Seven; well trained 
and now weaponized with ionic torches they used like guns. 
They were more than effective—even against Reborn like us. 

With near instant psionic tendrils I knocked the first wave 
of them out easily enough, sending them to the floor, their eyes 
still wide open, just as the second wave was entering the foyer. 
It was enough time. My own weapon was in the bedroom. 
Through three wood-stud and sheetrock walls the pistol flew 
from the bedroom into my hand. My mind merged with the 
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weapon even before it had touched my fingers and shots were 
ringing out of the barrel even before my hand had fully clasped 
around the grip. The second wave of armored agents weren’t 
so lucky as the first. They disintegrated into scattered atoms 
never to breathe life again. Within seconds of my retributive 
shots, the apartment burst into a blaze of crisscrossing white-
hot plasma bursts. I quickly rolled with Sofia next to me into a 
corner as the ionic blasts ripped through every wall of the 
townhome setting damn near everything in the place on fire. 
The side wall of the building exploded into flame and ash as 
something really big just slagged the exterior cinderblock into 
black smoke, dripping lava and falling debris. 

I stopped counting at thirty agents. There were dozens 
more of them outside and more of them pouring into the 
building from the backdoor and the now gaping hole in the 
side of the living room wall. 

A hot blast rocketed past my head, causing me to duck. 
Agents were now everywhere in the home and outside. Both 
of us huddled still naked on the floor, I pulled Sofia close to 
me, my gun pointing here and then there—at anyone who 
wanted to take their chances. 

“Drop the weapon!” someone ordered. They all targeted 
theirs at us. 

Sofia’s and my feelings were still tightly entwined. She 
didn’t know what was happening, and I sure wasn’t going to 
tell her! There were too many of them. I also wasn’t going to 
let them hurt her. With dozens of weapons trained on the two 
of us, all it would have taken were a couple of shots. It was 
finally over. The Seven had taken my family. Now it was my 
turn. I could only run so long. I grimaced with the emotional 
pain; holding her tightly, then let the gun fall to the floor. 

They began to move closer; approaching us cautiously. 
And that was the moment when everything got weird. 
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Another blast of hot plasma burst out of the chest of one of 
the agents who’d begun walking toward us. Suddenly there 
were more blasts coming through the still standing walls of the 
apartment. The agents began looking around and 
communicating on their headsets, asking what was happening. 
Another wall of the already unstable building burst into 
flaming rubble of smoke and fire. I couldn’t feel him. But I sure 
as hell saw him. 

He had a new weapon in each hand and he moved through 
the smoke and fire-filled rooms like a demon, faster than I’d 
seen any halfblood move in my life. Agents were falling like 
flies as bursts of white energy left his guns in a death-blossom 
shower of hot death. 

I didn’t bother picking up my gun. His were already out 
and if he wanted me dead, I’d be dead. My mind searched for 
his, but I couldn’t see him, empathically. He just wasn’t there. 

It was over in a matter of moments. The shooting stopped. 
Each of the pistols twirled around his fingers before returning 
to his holsters. The fire was getting bigger and the smoke was 
thick, but I could see him clearly enough as he walked up to 
the two of us still prone on the floor. 

Then he started talking to me, his Australian accent think 
and unmistakable. “That’s another one you’ve found for me. 
I’ll take her from here. Keep this up Ty, I’ll have to make you 
my partner.” 

I stood up, with Sofia still in my arms. He motioned me 
away from her. Sofia’s eyes were wide with fear. Neither one 
of us were going to let go of the other. 

He frowned at me, folding his arms. “You want to do this 
the easy way, or the hard way, Ty? You know I can do both,” 
he said. If I refused or a muscle to stop him he’d take her the 
hard way. He’d done it before, several times already. The last 
time he’d sent a hot blast right into my chest; taking out my 
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heart and part of my spine. It took me almost a week for me to 
recover from that one. 

“Your choice, mate.” He instantly drew and leveled one of 
his weapons. 

Sofia was trying to hold onto me. Tears were rolling down 
my face. 

“You bastard!” I cried at him. Fear gripped me. And I felt 
myself moving away from Sofia. I couldn't look at her. 

“Mon amour!” she held onto me. But I lifted her hands from 
my skin and stepped away from her. I slumped against the 
wall, my back to her, my eyes tightly closed. I wanted to die. 
But I was too afraid.  

I suddenly couldn’t feel Sofia’s presence anymore. When I 
opened my eyes again, both of them were gone. The building 
was ablaze and I could hear sirens in the distance.  

I pounded the wall with my fist and wailed in fear and 
pain—for Sofia. “NO! God—no.” I cried. 

The sirens were getting closer now. I had to get out. I 
wanted the building to just fall on me and end my pathetic 
existence. But then I saw my weapon lying in the soot on the 
floor. And I was all at once reminded of whom I am, and that I 
have to keep going.  

The weapon leapt back into my outstretched hand. Still in 
tears but with a renewed sense of self-preservation, I stepped 
over the dozens of bodies littering the fire and smoke-filled 
apartment. I hurriedly collected what few belongings I had 
into a small black nylon duffle and headed out into the freezing 
night still wearing nothing but my skin and an unyielding 
sense of worthlessness—an indelible mark that still haunts me 
to this day. Am I really such a coward? 
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Like I said—complicated. But this isn’t where my story 
actually begins with getting complicated. It actually began a 
few months earlier. With me, leaning against the railing next 
to a lake the locals call Eola. I’d just finished my run, my shirt 
in my hand, just watching the sun reflect off the water, 
wondering what I’m going to be doing for the rest of eternity—
that is, if I can manage to live that long. 
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And we placed before Eden  

an eternal guardian with bright flashing swords 

all around to guard the way  

to paradise 

 

— The Books of God  

 
 
 
 

e are now at war.” The president’s voice 
became solemn and determined. “After 
the devastating attack on the fleets 
jointly operating in the pacific and 
Puget Sound last week, I have asked for 

and have received from Congress a near unanimous approval 
of a Declaration of War against a new terrorist threat calling 
itself ‘the Wraith’. Many of us have seen the images of our 
ships at sea and planes in the air being attacked by the 

W 
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advanced vessels and aircraft of these Wraith. Although 
advanced, these Wraith are not, invincible. We have all seen 
the attack on our brave men and women in uniform. We were 
able to retaliate and devastate several of their ships at sea and 
aircraft despite their formidable surprise attack. We now know 
what we are up against. 

“Through the combined military might of every U.N. 
nation on Earth, we have taken an oath to wipe out and destroy 
this new international corporate threat and restore peace and 
safety to the nations of the Earth and …” 

 
Carson tapped the holo screen’s volume to mute and slid it 

out of the way. He stood up from his desk shaking his head, a 
deep frown crossing his face. He sighed deeply, worry all over 
the inside of his feelings. 

 
“We told you what would happen.” Each word was spoken 

by a different mouth as if by one person. 
 
His office empty of everyone but himself, he suddenly 

looked up to see them, five of them this time, standing 
together. Casually dressed in white boots, white denim and 
sleeved blouses that didn’t at all hide their curvaceous figures, 
their eyes softly lit with subtle fires that belied the power 
buried deeply within each of them. There was a new one with 
them this time, standing in the middle of all of them, a 
beautifully handsome young man. 

He subtly nodded. His face still bore a frown. 
“Come, come, now, Gregie,” Amethyst spoke first. “It’s not 

the end of the world. Well, not yet.” 
“You’re not funny, Amy.” 
“You were the one who wanted the Endymion waypoint 

altered, it’s been altered. Time to pay the bill.” 
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“You never said it would thrust the entire world into war!” 
he groused. 

“Amy,” Lisa glared at her. “Enough.” She turned her 
attention back to Carson. “It was going to happen anyway, 
Carson. We simply accelerated the waypoint.” 

“You’re no fun.” Amethyst taunted in a faux frown. 
“The Humans will at least have a chance now,” Brenda 

took a step forward into the conversation. 
“The Ganymede will now serve as a replacement for the 

Leviathan we destroyed,” the young man said. 
Carson nodded. “The Wraith are still armed and 

dangerous. What about the installation at Lake Powell—?” 
“The hunky Admiral will have it your very capable hands,” 

Amethyst grinned, “in a matter of hours.”  
“We suggest you share what we have given you,” the one 

with the long silver-blonde hair advised. “The Humans must 
now enter the conflict if any of you are to survive.” 

“Believe me, I intend to recruit as many as possible. With 
the Seven controlling a weaponized U.N., and other clans in-
control of the vessels of the gods, Dominion needs to get a lot 
bigger, and fast.” 

“The fate of Humanity is in your hands, Carson,” Lisa’s 
tone held warning. 

“I know what we’re up against, believe me.” 
“Ooh,” Amethyst’s eyes took on a new glow as she bristled 

with a subtle glee. “I just love watching a rematch.” 
 

*  *  *  *  * 
 

“Hey.” His voice was smooth, pleasant, masculine. Ty 
looked up from the water to see a shirtless guy wearing snug 
running shorts and a pair of expensive crosstrainers. “Great 
place for running.” 
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Ty nodded. 
“I’ve seen you out here a few times. You have great speed. 

I wish I had your endurance.” 
Ty nodded again, not wanting to appear rude. “Thanks.” 
“I’m Ethan, by the way.” The young man extended his 

hand. Ty shook his hand politely. Ethan felt harmless enough. 
“Ty,” he returned simply. 
“Are you new in town?” 
Ty nodded. “Just moved here a few of weeks ago.” He 

watched Ethan take hold of the railing they were leaning 
against and gently stretch his hamstrings. Ethan was still 
breathing deeply from his run. Ethan wasn’t hugely built, but 
he was well cut and the way his skin glistened in the humid 
Florida afternoon sun caught Ty’s eye. 

