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Intro
River: Some may call me a dictator, a tyrant, or a king. I don’t mind the last one. I created a better world, a safer world, with only one person in mind – Piper. But then I lost her, and I left the world to its own demise. And demise came quickly. Despite not having Piper as my reason to live anymore, I decided to take back control and force the Earth to keep on going. Welcome to my city. My world. My vision. Just without Piper in it. I would give it all up for one minute with Piper.
Loki: Oh, how life can bite you in the ass. Sitting around, making my wrist hurt all these years, hasn’t been as fun as it sounds. Imagine living in a cave while outside you get to watch red and black sand blow across the sky and landscape. That’s what TV is like in the future. Constant reruns too. But a certain magenta aura comes back into the picture, and there is a light at the end of my tunnel. Hmmm… is it just me, or has Tripp aged since I last saw him? I warned Porter that would happen if he didn’t eat the meat. No matter. I still want him as bad as I did back before River went all dictator on the world.
Featuring: M/F and M/M romance, LGBTQIA+ themes, dirty (sometimes sweet) erotica, kink, action, & angst. This is a fantasy story with disturbing themes, featuring both time travel and dystopian elements. Happy endings not guaranteed as that is not real life.
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Oooh… my head.
I feel the slight slimy feel of wet moss on the log my forehead and nose are resting against. My whole body feels achy as I use my arms to drag myself up to the point where I can stand and lean against the log.
It’s fucking jarring to look around and see something familiar but, at the same time, not. That other life started to feel familiar, and so this is now almost foreign. I’m home.
Quickly touching my stomach, all I feel are the ripples of muscle I’ve built over time. No bullet wounds. I twist and look at my shoulder, seeing nothing there either. I also have a lack of body hair, which feels odd now. Pleasant and preferred, but odd. My stomach hurts though, and my body is sore, so something feels like it’s lingering. Phantom pains or something.
Tripp: Piper?
It suddenly hits me. I wasn’t alone this time. Overshooting my spin in the waist-deep water, she’s literally just feet from me, eyes closed like she’s sleeping on her side and draped around a big rock.
I’m slow to move, like in the morning when your muscles need a minute to remember how they work. But I cradle Piper’s head with my hand, smiling down at her.
Tripp: Come on, Spider.
Piper: Tripp?
She mumbles, eyes closed.
Tripp: Yeah. How you feeling?
Piper: Fu-uck.
She tries to blink, groaning.
Tripp: Yeah. Same.
She wobbles as she attempts to sit up, but when she does, her eyes go big, and she sucks in a big breath of air.
Piper: How long were you waiting?
Tripp: I was only back a minute before you.
Piper: Really? Good.
She instantly relaxes.
Tripp: Move over. I’m gonna sit next to you.
She moves to a smaller rock, and I take over the big one, just sitting and staring out into the pool of water. We’re both silent until I can’t take it anymore.
Tripp: Emery shot me for knocking Summer up. She killed herself because she thought it was better for me than making me help her with the kid. But I didn’t know.
Piper: Holy shit.
Tripp: Yeah. The thing is, I would have taken Summer in, in a heartbeat. I would have raised the kid with her. But I must have given her the impression that wasn’t an option.
Piper: No! It’s never your fault.
I chuckle, shaking my head.
Tripp: That obviously can’t be true. But, uh, poor Ridge. I took you away from him quicker than he would have liked, I bet.
Piper: Yeah…
Tripp: Actually, I’m surprised he didn’t find you by now. Hell, maybe he’ll be waiting at the house when we get back. I wonder how long we were gone.
My skin is barely pruned, and the sun is high, so it couldn’t have been long.
I look back to Piper, who is chewing on her bottom lip, nervously.
Tripp: Or did I?
Piper: Not really.
Tripp: Really? You came back on your own?
She nods.
Tripp: Well, tell me. How long did you stay for?
Piper: Until nineteen-seventy-three sometime.
I suck in a deep breath of air, shocked.
Piper: I feel so underdressed all of a sudden. What the fuck?
She stands, walks to the grassy part where I had laid out a couple towels before we got in, then sits. I follow, feeling something is up.
Piper: I saw Loki.
Tripp: Yeah? He’d have been… six. And I died in forty-nine, so you stayed for… another twenty-four years. Wow.
Piper: I’m glad it was only a minute for you. I was worried about that.
Tripp: Don’t be. Piper, you had a kid and husband. A whole family. I get it. So, what was Loki like?
Piper: He was so fucking cute, Monkey. And happy. Barely a smartass. Like only a tiny bit.
I chuckle, wishing I had made it to that point, but also, I was ready to come back too.
Piper: But my own kid turned crap. He sucked so bad as Loki’s dad.
Tripp: Oh. How was Ridge with all that?
Piper: He actually was good as a dad. Even to Loki.
She sighs, holding her knees up and close against her chest.
Tripp: What’s got you thinking so hard?
Piper: Ridge said if I stayed – after you were gone – he’d be a dad to Garrat.
Tripp: I’m glad.
Piper: And you’re not mad, right? Cause you didn’t have to wait for me.
Tripp: Never. But give me the juicy details.
Piper: Ridge killed me. I think he ate me.
My heart starts to race, not understanding how we got to that. She’s going to freak me out and make me go somewhere else before I can even relax and enjoy being back.
Piper: Oh, maybe I should include all the stuff before that. That was the end.
Tripp: You think?
Piper: You’ll like this. That Loretta girl stayed with Aspen in your place, and even Ridge referred to them as partners.
I smile, happy for them.
Piper: Waylon and Betty had a girl, Eliza.
Okay, I missed quite a bit.
Piper: And out of everyone in the world, my Garrat married Journey’s daughter, Raylene.
Tripp: Seriously?
Piper: Yeah. She got less annoying too.
Tripp: I’m glad, but it’s cool that she ended up being Loki’s grandma too. So, are you his grandma or not really?
Piper: Hell, if I know. Ask Loki.
I might have to.
Piper: Journey married this rich guy, like us, special, who was from New York, then they moved back to New York before I came back. Oh! And Loki could see auras when he was six already.
Tripp: Huh.
Piper: Guess what color his is.
Tripp: He said it was black. But when he was a kid, maybe orange. I could see that.
Piper: White.
She deadpans, and I don’t know enough to know what that one means. I never heard him mention anyone ever having white before, so I’ll have to look it up later.
