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Water

 


 


Minerva awoke to the soothing sounds
of the sea, just as she did each morning. An early riser, she
thrived on the solitude of her early morning swim. She meandered
through the palace as her family slumbered. Arriving at the
terrace, she jettisoned herself into the peaceful serenity of the
open water.

She began her routine at mach speed,
waking up her body and mind as her lithe form cut through the water
like a spear. Invigorated from the aqua sprint, she dove towards
the depths of the sea.

Swimming at the ocean bottom, she
admired the tiny seahorses with their tails wrapped around the
plant branches. The sand, undisturbed, sparkled as the rays of the
morning sun breached the water's surface and illuminated the ocean
floor.

Minerva froze, a Ggreat Wwhite shark
swam nearby. She prayed the carnivorous creature wouldn’t sense her
presence. He appeared occupied with a bloody carcass at the
surface. More sharks joined the Ggreat Wwhite and his feeding
frenzy.

A dark shadow loomed over her,
blocking sun’s rays. Scared, Minerva knew the shadow’s source
before she verified the terrifying object above—a boat.

She swam away and headed home, wishing
she’d never left the safety of Atlantis. But a wall of rope came
towards her., iIt extended from the surface to the floor with its
sides angled towards her.

She knew the dangers of the net. She’d
witnessed it capture her fellow AtlantiansAtlanteans. She retreated
backwards, away from the dangers of mankind’s fishing net. She
sensed a presence behind her. Fearful, she turned to face yet
another enemy, the Ggreat Wwhite shark.

The enormous creature swam towards
Minerva, trapping her between the net and his carnivorous
intentions. He lunged towards her with closed eyes, but missed. She
darted around the great beast, never taking her eyes off of the
predator. She realized her mistake as the ropes of the net caught
her fin.

The shark retreated, thus avoiding the
net. But the net closed around Minerva, and she struggled. Then
hopelessness sank in, and she stopped wiggling. Tears flowed as the
net lifted her up towards the surface.

Crunched together with a mixture of
fish, she saw the morning sun as the net rose Minerva out of the
water and onto the wooden deck of the fishing boat.

“Captain, we’ve caught a
mermaid!”


 


Air

 


Cornelius stood guard at the Biltmore
Estate in Ashville, North Carolina. He sat in his usual spot,
perched on the rooftop, guarding the west entrance of the estate.
Thousands of tourists traversed the long hallways each day to gawk
at the Gilded-Age opulence of the largest, privately-owned home in
the United States.

Cornelius protected the estate with
over a hundred others. He took his duties seriously. He and his
coworkers never moved an inch during their twelve-hour work shifts.
Staying perfectly still was easy, especially since Cornelius
recently turned one hundred.

The last group of tourists appeared on
the rooftop. A small boy held his Mother’s hand, pointed at the
guard, and asked, “Look at that one, Mommy, why is he so
ugly?”

“Michael, sweetheart, it’s
not polite to point and say mean words.” The boy’s mother rolled
her eyes, obviously incredulous of the words pouring from her
child’s mouth.

“It’s okay, Mommy, he can’t
hear me,” Michael said.

“I know baby, but let’s
practice our good manners just the same,” she said.

“Can we walk to the edge
with Daddy and look? Please?” Michael pleaded with pouty
lips.

“No, Michael, Mommy is too
scared to look over the edge. I don’t know why your father insisted
we take the rooftop tour with a small child. It’s so windy, and I’m
terrified you’ll blow right off the edge.” She squeezed Michael’s
hand.

The tour guide pointed towards a
female gargoyle. “Please notice all of the gargoyles perched along
the rooftop of the Biltmore. Each one is different, and some even
boast voluptuous breasts like this one here.” She gave the men a
few seconds to admire the taut nipples of the statue and shoot a
few perverted pictures before continuing the tour.

“Some gargoyles are used as
waterspouts to divert rain water, while others serve as guards to
protect the estate. I’ve worked at the Biltmore for over thirty
years. And every so often, I notice the gargoyles are perched in a
slightly different spot than they were the day before,” the guide
said.

“How do the gargoyles
switch places?” Michael asked.