“How often do you run?” Ethan leisurely finished his 
stretch. 

“I guess about every day.” Ty turned toward Ethan while 
leaning against the railing. 

Ethan had watched Ty running around the lake for over a 
week now. He couldn’t help but notice Ty’s amazing six-
packed build, broad shoulders, thick pecs and thin waist as 
they passed each other on runs a few times during the past 
week. Ty looked way too filled-out and muscular to be a 
runner, but he ran well. The guy was intriguing enough that 
Ethan had adjusted his running schedule to make sure the two 
of them were out at the same time. 

“So that’s where that endurance comes from,” Ethan 
dimpled with an engaging grin. He sported a bleach-blond 
straight hair cut that had grown out dark brown on the short-
cut sides. The cut merged into a several days well-trimmed 
growth around his face. With piercing steel-grey eyes, his 
dimpled smile and a light tan to his skin, Ethan was flat out 
hot. 
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“Well, I can’t cool off. I guess I need to keep up with guys 
like you. See you around, Ty.” 

Ty watched Ethan run off down the wide path, his eyes 
following every detail of Ethan’s body until he could see the 
good-looking runner no more along the path through the trees. 
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arth to Ethan?” 
“Huh?” 
“What is up with you today? You have been 

seriously distracted all day.” Paige flipped 
through the Olive Garden menu. It was a 

formality. She already knew what she wanted. She got the 
same thing every time they came here for lunch. 

“Sorry. Just daydreaming.” 
“About?” 
“Have you ever met someone and they just really knocked 

your socks off?” 
“Sure. Twice. Both guys were already married.” She 

frowned. 
“I don’t think this guy’s married.” 
“Guy?” Paige raised her eyebrow. 

E 
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“I—did not just say guy.” Ethan backtracked. 
“Yes, you did, I heard you. Ethan,” Paige continued with 

her raised eyebrow, “are you gay?” 
“I don’t know. Maybe.” 
Paige was suddenly now very interested in the 

conversation. “Who did you meet?” 
“I just talked to him for a minute. He’s been taking 

endurance runs around the lake in the afternoons. He’s got 
really good speed and he just keeps it up for laps and laps.” 

“So what’s he look like?” She took a sip from her peach iced 
tea. 

“He’s really built, about my height; black hair, great smile. 
And check this out, he’s got deep purple eyes.” 

“Those are contacts, doofus.” 
“Oh.” 
“So how long have you been interested in guys?” 
“Never.” 
“Really?” 
“No.” Ethan emphasized. “At least not until last week.” 
“So how do you know you’re interested?” 
Ethan thought for a moment. “It’s—just a feeling. When I 

was around Ty yesterday. Like—like I felt when Karen and I 
were dating.” 

“Bad example,” Paige scowled. 
“Okay, so maybe that wasn’t my best relationship, but 

that’s how I felt when we first started dating.” 
“You’re twitterpated.” 
“Kind of.” 
“Kind of? Ethan, you just admitted to me that you 

interested in another guy. That’s a little more than ‘kind of’.” 
“My family is going to disown me.” 
“So? Keep it in the closet.” 
“Listen to me. I don’t even know if Ty is—you know.” 
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“Gay?” 
“Or interested in me if he is.” 
“So ask him out.” 
“How do you ‘ask out’ another guy?” 
“You’re not seriously asking me that?” 
“I am. That’s why I wanted to have lunch. I don’t know 

anything about dating a guy. Your brother just got married to 
another guy. I was hoping you’d know something.” 

“Ethan, Carman’s no different than you are. He’s a guy. It’s 
like any other relationship. Be friends, go out, have fun. See 
what develops? All that can happen is he says ‘no thanks, not 
interested’.” 

“But what if he says ‘yes’?” 
“Is that what you’re afraid of?” 
“I think so.” 
“It’s not that big of a deal.” 
“Sure. You say that. You’ve never asked out another girl.” 
Paige looked at him over the top of her glass. “What makes 

you think I haven’t?” 
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he afternoon sun had pushed the typical hot 
Florida temperatures even higher than the day 
before. Ty slowed his run, pulling off his shirt 
and wiping what little perspiration he had from 
his face. He had felt Ethan following him on the 

other side of the lake. Ty dropped his run to a walk, allowing 
Ethan to catch up to him. 

“Ty.” 
“Hey, Ethan.” 
“Man, you are killing it today.” Ethan took a deep breath, 

a little surprised that Ty was barely breathing hard. Ethan 
hadn’t bothered to even wear a shirt in the humid afternoon 
heat; just his snug black workout shorts and running shoes. 
“Your speed is amazing. How do you do that in this heat?” 

“I’m just blowing off some steam.” 

T 
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“Oh? Everything okay?” Ethan was still trying to catch his 
breath. 

“It’s fine. My boss was being kind of jerk today. It’s 
nothing. I’ll get over it.” 

“Where do you work?” 
“Just doing maintenance for a little motel not far from here. 

Howard’s a little manic. He’s super nice one day and a total 
pain the next. How’s your day going?” 

“I’m not sure yet.” 
“Oh?” 
“I know you just moved here, so I was wondering, are you 

dating anyone?” 
Ty breathed a smile. “No.” 
“Want to go out?” Ethan asked, a little nervous. “With me, 

I mean.” 
Ty had his rules about going out—with anyone. He didn’t. 

Not anymore. 
“I knew you were going to ask me that,” Ty grinned at 

Ethan. 
“You did?” 
Ty nodded. 
“So?” Ethan suddenly sported a hopeful look, a smile 

moving over his face. 
“I’m—kind of off dating at the moment, Ethan.” 
“Oh,” Ethan’s face fell. “Why?” 
“Let’s just say the last few times I’ve dated someone, it 

didn’t end well. I guess I’m a little gun shy.” Literally, Ty 
thought, kicking himself. But Ethan apparently wasn’t getting 
the message. 

“Well, if you were dating—would you? Go out with me, I 
mean.” 

Ty stopped on the edge of the pathway with both he and 
Ethan moving off onto the grass and into some tree shade. Ty 
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well knew what genetic ‘attraction’ felt like; he’d been attracted 
to quite a few women before, but this was one of those few 
times he felt the attraction with another guy. 

“I don’t usually go out with other guys. I guess—” Ty 
watched Ethan’s hopeful expression return; he felt Ethan’s 
warm feelings. Ty’s eyes danced over the wet skin of Ethan’s 
slender but cut build. Damn, if the guy’s scent wasn’t really 
nice. Dammit. “I—guess I’d have to think about it.” Ty felt 
himself suddenly saying. 

Ethan grinned. “Well, at least that’s not a ‘no, get lost’.” 
Ty grinned back at him, still mentally kicking himself for 

not just shutting Ethan down. ‘No dating’ was not exactly a 
new rule Ty had given himself. He had his reasons. Hadn’t he 
learned his lessons from all of the other ones? None of them 
had ended well. So what the hell was he doing now? 
 

*  *  *  *  * 
 

Ty tossed and turned in the hot and humid dark motel 
room. His boss had made him switch rooms with a customer 
after their AC unit had conked out. Now he was stuck in a 
room with only a ceiling fan blowing warm humid air over his 
glistening skin. 

Unable to sleep, he lay on top of the cheap comforter 
wearing nothing but his thoughts. He couldn’t stop thinking—
about Ethan. The guy had totally come out of nowhere. Ty 
needed to bolt. His boss still owed him for a couple of week’s 
work and the minute the money was in his hands he’d have to 
leave. Otherwise, Ethan would trap him. 

Ty sighed. Jesus, who was he kidding?  
Ethan had already trapped him. 
Gods. Not again.  
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The two had talked for hours under the shade of the tree 
by the shore. Ethan had pointed out the building he was living 
in across the lake and given him his apartment number. 

Although Ty had kept the details of his own life out of the 
conversation, Ethan had a rather colorful family. He talked 
about his parents, both of them recently separated, both of 
them well-known accident attorneys, and both of them in the 
middle of an ugly and now very public divorce—to the point 
where each were taking passive-aggressive pot-shots at the 
other in their billboard and radio ads. 

Ty stretched his muscular frame while still thinking about 
how great Ethan had looked standing under the shade of the 
tree by the water as the sun was beginning to drop behind the 
buildings. Ty arched his back. Huh? He suddenly noticed he’d 
grown fully long and very hard between his legs just thinking 
about the guy. “Ohhh, no,” he groaned not so quietly. His cock 
was practically throbbing. 

Ty sighed, trying to rein in his emotions. This wasn’t going 
to work. Ethan seemed like a nice guy. He couldn’t bring him 
into any of the nonsense that fate had dumped into his life. He 
needed to cut it off before it began or things were going to get 
really ugly, for the both of them—and probably sooner than 
later. He’d cash out his paycheck tomorrow and then hop a 
ride with the first trucker headed for Atlanta. 
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than opened the door of his apartment to find 
Ty standing out in the hallway. Ty was dressed 
for running on the warm, sunny afternoon 
wearing only his typical light black running 
shorts and shoes. He had a sport duffle slung 

over his shoulder as well. 
“Hey, Ty, come in. I’m almost ready.” 
Ty set his duffle down in the foyer of the compact yet 

elegant apartment, following Ethan into the main room. The 
place was clean with an open kitchen, an obvious bedroom off 
the main room with an unmade bed and scattered clothes both 
on the floor and the bed. The room looked well lived in. 