Piper: Somehow he goes from white to black. And he was so proud of it. Imagine a cute little Loki – with black hair – and he thought he had the best aura of everyone.
Tripp: Dammit. I wish I had seen him now. Couldn’t Emery have killed me at some later point?
Piper: Yeah, you missed out. And on Loki’s sixth birthday, we were making a cake – it was bad, trust me – but he said I was his favorite, and he wanted to name his baby girl after me. I’m the reason he wanted mom and dad to name me Piper.
Tripp: Aw, Piper. You literally made him love you so much.
She shrugs her shoulders, blushing. She knows I’m right.
Tripp: It was fate. You had to go back as Empress and call yourself Piper for him to want to call you Piper now.
Piper: Don’t try to hurt my head.
Tripp: Still cool.
Piper: But it, um, triggered me. I couldn’t stop thinking about everyone back home here, and especially you. It was so long since I saw you. And Ridge felt bad for me.
Tripp: So, you think he killed you to send you back here.
That’s incredible. He sent her back and without him.
Piper: I think so.
Tripp: Damn. He loved you. But –
She said he ate her. Does she realize what that means?
Piper: He sounded so sad right before he did it, and even the part I remember during. I don’t know why he did it by eating me though. Like just a chunk out of my neck. Then I started to feel the pain but blacked out. Do you think he came to the US with Loki, or maybe he stayed in England?
Tripp: He can’t eat others like us, Piper. It will have made him sick. Like, really sick.
She frowns at me.
Tripp: Him and Kemp explained it to me. It’s a death sentence.
Piper: What?
Her voice goes pitchy and high as she screeches.
Tripp: Yeah, uh, I guess physically and mentally, it causes a person to break down.
Piper: He said that! He couldn’t eat Safina. But why eat me then?
Tripp: Hey, come here.
Ignoring the fact we’re both in our underwear, she climbs on my legs and lets me hug her.
Tripp: Maybe in a twisted but sort of romantic way, he couldn’t bear to live without you. The wait may have killed him, so he decided to go with you the best way he could.
Piper: Fuck. I think I’m going to miss him. He’s not going to find me now.
Her voice sounds wet as she curls herself in a ball. She was there way, way longer than I was. She left family. If I had left Audi there, or a lover like Alia or Cooper, I’d have been crushed too. With Aspen, she had Loretta, so I feel they had each other and didn’t really need me.
Tripp: Piper, that wasn’t our real life. We couldn’t stay forever. But I bet you both made each other really happy for as long as you were together.
Piper: Monkey?
Tripp: Hm?
Piper: I think I have to tell you something.
She moves off my legs and covers her shoulders with a towel, not able to make eye contact. What can be worse than “my husband ate me”, and not in a sexy way?
Piper: Kemp did have a power or gift or whatever. Like Ridge.
Tripp: He did?
Piper: He could make people sick. Like a plague or sickness, I think he called it.
My heart falls into my stomach. I know what that means then.
Piper: It’s how he blackmailed me into doing stuff with him. He was going to kill Ridge and Aspen.
Tripp: That’s how Alia and Audi died.
She nods, still not looking at me. She knew and didn’t tell me. I understand why. I do. But to not tell me? And that also means –
Tripp: And Ridge knew.
Not a question. It can’t be one. He had to have known.
Piper: Ridge said he couldn’t tell you about Audi because he didn’t tell you about Alia.
Tripp: And you didn’t tell me. To protect Ridge?
Piper: I think so. I didn’t want you to hate him, and it was his dad. But I should have told you. I don’t know why I didn’t after Kemp was gone. I mean, I do. But… I don’t know.
She finishes in a whisper.
Tripp: Yeah. You should have told me.
Piper keeps her head down but peers up at me, looking nervous and full of regret.
Piper: I’m sorry. If you’re mad at me, I get it.
Tripp: I really thought Ridge loved Audi. I don’t get why he’d let that happen to her. He was a fucking good actor.
Piper: It wasn’t an act.
I flinch when she touches my knee, and her silver eyes pop open in surprise.
Tripp: Sorry.
Piper: He told me it was too late to help her. When he killed Kemp, he mentioned her, getting revenge. I promise he really did love her.
I nod, but that really hits me hard. There were a few things I was so sure of. One – Piper telling me everything, which is apparently not true anymore. Two – Ridge loved Audi more than himself, which I now doubt.
Piper: What should I do?
Tripp: Nothing. I’m glad to be back.
I feel morose.
Piper: If there’s anything to make you feel better, you know I’ll do it.
Tripp: I just need some time.
Standing, Piper follows me, looking worried.
Tripp: I get why you both didn’t tell me. But you both should have. Even if it were together to show a united front or something. I was owed that, Piper. I can’t think of anything I’ve intentionally kept from you. And I thought him and me were closer than we obviously were.
Piper: Okay, now you’re just making me feel worse.
Tripp: We need to get dressed.
Piper: Monkeee-eee…
She whines, stomping her foot.
Tripp: Give me time. We’ll be fine, I promise.
Piper: Fine. But what are we telling mom and dad about all this?
Pulling on my shorts and grabbing my shirt, I look to Piper.
Tripp: The bare minimum. Dad will want to kill something if he knows what happened, and mom doesn’t need that on her mind, especially with what happened to her. Honestly…
I sigh, slipping my feet into my canvas slip-ons.
Tripp: The fewer questions, the better, I think.
Piper: But what about Audi and Loki?
Tripp: It leads into shitty stuff. Audi dies. Kemp rapes you. I’m shot because I get a girl pregnant. You’re literally eaten by your husband.
Piper: Geeze. It didn’t seem all that bad until you said it like that.
Tripp: And I’m leaving out Cooper being hung, Alia dying –
Piper: Okay, I get it. Monkey?
She’s following me along the trail. I just grabbed the towels, and I’m carrying my shirt and her clothes, meaning she’s in her underwear with the towel around her shoulders.
Tripp: Yeah?
Piper: I don’t think you’re okay.
Tripp: I’m really not.
Piper: Can you stop, please?
Rolling my eyes, I am aware I am having a hard time with everything. Being gone, then back. Finding actual love and losing it. Having a child, only to lose her too. Feeling betrayed by those close to me.
Piper: So, we are just going to say we went to England in the nineteen-forties and met some of Loki’s relatives?
I weigh that in my mind, and suddenly a puzzle piece slides into place.