“Magic.” The guide
tossedussled the sandy blonde hair of the adorable blue-eyed
boy.

Cornelius refrained from chuckling at
the tour guide’s comment. He’d noticed it, too. The gargoyles did
appear in different places on occasion. But while the guide found
it magical and amusing, it infuriated Cornelius.

The sound of wings flapping made
Cornelius curse silently because he knew the noise belonged to a
pigeon. Those damn ‘“rats with wings’” proved the bane of his
existence because they were stupid, loud, dirty, and pooped
everywhere. He prayed the pigeon pooped in a territory belonging to
another guard’s territory. The last thing Cornelius wanted was to
clean pigeon poop after his shift ended.

“Mommy, look. The toes on
the gargoyle just moved.,” Michael said, pointeding.

“No, Honey, you’re
imagining things. Gargoyles can’t move because they’re statues
guarding the estate,” the mother said.

“But the lady said
sometimes the gargoyles switch places,” Michael said.

“Why do you listen to the
tour guide, and but not me when I tell you to clean your room. She
merely teased when she said the gargoyles switched places,” the
mother said.

“But I saw…,” Michael
said.

“It’s just your overactive
imagination. Come on, let’s go. Mommy and Daddy are eagor for wine
tasting at the Biltmore winery.,” the mother said,She pulleding
Michael alongway.

The group of tourists exited the
rooftop for the last tour of the day. Dusk loomed, and Cornelius
anticipatedlooked forward to the end of his long shift. Although
his duties at the Biltmore Estate seemed important, the

TAfter the sun set, and the darkness
of the night settled in., Cornelius watched tThe last of the
tourists and the gguides leftave the Biltmore, shutting down for
the night. Cornelius breathed an enormous sigh of relief. His
stomach growled with hunger as he contemplated what to eat for
dinner--—venison, lamb, beef, game. or fish?

Tonight, he felt like dining alone.
His tough day guarding the rooftop put him in a foul mood. He felt
antisocial and hoped none of the other guards took offense for his
craving solitude for a few hours. He could always meet up with the
others later.

TCornelius watched the last of the
Biltmore workers vacated the grounds until sunrise tomorrow
morning. He wiggled his toes and rolled his shoulders to alleviate
the cramping in his limbs from sitting perched all day on the
rooftop without a single break.

When the coast looked
clear, Cornelius, the gargoyle, extended his wings. He jumped off
of the Biltmore’s rooftop and flapped his powerful wings through
the air.r, flying
into the darkness of the night.


 


Fire

 


Scene from novel:

 


Body oOf Gold

 


 


“You can bring the crate in
here,, if you don’t mind,” Barbie Butler said told the
mover.

“No problem, Ma’am.” He
maneuvered the wooden crate in front of the fireplace in Mrs.
Butler’s home.

“Thank you so much for
moving this from my husband’s office. I greatly appreciate it.”
Barbie handed the man a twenty.

“You’re welcome, Ma’am.” He
clenched the cash in his sweaty fist, and then left the palatial
home.

Barbie descended the stairs into the
wine cellar. Scanning her soon-to-be ex-husband’s extensive wine
collection, she searched for the most expensive bottle of wine. She
found a bottle of ‘57Fifty-Seven Bordeaux. She figured the oldest
bottle also represented the most expensive bottle. She took the
stairs back up and uncorked the dusty bottle to let it breathe.
Barbie never considered herself an expert in wine, but she’d picked
up a few things from Bill over the years.

She started a
fire in the enormous
fireplace. Tonight felt ceremonious. Tonight Barbie planned to
purge Bill Butler from her life. She sat in the oversized wing-back
chair while the fire roared to life. The fresh logs slowly turn to
ashes, reminding her of her own failed marriage—beginning with
roaringas a roar of flames and ending with a pile of dirty
ashes.

Barbie blamed Bill for the entire
mess. His constant infidelity and lies made it impossible to
forgive him. She smiled knowing she’d raped him in the divorce. His
seven- figure paycheck provided hefty alimony payments for the next
ten years.