Ethan sat on a decorative tufted vinyl bench just inside the 
main room and slipped on some black no-show running socks. 

E 
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“You and I always wear the same thing to run in.” Ethan 
smirked, slipping on his shoes. 

 “Yea.” Ty grinned. He wasn’t going to tell Ethan that it 
was the only pair of running shorts he owned. He needed to 
travel light. Multiples of things just added extra weight. 

Ethan finished lacing up his shoes and stood. 
“Did you think any more about the two of us going out?” 

Ethan asked, a hopeful tone in his voice. 
“Actually, I did.” 
“And?” 
“I think we could, maybe go out. It’ll be fun.” Ty smiled. 
Ethan’s eyes lit up as did the rest of the handsome features 

of his face. “Aw, sweet. Ty, I could kiss you.” 
Ty smiled. The way Ethan’s feelings and his scent seemed 

to always lift his mood, he wouldn’t exactly stop the guy if he 
made a pass. “I’m pretty sure that’s going to happen at some 
point.” 

Ethan’s smile seemed to fade as the look on his face drew a 
little more serious. “Really?” 

Ty nodded with look that made Ethan’s pulse suddenly 
skip a beat. “Don’t you think?” 

Ethan had been thinking about what it would be like, 
moving his lips along Ty’s sculpted ones. He wasn’t going to 
waste time being timid about it. Ethan moved up close to Ty as 
both met warmly in a soft embrace while Ethan sank a soft but 
passionate kiss into Ty’s lips. 

Ethan’s heart was suddenly racing, his pulse pounding in 
his ears as his lips smoothed softly over Ty’s. Ethan quickly 
realized Ty was no amateur at this. The way he held Ethan, it 
was just perfect how Ty’s lips and body moved with his, like 
the guy knew exactly the way Ethan liked to be held and 
touched. A surprising hunger rose between the two of them as 
they slipped from just kiss into full makeout. 
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Ty wasn’t actually wanting to rev Ethan’s motor like this, 
but, god, the guy was like—unbelievable to his senses. It was 
just supposed to be a kiss! Ty knew he needed to pull away 
from Ethan’s lips but he just didn’t want the electric moment 
to end. Ty’s empathy had already moved over Ethan, touching 
him lightly to feel what he was feeling. Ty touched Ethan’s 
feelings, brushed his lips, held him just the way he needed to 
be held. And Ethan just pulled him deeper into the emotion. 

Both drew each other closer, fully embracing as each 
moved with the other in their now fully heated makeout. 

All but breathless, Ethan sank himself sweetly into Ty’s lips 
while wrapped in their embrace as their bare skin and limbs 
slipped and moved against each other. For long minutes both 
kissed warmly, then ravenously, consumed by the emotion of 
each other’s touch and wandering hands. Ethan felt Ty’s hand 
move gently across his chest while their lips danced, revving 
more than just his emotions. 

Ethan couldn’t help himself. Kissing Ty like this and 
dressed as he was, there no hiding what Ty’s lips, smooth skin, 
and flexing body around his had brought him to. Ethan had 
grown tall and solid beneath the fine cotton stretch material of 
his square-cut workout shorts. And now he was trying hard 
not to brush that fully aroused package against Ty.  

But Ty had other ideas. One of his hands had slipped down 
Ethan’s back, and then around the back of his shorts and over 
the smooth round curve of Ethan’s runner’s ass. Ty pulled their 
hips warmly together. As close as the two of them were now, 
Ethan realized he wasn’t the only one who’d grown tall and 
hard. Ty wasn’t exactly hiding what was happening beneath 
the ultra-light loose material of his running shorts. Ethan could 
easily feel Ty’s full hard length pressing against the top of his 
leg. Ethan cautiously pressed the firm bulge of his shorts 
against Ty’s. Moving his hardness against Ty’s, Ethan 
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suddenly realized the guy was huge; his  bulge was lifting the 
loose material of his short way above his waist band. He was 
really thick, and not just firm, but something like rock hard. 
Both pressed their fronts closer as their lips and now their hips 
moved within their overheated makeout. 

“Maybe,” Ty kissed with a grin, “we should just—forget 
the run?” 

“Hmmm,” Ethan agreed. His fingers moved lightly 
through Ty’s hair while the fingers of his other hand smoothed 
over loose nylon of the back of Ty’s shorts. Ethan had been 
watching the back of those shorts for a while now. The light 
silky-nylon material was almost too short for his build as 
Ethan’s hand and fingers now eagerly palmed one side of Ty’s 
well-curved hunky ass. 

“Maybe—we should just—makeout—hmmm, the rest of 
the afternoon.” Ty grinned, his lips still locked with Ethan’s. 

“Or—?” Ethan said breathfully, his hips rocking softly with 
Ty’s. Ethan couldn’t believe what he’d almost said. He’d 
stopped himself, but the way Ty was making him feel at the 
moment, he really wanted to be more than just kissing Ty right 
now. 

More than Ethan’s words, Ty had already felt Ethan’s 
feelings. He knew exactly what Ethan was about to say. Ethan’s 
feelings struck a primal chord. The visceral emotion made pull 
Ethan’s spire firmly against his own, his hips rocking against 
Ethan’s. What the hell was the Human doing to him? They 
were just supposed to have a date, not—  

“God, Ethan—” Ty breathed in a rippled breath not able to 
finish his words, his hips still moving softly with Ethan’s. Ty 
wasn’t trying to push his emotions into Ethan, but he was 
pretty sure the Human could already feel him. 
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Ethan didn’t wait for Ty to finish his answer. Somehow, it 
seemed now that Ethan could feel what Ty was feeling. Ethan 
had already sensed Ty’s desire. 

The backs of Ethan’s fingers slipped up under the cuff of 
Ty’s loose shorts next to his leg. His fingers wandered softly 
under his shorts, feeling Ty’s impressively tall, rock-hard and 
thick cock through the barely-there thin inner liner. 

Feeling Ethan’s fingers dancing softly over him as hard as 
he was right now, Ty’s own fingers slipped around the tall 
bulge in Ethan’s shorts and gently surrounded his hard length, 
touching him delicately, teasing his tip and causing Ethan to 
whimper softly into their kiss. 

Ethan had never touched another guy before. But Ty 
seemed to know exactly what he wanted. Ethan teased the tip 
of Ty’s cock, causing his well-muscled friend to groan against 
his lips.  

Ethan was good at this—damn, he was making Ty’s knees 
weaken as his fingers touched him through the liner of his 
shorts. Ethan’s other hand moved around Ty and slipped 
under his shorts, pulling them down until Ty’s tanned ass was 
no longer covered by them. 

Ty instinctively peeled Ethan’s shorts down to his thighs, 
exposing his straight-up spire that stood tall and wanting.  

Ethan unhooked Ty’s shorts from his immense and tall 
male. The loose running material simply fell from his legs to 
around his running shoes. Ethan pushed his own snug shorts 
away until they fell around his feet as well.  

Both embraced, then dove into a newly heated hip-rocking 
kiss while their full-hard cocks danced and caressed around 
each other. 

Kicking their shorts away onto the floor but still wearing 
their running shoes, Ethan led Ty to his unkempt bed and laid 
over it, moving apart his thighs and giving Ty the full view of 
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his slim but beautifully cut body, his tall solid male and fully 
loaded jewels between his not-so-thick but very athletic thighs. 
Ty stood over him, his own thick thighs slightly parted, giving 
Ethan a sumptuous eyeful as well. Ethan had never seen a guy 
so big; his cock hugely standing straight up and rising past his 
navel. 

Ty moved himself slowly, sensuously over Ethan, kissing 
the smooth skin of his runner-shaved legs. Ethan felt Ty’s lips 
move to his trimmed pubic area and then tease the side of his 
solid shaft. Ty’s lips kissed and wet the tip of his cock in a way 
that made his hard shaft pulse with anticipation.  

“Uhhh—UHH!” Ethan called out as Ty wetly teased his tip 
again and again. 

But Ty’s beautiful masculine lips didn’t linger around his 
well-teased rod; they wandered up Ethan’s abs and then onto 
his chest, over his neck until both where locked in a desperate 
kiss, their hips moving while drawing up a massive desire 
deep within each of them. 
 

*  *  *  *  * 
 

“Hey, Alan. Gotta second?” 
“Sure, Steve.” 
As one of the mission commanders and head of the science 

team on the ground, Alan watched as Steve closed the door to 
his office. The lead flight data engineer, Steve set a tablet in 
front of his boss. “This just came in from one of the New 
Horizons II advanced imagers doing a sweep of Kuiper Belt. 
Look at images sixteen to nineteen.” 

Alan began flipping through this pics. “Oh. Oh, wow. 
Interesting,” he scanned the images. “A momentary flash of 
something here? What is it? Geyser plume?” 
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“Yea, that’s what we thought too. But Horizons was close 
enough to get a temperature reading as well.” 

“And?” Alan raised his eyes to Steve’s. 
“We think, about two million Kelvin. We think.” 
Alan began chuckling. And then laughing. “That sensor’s 

totally messed up. Get someone to run the diagnostic on the 
thing and recalibrate it.” 

“We already did. It was fine.” 
“Well something’s messed up. Steve, there isn’t anything 

that far out that’s even capable producing that kind of heat. 
Even at the core of one of the dwarfs, a fully active eruption 
isn’t going to generate that kind of heat. You’re talking about 
temperatures as hot as the sun. News flash—there are no suns 
in the Kuiper Belt, not the last time I checked,” he looked at his 
iWatch, “eighty-three minutes ago. The sensor’s obviously 
broken. Put some people on it and see if you can get it fixed.” 