Tripp: Yes, and only that. Dad will call Loki, and that will get him curious. Then he’ll have to come back where he belongs. He’s staying away for some reason, and I want to know why.
Piper: Okay.
Tripp: Come here.
She takes short, quick steps to me, and I give her a one-arm hug.
Tripp: I love you.
Piper: Good. If you were mad at me on my birthday, that would suck. Wait!
She rears back, looking freaked out.
Piper: It’s still whatever day it was when we left, right?
Tripp: It is. My skin was barely pruned from the water. We were only in there for minutes, I bet.
Piper: Oh, good. I’d hate to miss my eighteenth here with real strippers.
I don’t miss her unsubtle hint.
Tripp: Give me a couple days, then I’ll take you shopping to pick out something to wear.
Piper: Do you think you need to talk to someone?
I start walking again, a bit slower this time.
Tripp: Probably.
2067 – March 30th, Wednesday
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Porter: What the hell did your family do to my kids that they don’t want to tell us?
Holding the phone several inches from my ear, I reach for the toilet paper. It’s not exactly the best time to take a call, but Porter doesn’t call often, so I know when he does, it’s usually pretty important.
Loki: Guess what? I don’t fucking know because I wasn’t alive for most of it.
He gave me a one-minute explanation. Tripp and Piper ended up in merry ol’ England in the nineteen-forties and met a bunch of my relatives. How the hell should I know what went on before I was born? I’m not a fucking damn time traveler like his kids are apparently. Tripp only. Piper didn’t come across as being able to do anything unless something changed quick while I’ve been gone.
Loki: Porter, I am literally on the shitter, in a public place, because of some lamb that wasn’t fully cooked.
I’m trying to push, but it feels like I’m backed up. Food-court lamb is not a good idea. I knew this, yet I tempted fate. Stupid idea for an early lunch. It’s noon here, so it’s early evening for Porter, but yesterday. Knight’s been teaching me and Adalee the time zones. She’s learning it better than I am, but in my defense, she also has his brain.
Porter: You eat raw meat all the time. Get over it.
What a jerk.
Porter: Tripp tells us everything. He even admitted to fucking his great grandma.
I snicker, remembering that conversation.
Porter: So, tell me what happened to your family from nineteen-forty to nineteen-seventy-three.
He failed to mention the exact year they returned before.
Loki: Uhhh… nineteen-seventy-three? I was six, I guess. They were only there until that year?
I will never forget that year. Memories from when you are young are pretty sparse. You only remember the really good and the really bad.
Porter: Yes!
He yells into the phone again. Does he not realize I have to keep turning down the volume when he does that?
Porter: That’s what I just said. So, you were alive. Piper said she saw you, but Tripp didn’t. That’s all.
Swallowing the lump that instantly forms in my throat at that, I open my mouth to explain I remember bits and pieces, so I’m probably not that much help. His kids clearly will know more than me.
Porter: What did you do to my fucking kids, Loki?
Me? I was six! What could I do? What my family did really isn’t my doing.
Porter: Because they had to have died to come back.
He snaps, so I snap back.
Loki: I did nothing! I was the perfect angel, and I never met Tripp back then to do anything to him. But I had a grandma named Piper. Where do you think I got Piper’s name from? She was the only one that –
Thunk.
I got a little excited when I just connected some dots in my head, and my phone takes a tumble to the floor.
Loki: Ew.
I pick it up and wipe it off with toilet paper – clean and unused toilet paper – before placing it back to my ear.
Loki: Sorry. Almost dropped my phone in a bad place. So, where are we?
Porter: You. Six. Grandma. The fuck?
Loki: Ahhh… yes. So, as I was saying. I was six and an angel. And I think Piper was my grandma. So, that means Tripp was this Uncle Breklin guy she told me about. A guy riding a tree on mountain waves is starting to make sense. She sucks at describing foreign concepts to a kid.
Porter is quiet for a minute. I just wait, my stomach cramping up. Fucking lamb. I will sue that teenager who served me.
Porter: You named Piper after Piper. How does that make sense, Loki?
Loki: Hey, put Piper on the phone for a minute, will you?
Porter: But she would have had to have a kid then?
He whispers.
Loki: Uh huh. That is how it would work.
Porter: Fuck you. And you’re going to be on speaker. Hold on.
I hear background noise, then Porter does his caveman yell.
Porter: Piper! Loki is on the phone. Talk to him!
Piper: Nope! Tripp said he gets to know nothing until he comes back!
She is so his daughter, yelling back. But I do some yelling of my own.
Loki: Hi, gramma! Get your ass on the phone. I got a bone to pick with you!
I hear Porter grunt and Piper saying something I don’t understand before her voice rings clear in my ear.
Piper: I liked you better when you were five.
Loki: I was six at the end.
Piper: Same difference. Come home, you big baby.
Loki: I can’t. Put dear Uncle Breklin on the phone then. Porter, control your children.
Porter: Loki, why can’t you just tell me? They’ll know the exact same shit you do.
Loki: My family is complicated. You know that. You don’t want to know half of it, and the other half you shouldn’t know. Now, where is that son of yours?
Porter: He’s here.
Tripp: Loki.
Ohhh… that is some cool detachment there.
Loki: Finally, I get to talk to the reasonable one of you three. Now, tell me what you guys saw back then.
Tripp: No.
That’s it?
Loki: Put my gramma back on. She was my favorite anyway.
Piper. She’s the reasonable one currently, I guess.
Tripp: If you want to know, come home. Bye.
The icy tone hits me in the feelings.
Loki: It’s a bit complicated at the moment. You see… I’m in a bind. I am somewhat scared to leave the toilet at this time.
Literally.
Tripp: I’m done, dad. If he cares enough, he’ll come.
Leaning forward, I’m multitasking. Trying to push out a whole baby lamb while trying not to tell Tripp it’s not my fault. I mean, it is, but it’s not my fault that it’s my fault. He’s too good. Too pretty. I want him, and I can’t have him.
Porter: I’m off speaker. See what I mean? Tell me something, or I’m going to go crazy here, Loki.
Loki: You know I can’t come back yet. Eventually, I think.
Probably never, to be honest. Fuck.
Porter: Tell me something so I can help my kids.
I take a deep breath, trying to recall the dates I know by heart but try to forget.