She admired her size four figurerame
and thought she still looked smokin‘’ hot for her forty-five years.
Kickboxing and Bbotox were her two best friends. With half of
Bill’s wealth and a point to prove, Barbie couldn’t wait to get
back into the meat market of the dating world. She took pride in
her new cougar status and hoped to run into Bill with a hot,
twenty-eight-year old boy toy on her arm.

Barbie poured her first glass of wine
and put her nose to the glass to inhale the aroma. It smelled
divine. She gently swirled the glass in a clockwise motion, and as
she watched the red wine slid along the upper inside of the glass.
She stopped swirling and witnessed the legs of the wine slowly
slide back down the inside of her glass.

She took her first sip, and the
flavors danced on her tonguealong her taste buds. Then she downed
the entire glass in one gulp, just because she knew it would’ve
pissed Bill off had he witnessed such an atrocity. Then she poured
a second glass.

FShe slowly flippinged the pages of
her wedding album, she and recalled how happy she’d been on her
wedding day. She truly loved Bill back then. He was such a charmer.
He’s still charming, but just towards other, much younger
women.

Barbie slowly removed the
pictures with Bill in them. She’d keep the ones with just her and
her family. But she needed to see his face burn. She painstakingly
tossed each one into the fire
and. She smiled as the flames engulfed Bill’s
image right before her eyes.

Now for the highlight of tonight’s
festivities. She turned her attention to the wooden crate
dominating the study. She opened the lid with a crowbar and beheld
the antique medieval knight’s of armor.

The armorKnight represented an
important part of Bill’s family legacy and had remained in his
family for centuriesgenerations. He loved the hunk of metal more
than anything else in the world. Now Barbie mustfound it man
destroy it. She knew this act would hurt him more than anything.
And she needed to hurt him as much as, like he’d hurt
her.

She plannedstarted to remove the head
of the kKnight’s helmet. She planned, then set it on the mantle so
it could watch her destroy the rest of the armorbody. She’de
planned to take him apart piece by piece, and throw each one into
the fire, and drink the rest of the expensive French
wine.

She tugged at the kKnight’s helmetad.
It felt tighter than she had expected. Bracing She braced her foot
against the kKnight’s chest, and she pulled with all of her might.
TShe felt the helmet gaive way and it came off into her hands. With
that one swift motion, the rest of her life changed
forever.

The kKnight’s helmetad wasn’t hollow.
A treasure beyond her wildest dreams filled the antique helmet.
Barbie staredood in awe ats she sta the armor filled with red at
the diamonds, rubies, emeralds, sapphires, and gold.


Earth

 


 


Maximus lounged in the courtyard of
his Palazzo. Sun poured through the open space, and its rays
illuminated the beautiful, mosaic-tiled floor. As he admired the
panoramic view of the Amalfy Coast, a servant quietly placed a tray
of assorted cheeses, bread, and a wine-filled chalice before him.
The flavors danced on his tongue as he sipped the wine and basked
in the tingles it sent down his throat.

A beautiful woman, his
woman, approached. Her long, white gown clung to her curves and
exposed her right breast. He opened his arms to his beloved Maria.
She fell into his embrace and greeted him with a passionate
kiss. I think I’ll be late for today’s
entertainment at the Coloso.

The ground rumbled beneath the lovers.
They looked up towards the mountain and watched the cloud of ash
spew from its peak. Rain slowly dropped onto the courtyard and
sprinkled them. Only it wasn’t rain, but volcanic ash.

The ground rumbled again,
even louder than before. The volcano erupted. Earth spewed from Mount Vesuvius and
covered the city of Pompeii.
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Britta’s bright blue eyes widened as
she walked up the gangplank to board her flight. “It’s so big,
Mommy.” The seven-year- old girl clasped her mother’s gloved
hand.

“The top part is big, but
where we sit is small. There are only thirty-six36 passengers on
this aircraft.” Gretchen looked down at her beautiful, blonde
daughter and smiled with pride. She presented their tickets to the
officer who checked their papers and escorted them to their
seats.

“I want tona count. One,
two, three…..” Britta, distracted already, paused and looked out
the window. The inflated fabric of the blimp dominated her view
from the tiny window. “Why can’t we go in the big part, Mmommy?”
Britta pleaded as she looked at her mother.