“Okay, but it’s not broken.” 
“Then tell me? What generates that kind of heat that far 

our? Hmmm?” Allan raised an incredulous brow. 
“I don’t know. I’m just telling you what we saw.” 
Allan nodded. Jesus, he didn’t need expensive sensors like 

these going wonky before the probe even got past Kuiper. 
“Alright. Keep a lid on this until we can study it further. I don’t 
need JPL or NASA getting their knickers in a twist over this 
until we can figure out what went wrong.” 
 

*  *  *  *  * 
 

With Ty wrapped around Ethan from behind, Ethan’s hips 
fucked hard, driving his thick shaft through Ty’s gel-slicked 
fingers. Ethan’s face crumpled in real pain as he called out, his 
body once again slipping into full climax with nothing at all 
spilling from his cock now. Ethan’s skin glowed wet with 
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perspiration; his lungs filling as if he’d just finished running a 
marathon. 

“Ty, please—please! I—I can’t anymore. No more. Please,” 
he pleaded. 

Ty rolled Ethan to his back while Ethan drew up his knees, 
still wearing his crosstrainers, his jewels in real pain. 

“I’m sorry, Ethan. I’ll stop.” 
Ethan nodded, still breathing hard. He watched Ty smiling 

next to him as Ty watched Ethan’s body recovering from the 
dry ecstatic release. 

“You’re not used to this. It was only four.” Ty grinned. 
Ethan’s eyes looked into Ty’s. “I think I was done at two.” 
“Sorry.” Ty apologized again, smoothing his hand over 

Ethan’s smooth ass and then lightly cradling his sore jewels in 
his hand. Ty could tell the light massage was lessening Ethan’s 
pain. 

“Aren’t you sore?” Ethan asked in a deep breath. 
Ty shook his head. 
“But you had six.” 
“I’ll be okay,” Ty assured. 
After long minutes Ethan’s aching subsided but he was still 

sore. It felt good to go flaccid again. He finally caught his 
breath, stretching himself out warmly next to Ty. 

“I’m sorry, Ethan. I should have stopped.” 
“I’m fine. Just—ow,” he breathed, “a little sore. Hmmm, I’ll 

be okay.” 
“You’re really surprising, Ethan. I like watching you,” Ty 

admitted. “Feeling you go off.” 
“I love it how you make me go off.” Ethan touched his chest 

warmly with his fingers spread over his wide pec.  
Ty lowered his lips to Ethan’s, kissing him softly. “I just 

wanted us to be memorable. Before I left.” 
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Ethan suddenly lifted himself up on his elbows. There was 
a certain finality to Ty’s tone. 

“Left? What do you mean, left?” 
“I need to leave town, Ethan.” 
“Why? I thought you just got here?” 
Ty nodded. “I did. But, things are getting—complicated. 

Again. I can’t stay.” 
“Ty! You can’t fuck me like this and then just leave! I’ve 

never met anyone like you before.” 
“And you probably won’t ever again, Ethan.” 
“No! You’re not leaving.” Ethan took hold of his arm. 
“Ethan, I have to.”  
“Why?” 
“I punched my boss this morning. He owed me for some 

work that I did but he wasn’t going to pay me. I made him pay 
me. He was calling 911 just as I was leaving.” 

“I know a couple of good attorneys,” Ethan snarked. 
“That’s not going to work, Ethan. The truth is, I’m, not 

exactly legal, here in the States—or anywhere.” Ty rolled his 
eyes. 

“Where are you from?” 
“Nowhere you would have heard of.” 
“Are you wanted?” Ethan asked, concern crossing his face. 
“No, I’m not wanted. I mean, I am, but not because of any 

warrants or anything like that.” 
“Who are you running from?” 
“Let’s just say they’re a really nasty underworld 

organization and leave it at that.” 
“Are you like, a spy?” 
Ty flopped back onto the bed, lifting his arms above his 

head and stretching his legs. Ethan’s expensive mattress felt 
nice. Much better than the cheap ones he’d been sleeping on at 
the motel. Even sore Ethan couldn’t help but dance his eyes all 
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over Ty’s gorgeous male form, from the running shoes he was 
still wearing to his thick arms tucked behind his head. Ty was 
still very long and very hard. Everything about the guy’s 
physique was impressive. 

“No. But I probably act like one. It’s why I keep moving. I 
try really hard not to attract attention.” 

Ethan moved his hand over Ty’s firmly stretched muscles. 
“Dude, you attract attention just by getting out of bed,” he 
smirked. 

Ty sighed feeling Ethan’s hand moving over his skin. “I’d 
like to stay. But I can’t, Ethan.” 

“Is that why you have your duffle with you?” 
“It is. I travel light.” 
“I wish there was something I could do that would make 

you change your mind.” 
“I wish the circumstances were different.” Ty leaned up 

onto his elbow and smoothed his hand over Ethan’s chest 
softly, just the way Ethan liked. “When you wake up, Ethan, 
I’ll be gone. I won’t forget you.” 

“What do you mean, ‘when I wake up’?” 
But Ty’s psionic tendril was already moving through 

Ethan’s mind. All it took was a soft jolt and Ethan crumpled 
softly into the sheets. Ty closed Ethan’s eyes with his fingers, 
then kissed his warm sleeping lips softly, tenderly, 
passionately for long moments, remembering his scent. 

He lifted his lips from Ethan’s. “I won’t forget you.” 
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o then what happened after you kissed him?” 
Paige asked, now really intrigued by Ethan’s 
mystery guy. She had been listening to more of 
the story with the two of them seated at Dexter’s, 
another of their favorite downtown lunch spots. 

Ethan grinned widely. “He kisses really well, Paige.” 
“Did you guys—?” 
Ethan was nodding subtly. 
Paige’s voice drew quiet as she leaned in over the table. 

“You guys had sex?!” 
“Not just sex Paige; we made love for hours,” Ethan told her 

quietly. 
“Hours?” 
“We couldn’t help ourselves. We were all over each other.” 

S 
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“You’re making me jealous here, Ethan. Your Ty-guy 
sounds like he knocked your socks off.” 

Ethan smirked. “Actually, we were both wearing our 
running shoes the whole time.” 

“Hmmm,” she agreed. “The shoe thing is definitely kinky 
cool. But then you just woke up? It sounds like he drugged you 
or something?” 

“I don’t know what it was. I felt this buzzing in my head 
and the next thing I knew I was lifting myself off of my bed 
and Ty was nowhere.” 

“No ‘I love you’ note? Anything?” 
“No, he said he just needed to leave. That’s all he said,” 

Ethan lied, omitting the parts of the story of Ty roughing up 
his former boss and being chased by the mafia, or who ever it 
was that Ty was trying to avoid. 

“Wow. Your mystery-man sounds really incredible. Why 
can’t I find a guy like Ty?” Paige’s voice was vaguely grumpy 
as she flicked her fingers around the condensation on her glass.  

“Ah, because you work for a tech staffing company who 
finds jobs for geeks and nerds? It’s just a guess.” Ethan grinned. 

“Ha. Ha.” She deadpanned. “One of these days I’ll find a 
hot geek with a tech startup.” 

“Yea—” Ethan agreed. Then Paige watched his thoughts 
trail off into a memory she could only begin to imagine. 
 

*  *  *  *  * 
 

From one of the upper floors of the Columbia Tower, Jake 
looked out across the waters of Puget Sound toward the 
Olympics. Through what looked like a pair of designer 
sunglasses he could see the city of the gods, shining like 
elegant silver and blue, and rising tall into the grey clouds that 
now covered all of Seattle in a light drizzle. He sighed; then 
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removed the sunglasses only to see nothing now in the 
distance, as if the beautiful metropolis wasn’t even there. 

“You feel melancholy—” he heard her enter his office, her 
voice melodic, like that of a goddess, her Hebrew flawless. He 
turned from the impenetrable glass to give her a semi-smile, 
and a sigh. He nodded. 

“We are not gods, Jake.” She offered walking up to the 
glass, her gifted vision allowing her to easily see the 
magnificent city in the distance. 

He nodded. “I still want to live there.” 
“As do we all.” Now standing beside him, Francesca gazed 

momentarily at Interra’s towering spires, admiring its 
splendor. 

“I still can’t believe they kicked all of us out.” 
“This offends you?” 
Jake’s eyes met hers. He pursed his lips, nodding. “I 

guess.” 
She stood right next to him, their shoulders touching 

warmly. He liked it whenever she did that. Francesca was full 
of small affectionate nuances. It was one of the many things 
that made her amazing to be around. 

“The Invicti were not happy about it either, Jake. But I 
actually agree with their abundance of caution. Interra is the 
most powerful city on Earth. All of it is tied to the genetics of 
the gods. We have no business being in a place that does not 
recognize who we are.” 

Jake sighed again. “I know.” He turned from the window 
hanging the sunglasses from the back of his shirt collar. 