Loki: March fifth of nineteen-seventy-three, my parents, me, and six siblings got on a ship to move to New York. Grandpa Ridge was still alive at that point, but barely. He never came with us, and I never saw him again. There was a fire, and we just assumed he died in it. Tell that to them. Piper should have a reaction. Tripp might not since he wasn’t there. There’s not much more I can tell you, Porter. Now –
I grab my stomach. Oh. Something is starting to move now. Hallelujah.
Loki: Can I take my shit in peace?
Porter: Hurricane says hi, Loki.
Loki: Tell Angel I say hi back. Bye, Porter.
Porter: Bye.
Hanging up, I set the phone on top of the toilet paper dispenser and set my elbows on my knees, gripping my hair and pulling. I’ll fix it in the mirror before I leave.
I had six happy years. That’s really all I had. Thanks to my gramma and grandpa. Then that all went to shit after he killed her. The fucker. I hate him.
Loki: All I want to do is take a shit!
I yell out, frustrated at having to relive that time again. I choose to forget.
Doug: That’s what we’re all trying to do. You mind?
My head snaps to the stall next to mine. I was distracted by that phone call and didn’t hear anyone enter. That’s embarrassing.
Loki: Not like I’m going through a crisis right now.
I mumble only loud enough for me to hear.
Doug: You didn’t have the lamb, did you?
Loki: Yes! How long have you been sitting there?
Doug: I came in at the part where you almost dropped your phone in the toilet.
Loki: Cool. That will save me some explaining then. And I’m Loki, by the way.
Doug: Doug here. Nice to meet ya, Loki.
Loki: If you had a serious crush on your best friend’s son, but the best friend will kill you if you go near him, and the son is now mad at you because he doesn’t understand why you left him – what would you do?
I take a long breath, having said that all in one go.
Doug: Wait for the best friend to die.
Loki: You’re no help. I already thought of that.
A strong, pungent whiff hits my nose. If I weren’t already sitting with my pants around my ankles, I’d be running out of here so fast.
Loki: What died in your colon, Doug?
Doug: The lamb. But I feel better now. Good luck with your problem, Loki.
Loki: Thanks.
Flushhh…
Rolling my eyes, I’m not as lucky as Doug, as I still have that rotting lamb in my colon.
I pick up my phone and start playing some game with colorful candies.
Doug seemed nice. I like Doug. Trash advice, but he was friendly. The world needs more Dougs.
2067 – March 29th, Tuesday
◦ ◊ ◦
Isla Roatán, Honduras
◦ ◊ ◦
Time Zone Change
◦ ◊ ◦
Tripp
◦ ◊ ◦
Porter: Bye.
I listen to dad hang up on Loki. Frowning, I head to my room.
It didn’t work. Loki isn’t coming back. Fine, whatever. He doesn’t want to be part of our family anymore; there’s nothing I can do about it. I still wish I knew why, but at this rate, I may never know.
Flomp.
I fall onto my back on my bed and close my eyes. I’m making an appointment after Piper’s birthday to talk to someone. I can feel I’m spiraling, and it’s just too much to handle. But until then –
Jumping up, I make a quick decision and grab a few water bottles before grabbing my surfboard and heading to my Jeep. I tell no one, which is shitty of me, but I need to go.
It’s not until I’m at my cove, on my board in the calm water – buck-ass naked – that I feel a peace at being back. The sun is setting, and the temperature starts to drop.
A lone tear runs out of my right eye, and I don’t wipe it away.
I miss Audi. I would have loved to have her here with me at my cove – wearing boardshorts, of course – and us just looking up at the sky as it darkens while the stars start to shine. If I could have taken her back with me, we could buy two horses. Take care of them and ride them. Mom and dad would have loved her.
2067 – April 1st, Friday
◦ ◊ ◦
3 days later
◦ ◊ ◦
Piper
◦ ◊ ◦
I don’t like it when Tripp isn’t happy. He’s always happy. Or he was. He needs to be fixed.
Tripp: Pick out whatever you want. My treat.
We enter one of the fancier boutiques that caters to the rich tourists around here. There are things that cost over a thousand bucks. To me, two hundred for a hoodie is pushing it. But since I’m not paying for it or asking mom and dad to –
Piper: Oh, I will.
I rub my hands together, already planning to buy the skimpiest thing possible. We’re going to a strip club after all. But then I look at Tripp’s face, not smiling, and shopping is less fun now.
Piper: You’re still mad at me. I can tell.
He sighs, like he’s been doing a lot lately.
Tripp: I’m not mad, Spider. Just disappointed because we usually tell each other everything. Or we used to. And you kept something from me about my daughter.
Piper: I know. I said I was sorry.
Tripp: The more I think about it, I’m actually less upset with Ridge than I am with you. He was a friend, and it involved his dad. You are my sister. My best friend. I’m always on your side, and you weren’t on mine.
Piper: Come with me.
I take a handful of his shirt and walk us out of the store, because I am either going to scream or cry. There’s no in between.
Piper: I am on your side!
Screaming it is.
Piper: I didn’t want to make you more sad to find out Ridge knew the whole time. It would have changed nothing.
Tripp: I know. And from your point of view, I’m sure you meant well. But from mine, it sucked.
Piper: It wasn’t easy on me either. I don’t like not telling you stuff.
Tripp: And yet you did.
Piper: I said I’m sorry.
Tripp: Just about Audi and Ridge?
Piper: Huh?
Was there something else I forgot about? I don’t think so.
Tripp: River.
My mouth forms an O.
Tripp: Yeah. For years. I also get why, because dad and me were not his biggest fans, but –
Piper: Were not… but now?
Tripp: I don’t know. Does it matter? You said he hasn’t shown up in years.
Piper: I know, but if he did?
Tripp: He’s very similar to Ridge.
Piper: They are not the same!
Tripp: They kinda are.
Piper: But River is younger. Has white hair and purple eyes. Ridge had –
Tripp: Besides looks. Both share some similar interests and actions.
Do they?
Piper: Whatever. You’re right. It’s not like he’s an issue anyway. But I couldn’t tell you. When I was a kid, you would have stopped him from visiting me.
Tripp: Yep.
I wave my hands in a see-I-am-right gesture.
Piper: So, why are you mad about that? I did tell you. Eventually.
Tripp: I didn’t say I was being rational. I can understand and still be pissed off about it.
Piper: That’s not fair.
Tripp: You want to put all this behind us?
Piper: Fuck, yes. How? I’ll do your chores for two days. Three even.