“That’s where they keep
the hydrogen,
honey. We couldn’t breathe the air in there.”

Gretchen tightened her grip on her
handkerchief as the aircraft slowly rose above the ground. “Mommy,
look! We’re floating in the air. Why does it take three3 days to
geto to America?” Britta asked, stillcontinued looking staring out
of the window.

“America is far, far away,
sweetheart.”

“Can we go again?” Britta
asked.

“No honey, we’re going to
live in America for a while. Besides, other people are waiting to
fly from America to England to see the coronation of King George VI
and Queen Elizabeth.” Gretchen said.

“I wanna go! I wanna be a
princess.” Britta crossed her arms and stomped her foot.

“We have to stay in America
where it’s safe. Then we can come home to Daddy.”

“I miss Daddy. Can I write
him a postcard?” Britta asked.

“That’s a great idea,
honey. Daddy would love to get a postcard from you.”

“Can I take these gloves
off? Please, Mommy?” Britta stared up at her mother and expertly
pouted her lips.

“Just this once.” Gretchen
relented.

“Yippee!” Britta yanked off
her gloves and tucked them into her dainty handbag. She grabbed a
pencil scribed the postcard to Ddaddy:





Dear Daddy,

I miss you.

I wish you were going to
New York with us.

I want tona be a princess
when I grow up.

I like flying on the
Hindenburg.
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Eden lounged in her cocoon of luxury.
She caressed the soft skin of her curvaceous figure. Her exposed,
flat belly rippledappeared flattened with muscles. A long, silk
skirt hung low around her hips. Her beaded brassiere sparkled with
fuchsia sequins. PinkColorful scarves adorned her head. Long blonde
hair was braided and intricately wrapped in a bun, shimmering under
an exquisitely jeweled headpiece.

She couldn’t complain about her
exorbitant surroundings. Rich tapestries draped the walls of her
bedroom. The enormous bed easily accommodated ten women. Plenty of
room for a sultan and his harem. But only she occupied its satin
sheets and vibrantly colored silken pillows.

Her head, cradled in
opulence, dreamed of escaping from her solitary confinement. She’d
lost track of time. How long had she been
here? She craved human contact.
Imprisonment kept her from the outside world. With no windows and
no doors, Eden nearly lost her mind.

She could never leave this
room. Not unless her master allowed it. She wondered what had
happened to him. Hours turned to days, days into weeks, and weeks
into months. What if he never returned?
Did anyone else know he’d trapped her in this room?

Eden heard a noise just outside her
bedroom walls.

“Eden, I’m home,” her
master’s said, his voice resonated the air.

Eden smiled with anticipation. She
couldn’t wait to see him, couldn’t wait to abandon the solitude of
her surroundings.

She stood up and adjusted her scarves
just so. CShe checkinged her appearance in the mirror, pleased with
her beautiful reflection pleased her. She walked to the center of
the room and, waiteding for her master to release her.

Eden’s eager form shifted
into a gaseous state. Helium
rose her form up into the air. She ascended
upwards, exiting through the roof of her bedroom. She landed before
her master. Her form relinquished its gaseous state, returning her
to a human-like existence.

“Hello, Master,” the genie
said, finally released from her bottle.
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Excerpt from
novella

Luke’s Lithium

Excerpt
from novella

Luke’s Lithium

 


 


Oh, crap. It’s shot
day. Luke dreaded his appointment at Create
Life’s medical facility. Sitting in the waiting room, he glanced at
the magazines on the coffee table and wondered how they kept timely
copies. He thumbed through Sports Illustrated knowing football
would keep his mind off his upcoming shot. Silently, he chuckled
and envisioned Lilly calling him a big baby over a little
shot.

“Luke number one?” A nurse
opened the door.

He stood and followed her through the
medical facility’s corridor.

She took his weight and vitals,
escorted him into a tiny examination room, and said, “The shot lady
will be right in. Have fun.”

Continuing to immerse himself in
sports, Luke didn’t even look up when the door opened. He just
said, “You must be the shot lady. What a crappy job.”