“Any news of the whereabouts of Terrell?” 
“He is still in hiding, no doubt.” 
“Rion should have arrested them. All of them. He had them 

in his grasp.” 
“You are a warrior, Jake Gold, not a politician.” 
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“Huh? What has that got to with—” 
“—everything.” She finished. “You cannot arrest a million 

people, just because they have been misled.” 
“But he just let them go.” Jake protested. 
“He did. It was a gracious act; one that will be long 

remembered.” 
“If you say so. I think it was a mistake; releasing your 

enemy to attack you again later.” 
“It is not our place, Jake.” 
“Yea, yea,” he mocked. “I’m just the tool. I kill people and 

break things.” 
“Not anymore.” 
“What are you talking about?” Jake looked at her askance. 
“I was in Tel Aviv last night, with the Prime Minister. I may 

have mentioned your name.” 
“You—what did you say?” Jake was suddenly hanging on 

her every word. 
“That you personally know the High Princess of the Ra.” 
“I don’t think I like where this is going.” 
“Our people, Jake, need the ear of the gods.” 
“Our—people? Francesca, I thought you were Italian—I 

mean Roman.” 
She shook her head softly. “Yehudi,” quietly left her lips. 
“You’re Jewish?” 
She nodded with a soft smile. 
“When you said you knew the prophets, I—I guess I just 

didn’t put two and two together. What happened?” 
He felt her sigh, as if a wave of memory was suddenly 

unleashed within her. “It is a very old wound, Jake Gold.” She 
moved into his embrace. “I was seventeen. The daughter of 
wealthy merchants whom Jehoiakim had been taxing heavily 
to support his cowardly tribute to whichever nation threatened 
him with the most harm. Babylon was rising. They had 
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defeated Egypt and now turned their armies against us. 
Nebuchadnezzar dispatched his legions to lay siege upon 
Jerusalem. But we were well fortified. We successfully held off 
the enemy for months; it almost appeared that we would win. 
Until they came––Nebuchadnezzar’s Nephilim. They were not 
like the others of his armies. They were different. We fought 
them with everything we had but they were too just too skilled 
and we had grown too weak. Jerusalem fell.  

“They rode through our streets like packs of rabid dogs, 
cutting down everyone in their path. They slaughtered people 
like cattle. Then they began going house to house. We hid well, 
many of my family and others in a secret cellar, but they found 
us. Somehow. We were trapped. A Nephilim with a 
shimmering sword began slaying us, one by one. But rather 
than become sheep several of us rushed him. His strength was 
unimaginable, and his speed with his blade inhuman. Some of 
us were able to merely wound him.  

“I must,” Jake felt her shake her head softly, reliving the 
memory in brutal detail, “have been one of them who 
wounded him with my blade. It all happened so quickly. He 
grabbed my hand and turned my own dagger on me, pushing 
it into my chest and forcing me backward. 

“I remember staggering back against the stone wall. 
Somehow I managed to pull the blade from my chest. I’d never 
been so wounded before. There was a lot less pain than I would 
have expected. In fact, the wound felt warm, like something 
sweet and euphoric spreading quickly through my chest and 
neck and limbs. The room brightened and I thought, ‘now I 
will see Aheyeh.’ Then I slipped into sleep. 

Jake listened to Francesca’s story, utterly spellbound by her 
words. 

“But when I awoke, I was in hell. Our secret cellar had not 
been found by anyone else. My family lay slain and putrid all 
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around me. I screamed; and I ran. It was early morning and I 
found mostly empty streets with bodies still lifeless and 
stacked in the alleys. Some soldiers chased me but I easily 
outran them. I knew then something miraculous had 
happened to me. I had no idea what gift I had been given or 
how. But somehow death had been cheated. And for that I was 
grateful. Aheyeh had given me a blessing beyond blessings. I 
swore on that day I would not squander what He had given 
me.” 

“God,” was all that fell out of Jake’s mouth. He just stared 
into nothing listening to her words. “Don’t stop. What 
happened?” 

“I swore death to Nebuchadnezzar and all of Babylon. If it 
was the last thing I would do, Babylon would fall for what they 
did to us.”  

Jake pulled back from her embrace slightly to see the mist 
that had formed in her eyes. 

“I was eventually taken prisoner. It did not take them long 
to discover I had been gifted. But I soon learned that I was not 
alone; I was not the only gifted person the king of Babylon had 
captured.” 

“Daniel.” Jake’s lips spoke the prophet’s name. 
She nodded. “And his friends, all of us were exiled to 

Babylon. Nebuchadnezzar knew of the Nephilim. He treated 
us like royalty, like we were children of the gods.” 

“You were children of the gods,” Jake agreed. 
“We were, although, we did not know this until Sevrin 

appeared. It was he who was the servant of Ra. Were it not for 
his help and the knowledge of the Ra to protect us, the Seven 
would have destroyed the Earth under Babylon’s might.” 

“So you never exacted your revenge on Nebuchadnezzar?” 
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“I swore an empty vow. I did not need to exact my revenge. 
His own Karma laid him to waste. He died an empty, insane 
old man, ravaged by disease.” 

“But Babylon eventually fell.” Jake held her warmly. 
“They all fell, eventually, Jacob. Egypt, Babylon, Persia, 

Rome, all of them.” 
“But, you were there, the Nephilim, the halfbloods.” 
She nodded. “The Seven would raise up evil leaders, 

conquerors, and it was we who worked to mitigate the 
damage.” 

Jake breathed a smile. “And now you’re the ultimate 
politician. I see where this story is going. Did you bring about 
the fall of Rome as well?” he chuckled. 

“Rome never fell, Jake.” 
“Huh? Sure it did.” 
She pulled back in their embrace, giving him a wry smile. 
“Didn’t it?” he asked. 
 

 
 
 



 
50 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

5 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

n the months since Ethan had seen Ty, he’d grown 
much more serious about his running, weight training 
and winding down his college schedule. Aside from 
his lunches with Paige, dating seemed to no longer be 
in his thoughts, but the memory of Ty always was.  

With his law classes out of the way by the end of the year, 
he planned to hunker down with either Mom or Dad as his 
coach and start studying for the Bar.  

The hot, muggy Florida air had finally lost its summer 
humidity, rising only into the seventies during the day and 
dropping down into the forties at night. It was the reason 
Ethan loved this part of Florida in the fall and winter. 

After finishing a heavy workout in the basement gym of his 
building, Ethan walked into his apartment, still wiping some 
sweat from his face with the towel around his neck. He 

I 
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suddenly recognized a black nylon duffle resting quietly on his 
bench just inside the foyer. Ty? Ethan moved quickly through 
the apartment but found no one else within it. 

Ty had definitely been here, but where was he now? 
Ethan decided to snoop. He carefully unzipped the sports 

bag and began cautiously moving through its contents. He 
found a few changes of different kinds of clothes, neatly folded 
but still a little wrinkled. Some socks, underwear, Ty’s black 
running shorts, something that looked like a full-body running 
suit, a couple pairs of shoes and a small toiletries kit. Nestled 
between some of the pants he found a rolled-up velvet pouch 
with what looked like knitting needles of different matte 
finished colors, only without the typical knitting needle cap on 
one end. He removed one of the longer styluses and rolled it 
between his fingers. It felt heavy and solid. He rolled the 
needles back up and replaced them where he’d found them.  

In a zippered bank bag Ethan found a fifty-dollar bill and 
a couple of Visa gift cards. He re-zipped the bag and while 
putting it back bumped his hand against something solid. In a 
smooth small black belt holster, like the kind worn to conceal, 
he found a compact but thick heavy gun.  

Ethan carefully removed the weapon from its holster. It 
wasn’t much bigger than a Beretta, but it didn’t look like a 
Beretta—or anything Ethan had ever seen before. The smaller, 
thick but sleekly-styled weapon looked aggressive and 
powerful. With its clean lines, it looked like it had been 
sculpted by some overzealous street bike designer. Ethan 
found it odd that the weapon didn’t have a trigger, or even a 
place for a magazine in the grip. In fact, there wasn’t a hammer 
or even a single moving part on the piece. Ethan decided that 
Ty was definitely going to come clean on where this baby came 
from. He replaced the weapon back into its holster and then 
put it carefully inside the duffle where he had found it. 
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*  *  *  *  * 

 
Ethan awoke to the quiet sounds of someone moving 

around in his kitchen. All of the lighting was off and it 
appeared to Ethan that someone about Ty’s size was moving 
around within it. The shadowy figure moved into the living 
room and began making himself comfortable on the sofa while 
Ethan watched from his bed through the open door. Ethan 
slipped himself from the sheets and went to the doorway of his 
room. 

“Sorry I woke you,” Ty’s smooth masculine voice was a 
welcome sound in the darkness of the night. 

“Are you okay?” Ethan moved into the darkened living 
room and took a seat next to his friend, using the coffee table 
as a chair. 

“I’m okay. Are you?” 
“I’m fine. You came back. I thought I’d never see you 

again.” 
“Things got—a little complicated in Montreal.” 
“The people you told me about; the ones who are after you. 

They found you?” 
Ty just grimaced in the darkness. 
“Ty, talk to me. Did they find you?” 
“Some of them did. Yea.” 
“But you got away?” 
Ethan heard Ty sigh deeply. “Yea.” 
“What happened?” 
“Ethan, the less you know about me—” Ty didn’t finish. 
“Will they come here?” 
“I don’t know. I hope not.” 
Ethan thought about Ty and his mysterious duffle. Was Ty 

putting him in danger with whoever was following him? 
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“Why did you come back?” Ethan asked quietly. 
“I’m, really tired, Ethan. I’m tired of running. I need—” Ty 

paused with an pained tone in his voice he was trying to hide, 
“I need some downtime. Someplace I can lay low for a while 
and not have to worry about looking over my shoulder every 
five minutes. I know that puts you in danger too. I can leave if 
you want me to.” 

There was a note of hopelessness in Ty’s voice that hit 
Ethan in the gut. 