Tripp: Go back inside there and very loudly proclaim you just peed yourself.
Piper: How does that make you not mad at me anymore?
Tripp: I need something to make me smile. That should do it.
He shrugs like he’s asking me to fold his laundry and not to embarrass the both of us and potentially get us kicked out.
Piper: Fine.
There’re only like four customers in here as we walk back in, plus the two salespeople.
Deep breath, then –
Piper: Oh, no! I just peed myself, and it’s running down my leg. All over the floor.
Everyone looks at me. I play it up some, making sure Monkey gets his fucking jollies out of this and gets back to his happy self.
Piper: Look! There’s a little yellow river following me. I’m so embarrassed. No one look at me!
All four – the three girls and one guy – all look away. One sales lady has disappeared, but the other stares at the floor by my feet.
I turn to Tripp.
Piper: Now that I can’t show my face in here after you buy me something, let’s hurry.
Tripp: Spider.
He looks at me, smiling, and it’s a real smile. Fucking finally.
Tripp: I forgave you already.
Piper: Bitch. Then why did you make me do that?
Tripp: I wanted to. But you’re my sister. You could literally kill me, and I’ll forgive you.
Piper: But all that stuff you said outside.
I don’t get it.
Tripp: I meant it, but I worked through it, and I get where you were coming from.
He puts an arm around me and walks me to the more club-like apparel.
Tripp: Next time, I think you’ll trust me to tell me when shit is important.
Piper: You promise we’re good?
Tripp: We’re good.
Piper: Good.
I pick out three outfits. One in black, one in red, and one in white.
Piper: Okay. This is the first one.
Sliding the changing curtain over, I show Tripp, who breaks into a giggle. That’s not promising.
Tripp: Dad will kill you. And me for buying it for you.
The leather corset top is black, and I’ve matched it with denim shorts that are torn up in strategic places. I think the ripped tights add to the whole look.
Piper: Too many rips?
Tripp: You look like a slutty dominatrix.
Piper: And that’s bad?
Tripp: Not bad, just a little too on the nose for where we’re going.
Piper: But don’t I want to blend in?
Tripp: You are watching strippers. You are not one of them.
Hmmm… then he may not like any of the three outfits I chose.
Piper: Okay. I’ll show you the second one.
This one is a red bandeau top with a dark red and black mini skirt. I even found a headband with little sparkly devil horns. I think it’s cute.
Piper: This one.
I announce, moving the curtain back.
Tripp: Piper. Less costume, more outfit. Plus, you can’t bend over in that skirt.
Piper: That’s what I like about it. Ridge would freak if he saw this.
Tripp: Yeah, he would. You thinking of him with your fashion choices?
Piper: Not really. It’s just that he’s in my head. Married for a long time and all that, you know?
Tripp: I do. It may not have been our lives, but it felt like it.
Piper: Yeah, it did. Okay. Here’s the last one.
It’s actually in off-white. Lacey shorts that you have to wear underwear with and a matching short-sleeve crop top. I think it’s kinda pretty for being white.
Tripp: It’s like lingerie.
Piper: So…
Tripp: It’s cute. I like it best of all three. But you’ll want to wear a thong with it instead of the boyshort panties to get the full effect.
Piper: Like in silver or gold?
Tripp: Or nude.
Piper: Like I’m naked but not. Why are gay guys so good at fashion stuff?
Tripp chuckles.
Tripp: Stereotype much?
Piper: It’s true.
Tripp: You have gold sandals that will work with this too. And just put that black trench coat you have over it when we leave the house so dad doesn’t think I’m taking you out in your underwear.
Piper: You kinda are.
Tripp: Are you trying to talk me out of it?
Piper: No. I like it too.
Tripp: It’s white.
Piper: I know, and I still like it. Reminds me of my wedding dress and the lingerie stuff for that.
Tripp: Yeah. You look good in white.
Piper: I do.
Tripp: Are you wanting it because it reminds you of Ridge?
Piper: No.
Yes. I’m pathetic.
Tripp: Sure.
Piper: I’ll need to go underwear shopping too. I have no nude thongs or bras.
Tripp: Yeah, I guess you wouldn’t.
He smirks, knowing I’m more of a black and dark color kinda girl.
◦ ◊ ◦
Arlington, Virginia, USA
◦ ◊ ◦
River
◦ ◊ ◦
Stuffing the last of my clothes into the duffle, I zip it up and throw it over my shoulder.
Zi-iiip.
I’m excited. It’s been so long, so much work, and it’s finally done. But that’s not why I find myself smiling. Tomorrow is Piper’s eighteenth birthday.
Soon, we’ll have a new and better world. It will take several months to implement everything, but by the new year, it won’t just be the US but the world that is recreated. That’s why it’s time to go collect my Piper.
I’m not an idiot. I can’t just steal her away. I’m going to have to face her family, and we will tell them together that she is coming with me. She loves her family and has a good one who also loves her, so I want to be able to have her visit when she wants, and I go with her. There is no reason for us to ever be apart again.
Click.
I lock my apartment, which is only minutes away from The Pentagon, making it easy to maintain control over the operations while away from the facility.
The car I ordered is waiting for me to take me to the airport. I sit in and give as brief instructions as possible. My mind is only on one thing. One person. Piper.
It was so much fucking work, but she made it worth it. I can’t wait to show her what I’ve done. Maybe Porter and Tripp will finally understand I will do everything possible to keep her safe. And if they don’t – not like they can stop us from being together.
I relax, planning in my head. I arrive late, well after midnight. I’m too excited to wait for her. I think I’ll have to see her tonight. Maybe I will sneak in through her window one last time.
2067 – April 2nd, Saturday
◦ ◊ ◦
Isla Roatán, Honduras
◦ ◊ ◦
Tripp
◦ ◊ ◦
It’s hit midnight, and I am stepping into my shoes when Piper runs up to me.
Piper: I’m eighteen!
Tripp: Yeah, you are.
Piper: I know I already turned eighteen once before, but this is the real one. Hurry. I don’t want them to strip without me.
Porter: You’re staying sober if she’s drinking, right?
Tripp: Yep.
Porter: And you’re wearing something under that jacket?
Piper: Of course. I’m not the stripper, dad.
Porter: Just checking.
Dad stayed up, only slightly worried about Piper turning eighteen. Mom walks in, rubbing an eye all sleepy-like. She’s already in her PJs, signaling she’s headed for bed the minute we leave.