Then he looked up and froze
with shock. A thrill shot though him. Oh,
thank you, God! It was her, his dream
girl!

Gretchen stared at Luke with equal
intensity. Her beautiful, round face glowed under a wild array of
curly, golden hair. Her deep-blue eyes sparkled with
happiness.

Think, Luke, think. Say
something funny and clever to make her laugh. But his mind drew a blank.

She broke the ice first. “This job has
its perks, though, like watching grown men cry like babies over a
silly, little shot.”

Oh, shit! Don’t cry, dude.
Be a man. Grow a pair.

“Why do I have to come here
all the time to get this stupid shot?” He sat on the examination
table complaining. The sterile, white paper crinkled with the
slightest movement of his hiney as he adjusted his position in a
futile attempt to get comfortable.

“We must carefully monitor
Luke’s lithium intake. Too much can be lethal,” the nurse explained. She
doused a cotton ball with rubbing alcohol, then rubbed it onto
Luke’s shoulder to clean his skin for the injection.

“Luke’s lithium? That’s scary. Why do we get
these shots anyway?” he asked, trying not to act like a big baby
about getting pricked with a needle in front of the cute,
voluptuous nurse.

Her ample bosom filled out her teal
medical scrubs. Fantasizing about her big bouncing breasts kept his
mind off the impeding stick of the needle. He discretely adjusted
his growing groin.

“It helps keep the crazy
away,” she explained, making eye contact with Luke. With a shy
smile, she blushed.

Luke’s chest tightened. This young
woman had the most beautiful eyes he’d ever seen. And that was
saying something considering what he’d been told about his own
eyes. Her golden blonde curls framed a perfect face with a flawless
complexion and movie star smile.

“Luke’s lithium. Keeps the crazy away,” he
slowly repeated. “That doesn’t sound very technical for a nurse.”
He tried to keep his mind off the obvious attraction.

“Well, I’m not really a
nurse. Create Life is just training me for this task. But I
remember them explain lithium
acts as a mood stabilizer. It reduces risk of
suicides in bipolar patients. It helps mania, major depression, and
schizophrenia.”

Gretchen held the syringe up to the
light and flicked the side with her middle fingernail.

“Good to know I won’t go
schizo in the middle of the ocean.” He hoped humor would subdue the
precariousness of his situation—imprisoned against his will on a
cruise ship somewhere in the Caribbean with five-thousand clones.
Unable to keep from staring at this beautiful nurse in training, he
asked, “Are you one of us?”

“Yes, I’m an original,
actually. My name is Gretchen. I’m Swedish, but I spent a lot of
time in the States.” She held out her hand to shake his.

“I’m Luke. I’m an original,
too. My twin sister, Lilly, and I were both cloned. But she’s not
on this ship. Luckily, she escaped from Baby Cay.” Luke dropped his
head. He missed his sister so much. It killed him to see her clones
meandering about the ship, but none of them were his real
twin.

“Nice to meet you, Luke.
Now, relax your arm.” She squeezed his hand with a reassuring smile
that this wouldn’t hurt. Grabbing the needle, she pricked him in
the arm and depressed the lithium-filled syringe into his shoulder
muscle.

“Ouch! Can’t Luke’s
lithium be a pill
instead?” he asked.

“You wish, you big baby.
Create Life administers different doses for all of the males based
on body weight and other technical stuff.” Gretchen removed the
needle and immediately applied a cotton ball with pressure. “Here,
hold this tight on your arm.”

“Wait a minute. Only dudes
get these shots? That’s a little sexist.” Luke stood and held the
cotton ball on his arm. His hand bushed Gretchen’s. A longing
flooded through him to touch more than just her hand.

“You know, you’re kinda
cute. I should’ve administered this injection into that hot ass of
yours,” she said. With a flirtatious swing of her hips, she
sashayed to the counter and grabbed a Band Aid.

Surprised by her boldness,
he blushed. Say something. Grow a
pair. “I think… you’re cute, too.” He
managed, hoping his face didn’t appear as red as he
feared.