“You’re not going anywhere.” 
Ethan heard Ty take an emotional breath. He didn’t know 

what the guy had been through over the past few months. He 
really didn’t care at the moment. Ethan moved Ty over on the 
couch and spooned himself strongly behind him. Ty gripped 
Ethan’s arm tightly as Ethan listed to his emotion softly weep 
out of him. It just made Ethan want to hold onto him all the 
more. 

The knot in Ty’s gut from what he’d been through was ever 
present, but holding on to Ethan, feeling his friend’s body 
warmly wrapped behind his, feeling how Ethan felt about 
him—somehow Ethan was able to make the pain slowly drain 
away. With Ethan holding him, the dull throbbing in his gut 
began to fade. Ty hoped Ethan would be understanding and 
not think badly of him for the tears that leaked in streams from 
his eyes in the darkened room. Right now, Ty just needed 
someone to hold on to. 
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than awoke in his bed. Both had briefly spooned 
warmly on the couch, but then Ethan had pulled 
Ty into his room where both had fallen asleep 
wrapped around each other.  

Breakfast was obviously cooking in the 
kitchen. Whatever it was smelled heavenly. He could see Ty 
cleaned up and dressed moving around in the kitchen. Ethan 
made quick work of a shower and tossed on some short socks, 
jeans and a fave white cotton fitted button-down. 

“Hey, good morning,” Ty smiled handsomely. 
“Man what are you making?” Ethan went to the coffee pot 

where Ty had just made some fresh brew. The whole 
apartment smelled like a Cinnabon.  

“Apple waffles, with a little cinnamon and some icing.” 

E 
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Ethan walked over to the second-hand waffle iron his mom 
had given him when he moved out. He took a deep breath. 
“Dude, you could open a whole chain of restaurants with as 
good as that smells. You know there’s bacon in the fridge.” 

“I know. I saw it. I try to eat vegan as much as possible.” 
“Really? Isn’t that hard to do; I mean, travelling as much as 

you do?” 
Ty nodded. “The operative word is ‘try’.” He grinned. 
Both sat together at the kitchen’s bar, eating. 
“Sorry to just drop in unannounced last night,” Ty 

munched. 
“You don’t need to apologize. I thought I was never going 

to see you again. Besides, it wasn’t exactly unannounced. I saw 
the duffle on the bench when I came home.” 

“I needed someplace safe to leave it.” 
“I sort of snooped through it.” Ethan admitted. 
“I knew you would,” Ty grinned. 
“Where did you get the piece?” 
“That’s, kind of a family heirloom.” 
“Heirloom? It doesn’t look old at all.” 
“It’s older than it looks. They haven’t made them in a long 

while.” 
“What kind of rounds does it shoot?” 
Ty smiled. “Maybe I’ll show you sometime.” 
“It didn’t look like you have a lot of money at the moment.” 
“I don’t.” 
“Do you need some?” Ethan asked. 
“Ethan.” Ty set down his juice. “I really hate imposing. I 

like to pay my own way. I picked up a job yesterday doing 
mobile home maintenance. They agreed to pay me in cash as 
my own contractor. If I’m lucky it’ll pull in a couple hundred a 
day during the snowbird season here. That’s a lot more than I 
usually make.” 
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“But, I thought you were trying to keep a low profile?” 
“I am.” 
“By working in public?” 
“It’s a risk. I didn’t say it was flawless. But I need to work.” 
“What you need is an office gig somewhere. Someplace 

you can stay out of sight. What do you know about law?” 
Ty smiled. “Probably about as much as you know about 

quantum mechanics.” 
“So you’re a physics major?” 
Ty gave Ethan a wry grin. “You could say that. Yea.” 
“I’ll talk with my dad and see if there’s any place we could 

plug you in as a consultant. Dad’s always looking for new 
ways to bill for expert resources.” 

Ty laughed. “I’m sure he is.” 
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here is he now?” Paige asked, watching 
Ethan pop a piece of curried tofu into his 
mouth at their favorite Thai restaurant. 
Ethan usually ordered chicken with his 
curry. 

“At the office.” Ethan munched. 
“Your Dad hired an undocumented worker?” 
“Not exactly. Dad’s paying me for the work Ty does. He 

really likes him.” 
“So when do I get to meet your Ty-guy?” 
“Honestly, Paige, I’m not sure. He’s really trying to keep a 

low profile. He doesn’t want to get arrested by ICE.” 
“I’d say that’s smart. Most undocumenteds run around like 

it’s no big deal to be in a country they’re not supposed to be 
in.” 

W 
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“Ty’s really smart. Scary smart.” 
“So,” Paige began after munching a bite from a spring roll, 

“did you tell your dad about your relationship with your new 
roommate?” 

“Not exactly.” 
“Not exactly? Meaning—?” 
“My folks are paying for a one bedroom apartment and I 

have another guy for a roommate. They’re not stupid, Paige. 
None of them have said anything, but I think it’s pretty 
obvious we sleep together.” 

“Your dad’s not writing you out of the will yet?” she 
snickered. 

“No, but if Ty keeps doing what he’s doing, Dad might end 
up writing him into it.” 

“Oh?” 
“Ty reviewed a really bad accident case and suggested a 

new strategy with the jury last week. They came back with a 
little over seven figures. Dad was hoping for five or maybe six 
at the most.” 

“It sounds like ‘Dad’ is not all that concerned about your 
relationship then at this point.” 

Ethan grinned taking another bite. “Hardly.” 
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than arched his back still gripping the sheets as 
the last tremors of deep ecstasy rippled sweetly 
through his body from between his thighs, 
curling his toes, his chest rising and falling 
deeply and quickly. 

Ty’s lips slipped wetly from Ethan’s thick hard and still 
tingling cock; he moved up beside Ethan watching him 
recover. “You okay?” Ty asked, a warm dimpled smile moving 
across his face while he watched his lover quake softly from a 
final sensuous tremor. 

“Ohhh, God,” Ethan groaned elated, stretching his body as 
he recovered. “More than okay. You’ve been doing that to me 
every morning now.” 

“I really like the way you taste.” Ty smoothed his hand 
over Ethan’s still writhing body. The fact was, Ethan’s sexual 

E 
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scent had become incredibly alluring, even a little addicting to 
Ty. More than once things had gotten out of hand between 
them. 

“How come you never let me do that to you?” Ethan asked. 
“I really like your scent, especially down here.” He smoothed 
his hand over Ty’s barely-there pubic trim. 

“It’s—not my thing.” 
Ethan shot him a coarse look. “Yea, right. Don’t lie.” He 

watched Ty look away from him. “So level with me. Why don’t 
you want me going down on you like you do me? I really want 
to. Be honest.” 

“I can’t be honest with you, Ethan. About some things.” 
“Why not?”  
Ty breathed a deep sigh. “It’s just—complicated, Ethan. I’m 

still being hunted. I don’t want to put you in any danger.” 
“Danger? Why would the people who are after you have 

anything to do with you and I having sex?” Ethan lifted himself 
up onto a pillow. “Ty, why don’t you just come clean with me 
on these people. And why that means you won’t let my lips 
anywhere near you here,” Ethan’s fingers smoothed nicely 
over Ty’s still very tall hard male. 

 “Ethan,” Ty hesitated, flexing his hips while Ethan lightly 
gripped him.  

“C’mon, Ty. Level with me.” Ethan gently squeezed his 
thick cock. 

Ty sighed, lifting Ethan’s hand from distracting him. He 
didn’t want to go through this again. But maybe if Ethan 
knew? Ty sighed again. “God, Ethan—” 

“Tell me.” 
Ty groaned. It was happening all over again. 
“Listen, I’m going to find out about these people who are 

chasing you sooner or later,” Ethan reasoned while watching 
Ty obviously warring within himself about telling him. 
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“Just tell me,” Ethan pressed. 
“It’s not that easy, Ethan. I’m—a lot different than you are.” 
“How?” 
“My blood. My seed. They’ll change you.” Ty’s eyes met 

Ethan’s. 
“Do you have a disease?” 
“No. It’s nothing like that.” Ty hesitated. “The truth is, I’m 

a god, Ethan.” 
“Hello?” Ethan chuckled. “I already knew that. Have you 

seen you?” 
Ty grinned. “No. Listen, I’m not joking. I’m being serious 

here.” 
“God? Is that like an acronym for something?” 
“No. Just an informal noun. It’s what your people have 

called us since the beginning of time.” 
“You’re serious.” Ethan watched him carefully. 
Ty nodded. “It’s why you’re attracted to me. Why I’m so 

attracted to you.” 
Ethan could somehow feel Ty all over inside him. He 

pulled himself closer to Ty’s skin, wrapping his leg around one 
of Ty’s. 

“See?” Ty smiled. “All I have to do is touch your feelings 
and suddenly we’re inseparable.” 

“I’ve felt you like this before; when we make love. It’s like 
you’re all over inside me.” Ethan reveled in the sensations of 
feeling what Ty was feeling. 

“I have—secrets, Ethan. Things I can never let anyone else 
know. My family died trying to protect those secrets. Now I’m 
all that’s left.” 

“So you’re like the last of these gods?” 
“No, there are more of us. Most of them are good. But some 

of us, some of us are not good—at all.” 
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“Is that what happened in Montreal? These bad gods found 
you?” 

“More like their minions. Halfbloods.” 
“Halfbloods?” 
“Ever hear of the Nephilim?” 
“Oh—yea. I read a story about them in one of my lit classes. 

The gods mated with people and had children. They were like 
half man, half god. They were supposed to be like giants or 
something. They weren’t well liked.” 