Piper is wearing her lacey outfit under the coat with nude underwear. I’ll definitely have to keep an eye on her. She looks good in it, and sometimes the strip club can get pervy. We’re going to hit both the women and men. Best of both worlds.
Hadley: Is it ladies’ night?
Tripp: At 2AM. The girls are on before that, so we’ll see both.
Porter: It’s so wrong to take your sister to that.
Tripp: Pft. Better she go with me than someone else.
Porter: I guess…
He makes a face that makes mom giggle, then yawn.
Porter: Make sure to jump into the ocean if you’re covered in glitter when you come back. I hate finding it in my hair a week later.
Hadley: And have fun. And be safe.
Piper: I plan to dance with all the strippers.
She cheers and runs out the door. Great. I look at dad, who looks less than impressed.
Tripp: I know, I know. I’ll keep her off the stage, I promise.
Porter: Most kids would lie to their parents and tell them they’re going to a movie or something.
Tripp: You got yourself two adults now.
Porter: Don’t remind me.
He frowns hard, and it’s sort of sweet. He still thinks of us as kids.
Hadley: Go, and yes, we like you telling us.
Tripp: Bye, mom. Dad.
I give a little wave, trotting after Piper.
Piper: Come on. Enough talking about it. Let’s gooo…
Smiling and feeling pretty good in my all-black outfit except for the dark blue shirt, I walk halfway to my Jeep, then lurch to a quick stop, making Piper walk into me from behind.
Piper: Dammit. You forget something?
No, no, no. Not right now. It’s happening quicker than before, and I’m not dying or feeling something drastic enough to worry me, but it’s still happening. I slowly turn to look at Piper.
Tripp: I can’t explain it, but it’s going to happen again.
Piper: What? Now? Why?
Tripp: I don’t know. But I feel it. I don’t know how to explain it.
And that realization on its own makes me start to hyperventilate. I don’t want to do this again, especially so soon and now.
Tripp: I’m sorry. I mean, I guess I’ll be back soon enough, but I don’t want –
Piper: Shut up.
She wraps her arms around me tight, and I feel safety surround me.
Piper: You’re not going anywhere without me.
Tripp: I don’t know how to control this, Piper. I’m sorry for ruining your birthday.
It’s like karma for teasing Ridge that one time. It’s actually happening.
Piper: Don’t. You aren’t ru-
Unknown Date
◦ ◊ ◦
Unknown Location
◦ ◊ ◦
Tripp
◦ ◊ ◦
Tripp: Gaaahhh…
It’s overwhelming. The air. It’s hard to breathe. It physically feels like it’s burning me from the inside out.
On all fours, my knees and hands are sunk a good inch into what looks like… red sand? I turn, staying on all fours, not trusting I won’t instantly go lightheaded if I try to stand. My breaths are short and feel like they’re shallow. Facing in the direction that the wind is blowing, I can barely believe what I see.
Hills and hills of red sand. In the air, it’s hard to see past a certain point, as it’s just blowing sand. Red and grey or black, but it’s thick like smoke.
Am I in a desert? Or another planet? Whatever it is, it looks empty. Just hills of sand as far as I can see in the sand-blown distance.
Tripp: Can anyone hear me?
I yell, hurting my throat. That was stupid.
Looking up, it’s the same. Only sand. No sky, no sun, except it feels like it’s light enough that it’s daytime. Swallowing, I can taste earth, gritty and bitter. My eyes are dry, and I’m increasingly becoming aware of not just my difficulties in breathing but also my skin getting itchy.
If Piper came with me again, she’s not here. Fuck.
I’m mostly on top of one of these sand hills. Maybe if I roll down it, I’ll have more shelter from this blowing shit until it calms down. Then I can figure out what direction to go in. Assuming I can breathe better.
Lowering myself to my stomach, I force my arm out and start to roll. Sand goes flying when I hit the bottom. It’s slightly better, maybe. I keep to my stomach and face away from the wind. My neck stings as the sand blows against it, and so do my arms.
I think I’m fucked when black spots start to form in my vision. I’m not even standing, and I feel lightheaded. My breaths are short and quick. It’s not enough. I look up and in front, squinting. Is that a mountain in the distance? It looks darker than all the rest of the hills. Maybe if I could get there, I could find some shelter.
Laughing and choking on the lack of air, I press my forehead to my hands in front of me. I can barely function, never mind walk however far that is. Nah. This trip will be a short one. I don’t mind that.
Closing my eyes, I swear I feel a hand on my shoulder. But then everything goes black.
◦ ◊ ◦
Piper
◦ ◊ ◦
Piper: Triii-iiiiii-iiiiiipp!
Fuck. I start coughing as I get a mouthful of this blowing sand shit. I can barely see anything. Tripp could be next to me, and I wouldn’t know it. I’m exaggerating, but not by much.
Why couldn’t Tripp have taken us to a beach? This is literally the opposite of a beach, except for the sand. But it’s not the good kind of sand. This stuff kinda hurts as it hits you.
Piper: Blah! Gross.
I wipe my tongue off with my hands, which is admittedly stupid as more blows into my mouth. I need to stop screaming for Tripp anyway. Is it just me, or is the air kinda hard to breathe? And it’s hot. I start to undo the trench coat, just needing to let my skin breathe. Woah, and I’m a little dizzy too, I guess. Plopping my ass on the ground, I sit with one arm out of the jacket and the other one still in.
Is that a person? Two. Tripp! I try to stand but can’t. I’m literally like dying or something. But the two people come closer, running at me, and yeah… not Tripp.
◦ ◊ ◦
Hunter 1
◦ ◊ ◦
Doing our regular run around our designated territory in the Red Lands, I turn the armored truck to head back to our base.
Hunter 2: Stop. Look. Out there on the top.
I peer in the direction my partner is pointing, and there is something moving up there on top of one of the sand hills. You don’t find many alone and out this far.
Hunter 1: Got it. I’ll drive us closer.
Spinning the spiked wheels, I get us going to the base of the hill. From here, we’re on our own. We run up the hill, our purifying respirators on tight and fully covered from head to toe, unlike the girl we see at the top. She’s sitting, looking half dead as we come up to her.
Black hair – check. Tanned skin – check. Small – check. Good enough. My partner and me nod at each other. How she got out here with no respirator and no gear makes no sense, but she’s still breathing.