Smiling, she applied the
Band Aid to his arm. “Yes, only ‘dudes’ get lithium shots.” She used air quotes
to obviously poke fun of Luke and his use of surfer lingo. “But us
‘dudettes’ get fertility and hormone injections all the freakin’
time. Create Life is afraid lithium
will cross the placenta.

“Uh, you lost me after
‘dudettes.’” Luke
felt like an idiot because the only thing he knew about placentas,
based on watching Animal Planet
in HD, was that mommy animals ate the placenta
after giving birth to their young.

“That’s ok. Create Life
hasn’t announced this to all the ‘passengers.’” Gretchen referred
to the code name for the clones. “But I overheard Tom-Tom and
Pauley talking to the Create Life scientists the other day. They’re
going to pair us up and breed us. Supposedly, there are huge prizes
for successful procreation.”

“Procreation, now that’s a
big word I know, probably because it involves sex.”

“Create Life want us clones
to make babies with other clones.” Gretchen smiled, like she
already envisioned how beautiful their babies would be.

“Babies?” Luke’s brain
digested the notion, but his dirty mind already leapt to the
process of making babies.

Gretchen nodded.

“You mean, I get to have
sex? With someone besides myself?” Excitement bubbled inside
him.

Giggling, she blushed. “You’re funny.
I can’t imagine you lack for female companions.”

“I’m kinda shy. And, in my
experience, women think I’m conceited because I can’t just go up
and talk to them. They have to come to me.”

“But you’re talking to me
now.”

“You’re easy to talk
to.”

“Hopefully, I’ll see you
around. Maybe at the ‘pairing?’” She batted her
eyelashes.

“Pairing? Oh, now I get it.
I wondered what that thing on the schedule was, duh.” He shook his
head, incredulous he didn’t comprehend the purpose of tomorrow’s
‘pairing’ ceremony.

“Who knows, maybe we’ll get
paired up together?” She winked.

Oh, crap. It’s shot
day. Luke dreaded his appointment at Create
Life’s medical facility. Sitting in the waiting room, he glanced at
the magazines on the coffee table and wondered how they kept timely
copies. He thumbed through Sports Illustrated knowing football
would keep his mind off of his upcoming shot. Silently, he chuckled
and envisioned Lilly calling him a big baby over a little
shot.

“Luke #1?” A nurse opened
the door.

He stood and followed her into the
medical facilities corridor.

She took his weight and vitals,
escorted him into a tiny examination room, and said, “The shot lady
will be right in. Have fun.”

Continuing to immerse himself in
sports, Luke didn’t even look up when the door opened. He just
said, “So you must be the shot lady. What a crappy job.”

Then he looked up and froze
in shock, yet a thrill shot though him. Oh, thank you, God! It was her, his
dream girl.

Gretchen stared at Luke with the same
intensity as he stared at her. Her beautifully round face glowed
under the wild array of curly, golden hair. Her deep, blue eyes
sparkled with happiness.

Think, Luke, think. Say
something funny and clever to make her laugh. But his mind drew a blank.

She broke the ice first. “This job has
its perks, though, like watching grown men cry like babies over a
silly, little shot.”

Oh, shit! Don’t cry, dude.
Be a man. Grow a pair.

“Why do I have to come here
all the time to get this stupid shot?” He sat on the examination
table complaining. The sterile, white paper crinkled with the
slightest movement of his hiney as he adjusted his position in a
futile attempt to get comfortable.

“We must carefully monitor
Luke’s lithium intake. Too much can be lethal,” the nurse explained
in third person. She doused a cotton ball with rubbing alcohol and
then rubbed it onto Luke’s shoulder to clean his skin for the
injection.

“Luke’s lithium? That’s
scary. Why do we get these shots anyway?” he asked, trying not to
act like a big baby about getting pricked with a needle in front of
the cute, voluptuous nurse.

Her ample bosom filled out her teal
medical scrubs. Fantasizing about her big bouncing breasts kept his
mind off the impeding stick of the needle. He adjusted his growing
groin as discretely as he could.

“It helps keep the crazy
away,” she explained, making eye contact with Luke. With a shy
smile, she looked away.

Luke’s chest tightened. This young
woman had the most beautiful eyes he’d ever seen. And that was
saying something considering what he’d been told about his own
eyes. Her golden blonde curls framed a perfect round face with a
flawless complexion and movie star smile.