“That’s an understatement.”  
“So, that’s who was in Montreal. Some of these Nephilim?” 
Ty nodded.  
“Why are they after you?” 
“It’s a long story. Suffice to say the gods aren’t well liked 

by you Humans. So now your governments are using the 
Nephilim demigods to come after us. Take us out. One by one.” 
Ty sighed, the ugly memory of losing his parents to the 
demigod assassin still as fresh in his mind as the day it 
happened. 

Ethan bristled at Ty’s choice of words, ‘you Humans’. 
“I’m not trying to take you out,” Ethan defended. 
Ty broke a short smile, pulling him into a warm cuddle. “I 

know you’re not, Ethan. It’s not all of you, but a lot of you.” 
“I thought these Nephilim were like—mythology. I didn’t 

know they actually existed.” 
“Oh they exist. Probably your government’s closest held 

secret at this point. They work mostly for the U.N. now.” 
“Ty, the Nephilim were like superhuman. A whole race of 

these people? How do you keep that a secret today?” 
“Easy. They’re a lot smarter than you are. No offense.” 
Ethan nodded. He already knew Ty was smart, even 

brilliant. They guy knew math like it was nobody’s business. 
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“So I still don’t get why these Nephilim would care about 
you and I having sex—” 

“Ethan, the Nephilim are people who’ve been infected—by 
the blood of a god.” 

“Infected?” Ethan moved out of their embrace. 
Ty sighed, letting Ethan pull away. “You don’t need to be 

born a halfblood. If our blood, even our semen, comes in contact 
with certain kinds of human cells, our DNA invades, like a 
virus, it—overwrites your Human code, it—upgrades a person, 
for lack of a better term. In a matter of weeks, they ‘awaken’, 
into something halfway between human and god.” 

“So, you didn’t want me getting upgraded?” Ethan now 
understood. He reached his hand out, placing it on Ty’s 
chiseled chest. 

“I didn’t want you getting killed.” 
Ethan’s face showed surprise. 
“People don’t always wake up from the upgrade. Most of 

the time it just kills them.” 
“Oh—ah, wow.” Ethan was suddenly having second 

thoughts about even being this close to Ty now.  
Ty felt his trepidation. “I’m sorry. I should have said 

something to you before now.” Ty reached out and took hold 
of his hand.  

“But, it doesn’t always kill people, right? You said there 
were these Nephilim demigods running around?” 

“I don’t think you have anything to worry about, Ethan. If 
something happened, you’d wake up, I’m pretty sure of it.” 

“I’m just surprised that these people even exist without 
anyone knowing about them.” 

“Governments know about us, Ethan. It’s just the general 
population that doesn’t. Halfbloods and even some of the gods 
are secretly rounded up by the Seven. They’re forced into 
servitude or they’re killed by whatever government. It’s a very 
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clandestine operation, something only the highest levels of 
world leadership are fully aware of. American, Canadian, 
Australian, Russian, Chinese, it doesn’t matter now where you 
go. They’re all under the authority of the Seven now.” 

“These Seven; they don’t sound like people you’d want to 
meet in a dark alley.” 

“No. They’re not like that at all, Ethan. They’re very 
intelligent. Very civilized. They operate like a global Oligarchy, 
invisibly pulling the strings of heads of state like puppeteers.” 

“For what? If you have all that money—?” 
“They think people have too much knowledge. They want 

to take Humanity back to the beginning. Put them in a kind of 
garden paradise where people just hang around all day 
picking nuts and berries while they as the all-powerful gods 
rule from on high.” 

“Hasn’t Humanity sort of moved beyond that?” 
“You would think. Not so much the Seven. They tell and 

teach people that utopia is doing nothing but hanging around 
with family and friends and worshiping them all day in some 
garden paradise.” 

“Garden paradise—” Ethan began. “That sounds a lot like 
Eden.” 

“Aden is what it was originally called. It was a long time 
ago.” 

“So that’s why you were acting the way you were; never 
splashing me while we were playing around.” 

“I really shouldn’t be playing around with you so 
unprotected, Ethan. It’s very irresponsible of me. If any of my 
semen makes its way under your skin, you’ll be changed, 
whether you want to or not.” 

“So, I’d become like one of these Nephilim?” 
Ty nodded. 
“I’m sorry about your family, Ty.” 
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Ty drew a long breath and let out a long sigh. “Yea. Me 
too.” 

“Guess we’ll have to be more careful.” 
“It’s hard being careful with you Ethan,” Ty admitted. “It’s 

like Nature just takes control and—I just want to fuck you 
senseless.” 

Ethan understood that feeling, all too well. And it was that 
same feeling for Ty that now had Ethan moving over Ty’s body 
once again and sinking his lips deeply into the god’s. 
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onestly, Ethan, I don’t know why you’re 
telling me all of this?” Paige looked at him 
with a scowl now. “You should be keeping 
things like this a secret. That is what Ty is 
expecting you to do, I’m sure.” 

“I don’t have anyone else I can talk to, Paige. I don’t know 
what I’m doing. There’s a god living with me in my apartment. 
I’m entitled to be just a little freaked out. Okay? Besides, I’m a 
little surprised you even believe me.” 

“Ordinarily, I wouldn’t, Ethan. But, there is just a little too 
much truth to your Ty-guy that’s keeping me wondering—
wondering if maybe his story is exactly what he says it is.” 

“Oh, like what?” 
“Like I watched the two of you yesterday running at the 

lake.” 

H 
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“Your office isn’t by the lake.” 
“No, but I’m trying to move to a new firm. Their offices are 

right by the lake. I scheduled my interview yesterday 
afternoon just so I could see if you two would be out there. You 
were.” 

“Then you watched Ty lap me.” 
“I did. He lapped you a few times. I can’t believe you’re 

sleeping with a guy that hot. He looks like a god.” 
Ethan grinned, looking down at his food. 
“So what else did he tell you about the Nephilim and these 

Seven?” 
“Not much. Just that they’re really old, really evil and they 

want to drag Humanity back into the Stone Age.” 
“Did he say why?” Paige took another bite, listening. 
“One side thinks Humanity wasn’t allowed to develop 

naturally on its own; they feel like the gods interfered with 
man’s natural development. So they want to return Humanity 
back to our original state, before the gods tainted us with their 
knowledge, and then they’ll leave us alone so we’ll progress as 
Nature and evolution intended.” 

“How do these other gods plan on doing that, exactly?” 
“I don’t know.” 
“Ethan, most people are not going to want to regress back 

to building barns and living like—some Amish farmer.” 
“I know but—that’s what a lot of people are being told we 

need to become, right?” 
“What do you mean?” 
“The environment movements, when you get to the core of 

what they are, they’re really all about returning people back to 
some natural state with no electricity, no cities, living in 
harmony with Nature. Only they never really tell you what 
that natural state really is. It’s all about getting rid of what they 
see as too many people hurting the planet; reducing our carbon 
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footprint. At some point they’ll want to euthanize a few billion 
of us. It’s like it has become a kind of religion. And all of this 
nonsense is being pushed onto humanity by this Oligarchy of 
gods called the Seven.” 

Paige was glaring at him. 
“What?” 
“I belong to some of those environmentalist groups, you 

know. I’ve never heard anyone say anything about killing 
people. We’re trying to save people by reducing fossil fuel 
pollution and giving everyone clean air and clean water.” 

“But they complain about there being too many people, 
right?” 

“Of course.” 
“How are they planning on reducing the population then?” 
Paige scowled. 
“I’m not trying to insult you. I’m just telling you what 

we’ve been talking about.” 
Paige softened her glare. “So what else did he say?” 
“I’m not going to say any more. I don’t want you getting 

ticked off at me.” 
“Ethan, you know what you’re saying, right? That all of 

these people who are trying to make the Earth a better place 
are all just being led by a group of evil gods who really want 
to depopulate the planet? Like some global Jonestown?” 

“You’re upset. Sorry I brought it up.” 
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o run today?” Ty asked walking into their 
apartment just after three, nicely dressed in 
his typical suit and tie. Usually Ethan had 
his shorts on by now, but he was still 
dressed in his jeans lying on the couch 

looking dejected. Ty could sense his feelings; Ethan was more 
than just a little upset. 

“Lunch with Paige not go well?” 
“She hates me.” 
“You mean she hates me,” Ty corrected with a grin. 
Ethan’s eyes met Ty’s. “How would you know?” 
“Ethan, please. I know what you guys talk about. I can’t 

read minds but I’m not stupid.” 
“You’re not upset?” Ethan asked. 

N 
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“I’d prefer that you didn’t talk about us with her, but I can’t 
tell you what to do.” 

Ethan got up from the couch. “I didn’t mean to out you; I 
just, needed someone to talk to.” 

“Paige doesn’t strike me as the irresponsible type.” 
“You talked to her?” 
“No, but I felt her; yesterday. She was watching us.” 
“Why didn’t you say anything?” 
“It’s none of my business.” 
“I don’t even know if she’ll talk to me again after today.” 
“She will. She’s intelligent. She’s probably realizing for the 

first time how insipid and deep the tendrils of the Seven sink. 
No one wants to think that what they’re a part of is evil, Ethan. 
The Catholic Church murdered hundreds of thousands of 
people in ruthless carnage a little more than five hundred years 
ago. Those popes were no better than Hitler or Mussolini. The 
Church is still around. People will dismiss in anyway possible, 
using whatever excuse they need, the evil of whatever their 
group does. It’s how the Seven work. Classic Sun Tzu. Divide 
and conquer. Us against them. One little piece at a time.” 