Piper: Oh, good. Humans. I need –
I grab her arms and force her up.
Piper: Hey! Bitch!
I wasn’t expecting her to have that kind of strength or energy, the way she looked. She slips out of my grasp, and my partner goes to grab her like I did.
Piper: Fuck off!
She knees him in the jewels, and he lands on his knees, holding his balls. Damn bitch.
Hunter 1: You better be worth the trouble.
I grab her hair and whip her down to the ground before she does anything to me, and then a swift kick to the back of her head knocks her out.
Hunter 2: Fucking kill her.
He groans as I pick her up and fling her over my shoulder, heading back down to the truck.
Hunter 1: If she’s not a close enough match, you can at the base.
Hunter 2: Gladly.
Throwing her in the back, I grab a purifying respirator and secure it to her. Inspecting her body, I take off the weird coat thing she’s wearing. She’s in some odd kind of underwear, maybe. Nothing she is wearing is right.
Hunter 2: She couldn’t have been out that long. Her skin is barely showing any signs.
Hunter 1: Yep. Maybe someone dropped her off to die.
Hunter 2: For being difficult, I bet.
Slam.
Closing the back door, we jump back into the front and head to our base. She’s not too difficult while knocked out.
◦ ◊ ◦
Tripp
◦ ◊ ◦
Mmm… I stretch, and cool air fills my nose, completely refreshing compared to what I was breathing before. Glad to be home already. I am not a fan of jumping from the present to the past over and over. Curious where I was though.
Hearing some rustling noises, I start to become more aware. Like I feel something soft around me. Did dad drag me to my bed? Oh, shit. I bet us passed out just outside our house freaked mom and dad out.
My eyes are hard to open, but when I do, I see… Loki?
Loki: Hello, Sleeping Handsome. If I had known when he said to wait, it would be this long, I wouldn’t have.
Uh. Yeah. I’m confused.
Tripp: Lo- Loki? You came home?
Loki: More like you left home. Your body is reading thirty-three. So, it’s what, twenty-seventy-three for you?
It’s hard to think about what he’s saying, and my eyes keep trying to close on me.
Tripp: No. Uhhh… twenty-sixty-seven. April. It was Piper’s birthday. I look thirty-three?
Loki: I warned your dad what would happen if you didn’t eat the meat, but did he ever listen to me? No. Fucking hell.
Tripp: Whatever.
My eyes keep closing on me, like I’m not in control of them. This isn’t how it was when I woke up back at home before. But this was a super short trip, so maybe that has something to do with it. Draining me of all energy. I could go to sleep right now, but Piper.
Tripp: Piper. Is she back? I need to find –
Loki: You’re not going anywhere. And if she’s out there, she’s probably dead already.
Tripp: No. I’ll find her. She’s not here?
My eyes fully shut. I’m confused.
Tripp: Can you smell her, or –
Loki: You need to sleep still, handsome. You breathed in a lot of that shit. So, just rest.
Tripp: But…
But what? Isn’t she just outside? Or maybe she didn’t die like I did instantly, and she’s not back? But she came back a minute after me last time.
I feel Loki stroking my hair, and it feels nice. Soothing.
Loki: I’ll go look for her and see if she’s out there. Just sleep, okay?
Tripp: Thanks, Loki. I miss… sss…
You. I meant to say “you”, but my mouth doesn’t work.
◦ ◊ ◦
Hunter 2
◦ ◊ ◦
She is fucking lucky she’s exactly what we’re looking for. And I mean exactly. But she has the shittiest attitude I’ve ever dealt with, and I’m about two seconds from popping her one in the face. Standing in the large metal cage in the middle of our base, it’s just her and one girl we found a few days ago. Even now, there are still people hiding out in the weirdest of places. But there are fewer and fewer.
The other girl is taller, black hair, a bit lighter than this one, and was wearing full gear. Her whole little community had gear and supplies in their bunker to last them a long time. Now it’s all ours, and they’re dead. We kept the one who is what the King wants, but the rest refused to submit for testing, which means they knew what they were and they chose immediate death over eventual death.
My partner walks up, holding a bucket. In case they need to piss or something. We have to give them water to keep them alive until we deliver them. Now that we have two, we’ll take them tomorrow if the King allows.
Hunter 2: She is pissing me off. Instead of being grateful she’s alive – because of us – she’s threatening and foaming at the mouth.
Hunter 1: Calm down, princess. You’ll get out tomorrow.
Piper: Stupiduglymensaywhat?
She smiles, holding onto the bars in front of her.
Hunter 1: Wha-
Hunter 2: Do not say “what”.
Piper: You said “what”.
She cackles. She must be bipolar or something.
Hunter 2: You’re lucky “not a bitch” isn’t on the list of traits he wants.
Hunter 1: She is the closest to what he’s after that we’ve ever brought him. Do we even need the other?
My eyes stay on her carefully watching us, listening intently. She is very odd.
Hunter 2: She’ll be good for some supplies or a box of food. Why not?
Hunter 3: He likes his dolls. Probably has them all stuffed in a showroom somewhere.
Another one of us joins in. We’re only six at this base, and I like that. I was at a base with twelve of us before, and it’s too many loud voices all trying to be the boss out here.
Hunter 3: What else would he do with them all?
Hunter 1: Nah. He’s gotta play with his dolls first, I imagine. Otherwise, what a fucking waste.
Piper: Hold up. So, I’m only here so you can sell me to some doll collector? Why?
Hunter 2: Cause we can. Why were you all alone out there?
Hunter 1: How did you even get out that far?
Piper: I was looking for my brother and would have found him if it weren’t for you idiots.
She bares her teeth at me. She is fucking feral. Probably one of those that’s losing their mind but is at the beginning stage, so it’s not overly noticeable yet.
A fourth one of us gathers around, curious.
Hunter 2: If we hadn’t given you the purifying respirator, you’d be dead, you little bitch. Be grateful.
Hunter 4: You think she’s insane? I mean, who else would go out there with no gear?
Hunter 3: The King is going to love this one. She’s even the right size and has silver eyes.
She does? Who got close enough to find that out? I narrow my eyes. They’re pale, but I’m not getting close enough to where she can kick between the bars and get me again.
Hunter 3: Total jackpot. We’ve hit each trait. He has to give us something huge for this one.
Piper: King? How far back did we go this time?