“Luke’s lithium. Keeps the
crazy away,” he slowly repeated. “That doesn’t sound very technical
for a nurse.” He tried to keep his mind off the obvious
attraction.

“Well, I’m not really a
nurse. Create Life is just training me for this task. But I
remember them saying something like lithium acts as a mood
stabilizer. It reduces risk of suicides in bipolar patients. It
helps mania, major depression, and schizophrenia.”

Gretchen held the syringe up to the
light and flicked the side with the nail of her middle
finger.

“Good to know I won’t go
schizo in the middle of the ocean.” He sighed with mock relief to
joke about the precariousness of his situation—imprisoned against
his will on a cruise ship somewhere in the Caribbean with 5000
clones. Unable to keep from staring at this beautiful nurse in
training, he asked, “Are you one of us?”

“Yes, I’m an original,
actually. My name is Gretchen. I’m Swedish, but I spent a lot of
time in the States.” She held out her hand to shake his.

“I’m Luke. I’m an original,
too. My twin sister, Lilly, and I were both cloned, but she escaped
from Baby Cay.” Luke dropped his head
.
He missed his sister so much. It killed him to see her clones
meandering about the ship, but none of them were his real
twin.

“Nice to meet you, Luke.
Now I need you to relax your arm.” She squeezed his hand with a
reassuring smile that this wouldn’t hurt. Grabbing the needle, she
pricked him in the arm and depressed the syringe contents into his
shoulder muscle.

“Ouch! Can’t Luke’s lithium
be a pill instead?” he asked, repeating her prior reference to him
in third person.

“You wish, you big baby.
Create Life administers different doses for all of the males based
on body weight and other technical stuff.” Gretchen removed the
needle and immediately applied a cotton ball with pressure. “Here,
hold this tight on your arm.”

“Wait a minute. Only dudes
get these shots? That’s a little sexist.” Luke stood up, holding
the cotton ball to his arm, and his hand brushed against
Gretchen’s. A longing flooded through him to touch more than just
her hand.

“You know, you’re kinda
cute. I should’ve administered this injection into that hot ass of
yours,” she said. With a flirtations swing of her hips, she
sashayed to the counter, and grabbed a Band Aid.


Surprised by her boldness,
he blushed. Say something. Grow a
pair. “I think you’re cute, too.” He
managed, hoping his face didn’t appear as red as he
feared.

Smiling, she applied the Band-Aid to
his arm. “Yes, only ‘dudes’ get the lithium shots.” She used air
quotes to obviously poke fun of Luke and his use of surfer lingo.
“But us ‘dudettes’ get fertility and hormone injections all the
freakin’ time. Create Life is afraid the lithium will cross the
placenta.

“Uh, you lost me after
‘dudettes’.” Luke felt like an idiot because the only thing he knew
about placentas, based on watching Animal
Planet in HD, was that mommy animals ate
the placenta after giving birth to their young.

“That’s ok. Create Life
hasn’t announced it to all the ‘passengers’.” Gretchen referred to
the code name for the clones. “But I overheard Tom-Tom and Pauley
talking to the Create Life scientists the other day. They’re going
to pair us all up and breed us. Supposedly, there are huge prizes
for successful procreation.”

“Procreation, now that’s a
big word I know, probably because it involves sex.”


“Create Life want us clones
to make babies with other clones.” Gretchen smiled like she already
envisioned how beautiful their babies would be.

“Babies?” Luke’s brain
digested the notion, but his dirty mind already leapt to the
process of making babies.

Gretchen nodded.

“You mean, I get to have
sex? With someone besides myself?” The excitement bubbling up
inside him spilled over into his voice.

She giggled and blushed. “You’re
funny. I can’t imagine you lack for female companions.”

“I’m kinda shy. And, in my
experience, many women think I’m conceited because I can’t just go
up and talk to them. They have to come to me.”

“But you’re talking to me
now.”

“You’re easy to talk
to.”

“Hopefully, I’ll see you
around. Maybe at the ‘pairing’?” She winked and batted her
eyelashes.