“The Seven control the Church?” 
Ty chuckled. “The Seven control everything, Ethan. 

Religion. Politics. Industry. Media. The markets. Even science. 
No one evades their grasp.” 

“You are.” Ethan corrected. 
“For now. The rest of my family wasn’t so lucky.” 
Ethan thought for a moment as a huge boom thundered in 

the distance. Both now went to the window as the rain began 
pouring, striking the glass of the high-rise condo. 

“Well, it looks like neither of us will be going for a run this 
afternoon,” Ty sighed. 

“They control everything, huh?” Ethan asked him, still 
looking out the window. 
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“You don’t believe me.” 
“It’s just—everything?” 
“Ethan, take your current president for instance. He’s 

hated by the other party, even people from his own party don’t 
like him.” 

“Sure.” Ethan agreed. 
“When was the last time he failed to get anything passed 

that he really wanted passed?” 
“On what issue?” 
“Pick one. Any one. Sure, the opposing party rips into him 

on camera, but then what happens behind the scenes? He gets 
the votes he wants. The votes he needs. Always. His 
predecessor was the same way. His opposing party hated him 
as well. He still got everything he wanted. Passing laws and 
writing executive orders that shredded your Constitution’s 
most basic protections. Then even your Supreme Court rubber-
stamps what is clearly and logically a violation of your nation’s 
founding document. It leaves Constitutional scholars 
scratching their heads when they read the logic, or lack of logic 
rather, of SCOTUS’ decisions.” Ty continued watching the rain 
fall outside moving in waves across the lake. “They’re all being 
manipulated in one way or another.” 

“Yea, that does seem the way it always turns out, doesn’t 
it?” Ethan admitted. 

“It doesn’t matter what party you root for or belong to. At 
some level, in some capacity, they’re all working for the 
Seven.” Ty looked at Ethan. “Just enough of them anyway.” 

Ethan slumped against the thick glass. “Jesus,” he breathed 
as he turned his attention back outside. 

“It is only getting worse, Ethan. The more people who 
divide themselves from each other, the easier it will be for the 
Seven to start picking off different groups of resistance. You 
paint a group as ‘unfair’, or ‘radical’ or ‘fringe’. Then you keep 



PARADISUS 
 

 
72 
 

it up long enough and pretty soon people start believing the 
propaganda, even if it is not true. 

“The Seven are fanning the flames of religious and race 
wars all over again. The Seven did it with Christians and 
Muslims during the Crusades; they used Hitler to paint the 
Jews as evil so they could isolate them for extermination. You 
even have two States now that are openly preparing to secede, 
others are talking about it. Gay and straight people hate each 
other; men versus women, even Dominion is on the verge of 
splitting because they now have a woman apostle. And all of it 
brought to you by useful idiot minions of the Seven.” 

“Hitler was part of the Seven?” 
“He was a tool of the Seven, Ethan. They used him to try to 

extinguish the newbloods.” 
“What’s a newblood?” Ethan asked. 
“I’m a newblood, Ethan. What the prophecies called the 

Reborn of the gods. My family, all of them, were newbloods. 
Were.” Ty frowned, trying not to remember. 

“How old are you?” Ethan asked. 
“I’ll be twenty-one next week.” 
“Jeeze, Ty, you’re younger than I am. Why did I think you 

were older?” 
“Maybe because you haven’t lived on the streets for the 

past four years.” 
“I’m sorry. About that. About your family.” 
Ty nodded. 
“I wake up and I hear you sometimes. I can tell you’re 

weeping. You know you don’t have to do that alone. I’m here 
for you.” 

“Thanks, Ethan. That means a lot. Some days are better 
than others.” 

Ethan moved himself around Ty. He felt Ty draw an 
emotional breath. Even though Ethan’s own family was falling 
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apart, maybe Ty had shown up at just the right time. For the 
two of them to become and start a family of their own. 
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y had never been to a theme park before. The 
very public places were typically off-limits for 
people like him; but Ethan had talked him into 
only a few hours at Universal Studios and 
Islands of Adventure. Perhaps just this once 

would be all right as a one-time birthday treat for the young 
god.  

Although the lines were long for the well-hyped Harry 
Potter Forbidden Journey, both Ty and Ethan enjoyed the 
experience of walking through Hogsmeade and then riding the 
Hogwarts Express to Diagon Alley for Escape from Gringotts. 

“Well? What you expected?” Ethan asked, very much 
enjoying the whole experience while the two of them walked 
through the park. 

“Yea. It’s fun.” 

T 
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“Ty, you’re a little distracted.” 
“I am?” 
“You keep staring off into space for some reason.” 
“I do—I mean, I am. I’m sorry. There’s somebody else here. 

I’ve been feeling them since we left Hogsmeade.” 
“Who?” 
“Another awakened,” he said to Ethan quietly. “They feel 

like a halfblood, I think.” 
“Where are they?” 
“This way.” 
Ethan followed Ty through throngs of tourists, past shops 

and then into a narrow alley between two buildings that had 
been theme decorated like the rest. The two of them watched 
as four tourist-looking men surrounded someone. Bright 
bursts of light were going off like camera flashes between the 
large men and who they were standing in front of at the and of 
the alley. 

Ethan suddenly felt Ty grab his arm; he very strongly 
began dragging Ethan quickly away from the opening of the 
narrow alley and then through the park’s swarms of tourists. 

“Ow,” Ethan complained. 
“Sorry. We have to leave. Now.” 
“Why? Who was that?” 
“Seven agents.” 
“Here?” Suddenly Ethan knew exactly why Ty was in a 

hurry to get away from the alley. 
“No, don’t run.” Ty took hold of his arm again. “We don’t 

want to attract the attention of security. Just keep moving.” 
It didn’t take long for the pair to make it out of the Islands 

park, through the City Walk and then back to the parking 
garage where Ethan’s car was. Both of their hearts were still 
pounding as Ethan started the small sporty two-seater and 
drove them off the property. 
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“What happened back there? Those flashes of light?” Ethan 
drove up I-4 probably a little faster than he needed to be. 

“Man, that poor guy,” Ty was shaking his head. 
“Did they—?” 
“They killed him, Ethan.” 
“Could you have helped?” 
“We got there too late.” Ty grimaced. 
“Did they see us? I mean—you?” 
“No, I don’t think so. Those agents were mundane.” 
“Mundane? What’s that?” 
“Someone who is not awakened. Like you.” 
“You mean a normal Human.” 
Ty nodded. 
“Great. We call you gods and you call us ‘mundane’. Nice.” 
“I didn’t invent the jargon. Jeeze, now I sound like one of 

your dad’s employees.” 
“You are one of dad’s employees.” Ethan at least got Ty to 

grimace a smile despite the seriousness of what they’d just 
witnessed. 

 
 
It didn’t take them long to get back home to downtown. 

Both Ty and Ethan walked into the apartment, then closed and 
locked the door. Ethan flipped on the light and almost ran into 
Ty moving out of the foyer. Then Ethan suddenly froze. He 
was now seeing what Ty was. 

A handsome middle-aged, weathered looking man was 
sitting in one of the living room chairs that faced the foyer. He 
had his boots on the coffee table, one of their Coronas in one 
hand, and a sleekly styled gold pistol in another. Ethan had 
never seen a gun like it, but it looked similarly odd, like Ty’s 
black one. 

“G’day, Ty.” 
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“Rowan.” A cold chill moved over Ty’s skin. 
Ethan watched as the outback-looking man with an 

obvious Australian accent drew a long swallow from the 
bottle. “Out for a little joy ride with the kiddies, were ya?” 

Ty said nothing. 
“Is this him?” Rowan waved his pistol at Ethan. 
Ty still said nothing. 
“You’re a bloody root magnet you are, Ty. I should’ve just 

used you all this time instead of the Seven.” 
“What’s he talking about? Ty?” 
Rowan raised an eyebrow, now looking at Ethan. “He 

hasn’t told you?” 
“Told me what?” 
“Oh, you’re smooth, Ty.” Rowan stood up out of the chair 

leaving the bottle on the table. “What’s your name, sonny?” 
“Ethan.” 
“Well, now there’s a good Aussie name at least. It took me 

good long bit of sleuthing to find you this time, Ty. You really 
should learn to stay out theme parks. The Seven offed one of 
ya there just today—in case you hadn’t noticed.” 

Ty was still oddly quiet. 
“Who are you?” Ethan asked. 
“Ty knows who I am. The real question is, Ethan. Who the 

devil are you?” 
“What do you mean?” 
“It’s a nice place you have here, Ethan. One bed apartment. 

Ty keep you warm and cozy at night, does he?” 
“That’s none of your business!” Ethan glared. 
“Thanks. Exactly what I wanted to hear.” The handsome 

Australian smiled at him. 
“Ty? Nice and bright is he?” 
Ty was still keeping tight-lipped. 
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“I’m a little surprised this time,” the Australian continued. 
“You usually have them awakened by now.” 

Ty’s brow furrowed. 
“Alright.” Rowan holstered his weapon under his vest as 

he picked up the bottle and finished it. He set the empty back 
down and picked up his hat, walking toward the two of them. 
Ethan moved out of the way as Rowan approached them. Ty 
didn’t move. The Aussie stopped briefly as he moved past Ty, 
placing his hand on Ty’s shoulder has he walked by. “He’s 
really cute this one. I can’t wait to see what he can do.” 

The handsome Australian patted Ty’s shoulder, donned 
his hat and then left, closing the door behind him. 

 
 

 