Hunter 4: Yep. Insane. Called it. We have to make sure she doesn’t talk when he sees her.
Hunter 1: I agree. Drug her and sell her off before she talks. We’ll be fine then.
Piper: Hey, idiots. How about answering my questions? When is this?
Hunter 2: No one humor her. She’s just trying to fuck with us all.
Piper: I’d love to fuck with you. Come in here, and let’s see who knocks who out when it’s one verse one and a fair fight.
My balls give a small throb in memory.
Hunter 5: Enough of this. I’m fucking tired. Everyone turn in so we can shut the damn lights off.
Hunter 6: I sent word to the King, and Torin said we can bring them both by tomorrow.
Piper: How do you plan to do that when you’ll be unconscious on the ground the moment you let me out?
She says with a fake-sweet voice.
Hunter 1: Here. You’ll need this at some point.
Clunk. Clip.
He squeezes the sides of the plastic bucket to get it through the bars, then drops it. I noticed how quick he moved. No one is trusting their balls around this one.
Piper: You are fucking kidding me.
Hunter 5: Pretty sure if you walk around in your underwear, you got no shame in using the bucket.
Piper: This isn’t underwear.
She points at her chest. Looks like it to me. The other girl is dressed head to toe in the gear we found her in, the hood unzipped now, and in boots. This little one has sandals. I remember those. Never wore them myself, but I saw a pair at some point.
Us hunters are all in our uniform of full gear. Heavy, dark grey pants and a dark green and grey mixed jacket, where the hood comes up and around the respirator masks for full coverage. We even all have the same light grey utility boots. Standard for all the King’s hunters. Inside the city, it’s a little different, but we get some special privileges for being out here and keeping watch over the area and delivering any dolls we find.
Piper: And why the fuck are you silent? You like being in a cage?
The rest leave, just leaving me and my partner to watch. I might not like her, but the same routine gets old, and this is definitely breaking it up.
Mystery Doll: There’s no point in arguing with them. The King’s hunters are on his side. Not ours.
Piper: Hunters…
She turns to look at the two of us, eyes narrowed and a finger pointing between the two of us.
Piper: You mean like you go out and hunt for girls, like a can’t-get-laid pervert club?
Hunter 1: How do you not know who we are? You live your entire life underground and alone?
Hunter 2: She’s just wasting our time. And it doesn’t really matter. If she talks like this to the King, he’ll kill her instead of keeping her.
Hunter 1: Yeah. Good luck to the both of you.
Smirking, I just walk to the cots where the rest have gathered to strip down to our boxers for the night. I take the cot closest to the cage to keep listening.
Piper: They want to break you. You’re letting them win.
Mystery Doll: They’re taking us to the King. They’ve already won.
Piper: I decide when I lose, and I haven’t fucking lost yet. They will all die tomorrow. Watch me.
Mystery Doll: They’re right. You are crazy.
Piper: Maybe I am. What year is it?
Mystery Doll: I’m taking their advice and am just going to ignore you too.
Piper: What the fuck?
Bang, bang. Bang, bang.
I look back with the rest of the hunters as she rattles the cage door loudly. She better not do that all night long.
Piper: I only want to know the year!
And the lights go out, making it almost pitch black with just a dim light at the doors on either side of the base.
Piper: So stupid.
She’s quiet after that, but there’s something off about her. She really doesn’t seem to know who we are. Or the King. But that’s impossible.
◦ ◊ ◦
Loki
◦ ◊ ◦
I couldn’t find her. Not that I could smell her out in that wasteland anyway. But he said it was Piper’s birthday in twenty-sixty-seven. He should be twenty-six, turning twenty-seven. He’s already aged to thirty-three. And April second would mean to him I left, and he doesn’t know why yet. Which means we’re also not together yet. Well, I can rectify that real quick, right now.
I take off the gear and respirator and set them all on the table of my cave. I am living in luxury. What can I say? It’s a decent-sized one too. Deep enough inside the mountain with a freshwater source. I’ve collected plenty of shit over the years, including several foam mattresses that I’ve stacked to create a nice bed with many blankets, but somehow I only have one pillow. I guess that means we’ll be sharing.
I walk over to Tripp, completely naked, as clothes seem pointless when you’re living alone. Sure, there are some sweat-like pants in one of the crates somewhere, but I prefer freedom. I stripped Tripp of his clothes. They were already rough, and having them contaminated and touching his skin wouldn’t allow him to heal. His skin is slightly irritated all over. He was out there long enough to do some damage. I rubbed him down with the ointment, that supposedly cures all, that I got off a hunter. He should start feeling better soon. Just needs plenty of rest.
But what about me? I start to get nervous now. There’s a faded mirror on top of an old wooden shelf that I quickly walk to, to look in. It’s been a few weeks since I looked in a mirror, I bet. My hair is a little long and shaggy, as giving yourself a haircut is not easy. My jaw is smooth, as I shaved this morning – or maybe it was afternoon, as I did sleep in. I do a pit check, and that unfortunately isn’t going to get better, as even with bathing regularly, I haven’t gotten my hands on any deodorant.
I make my way back to my bed and slip in, ready to claim my man. I’ve waited long enough. I’m going to do this Sleeping Beauty style and wake him up with a kiss he’ll never forget.
Tripp: Hm?
He hums as my lips press against his, and my tongue glides along the seam of his mouth to open up for me.
Tripp: Wha-
He opens up, and I dive in, jumping on top of him. I was hard before the kiss, but this is definitely helping to keep me hard.
Tripp: Lo- Loki.
He pushes against me, looking up at me with confused eyes as I breathe heavy and look down at him. Why didn’t he kiss me back?
Tripp: Uhhh… I mean, yeah –
He shakes his head, still having his hands pressed against me like he doesn’t want us to touch. Again, why?
Tripp: What are you doing? Did I miss something? You’re naked, and your di…
He looks to the side and trails off, then turns his head in all directions, taking in his surroundings before looking up at me.
Tripp: I’m naked. What the hell is going on? Where are we?
Loki: You were mad I left back then. I thought I’d fix it now.
His mouth, lips all shiny, drops open, and then a frown forms. Frowns are usually not a good thing.
Tripp: Get off.
He pushes again, and I move to lay next to him, watching him sit up. Both our lower halves are covered by the blankets, so this is currently as PG as it can get.
Tripp: You thought kissing me and pressing your hard dick against mine would fix that?
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