“Pairing? Oh, now I get it.
I wondered what that thing on the schedule was, duh.” He shook his
head, incredulous he didn’t comprehend the purpose of tomorrow’s
‘pairing’ ceremony.

“Who knows, maybe we’ll get
paired up together?” She winked.

He hoped so.
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“Eat some breakfast, Doug,”
Sonya scolded. Standing in front of the stove in the tiny kitchen
in Boston, she scrambled eggs and fried bacon.

“No time, I’m gonna be late
for work, and we’re already short three men.” He cracked his
knuckles and poured coffee into his thermos.

“You’re getting skinny,
Doug. What would your mother say? She’d tell you to eat ,and then
yell at me for not feeding you like a good wife.” Sonya’s voice
oozedsounded rich with her Bostonian accent.

“Fine, I’ll eat the bacon
and toast on the way to the plant.” He spooned a heaping spoonful
of eggs right out of the frying pan and into his mouth. Then he
cracked his knuckles again.

“And stop cracking your
knuckles. It’s disgusting and will give you arthritis.” Sonya shook
her head in frustration while wrapping up the hot bacon and toast
in parchment paper.

“It’s the only thing that
helps. My joints ache. I’ve probably got arthritis already.” Doug
put on his hat and coat and grabbed his coffee-filled
thermos.

“Why’s the plant three men
short? It’s not like making florescent light bulbs is hard
work.”

“Those guys are sick.
Coughing, fever, shortness of breath, and chest pains. Seems like
another gets sick every day. Must be the flu or pneumonia,” Doug
explained.

“Or because they don’t eat
their breakfast.” Sonya handed Doug his lunch pail and kissed him
goodbye.

“Or because their wives nag
them to death.” Doug smiled and left through the kitchen
door.

FJust finishing his breakfast on the
fifteen-minute walk, Doug arrived at the plant. He took off his
coat and hat, thenand placed them in his locker along with his
lunch pail.”

His co-worker, Mark, placed
his things in the next locker and said, “John just called in sick
today. Just because he’s a war hero doesn’t mean he can play hooky.
I don’t care if he was awarded the purple heart for his role in
Normandy., nNow we gotta pick up the slack. WeYou’re short another
man to add the beryllium
to the florescent bulbs.”

“They better pay me
overtime. It takes longer to add the beryllium now now that they want more because it makes the bulbs brighter.”
Doug put on his hard hat and walked to his station on the
production line. He coughed when he arrived at his station,. The
coughing spell made his breath short and chills ran through his
body.

“You all right, Doug?
You’re not getting sick are you?” Danny asked with his thick Irish
accent.

“I hope not. We’re short
enough men as it is. Any news on the other fellows? When are they
coming back to work?” Doug asked.

“You haven’t
heard?”

“Heard what? That I gotta
do more work because a few guys have the sniffles.”

“Three of the men are in
the hospital. And then?” Danny dropped his head and performed the
sign of the cross.

“Dear, God, no. Tell me.”
Doug clutched his hand over his heart. His chest ached.

“Oliver passed away last
night in the hospital.” Danny crossed himself again.

 


* * * *

 


Doug worked his station diligently,
trying to keep his mind off how awful he felt. Awful for Oliver and
his family, and awful for himself for feeling so sick.

The bell rang loudly,
resonating throughout the plant. It startled Doug.
It wasn’t quitting time yet? Why was the hell
going off now? Why would they halt production? Part of him was relieved to stop working. He felt horrible and
the thoughtt of going home early and crawling into bed sounded
marvelous.

“What’s going on?” Doug
asked Mark and Danny as they walked by.

“Don’t know. They called an
emergency meeting in the break room,” Mark said.

Doug walked with the other
plant workers into the break room. Everyone mumbled with
speculation about the purpose of the emergency meeting.

The plant foreman stood
next to the plant manager at the front of the break room. Both
appeared saddened.

“Is everyone here?” the
plant manager asked.

The workers searched the
room and nodded their heads that everyone, except the sick, were
present.

“I’m afraid we have some
bad news. As many of you know, we’ve been short a few men for a few
weeks. I want to thank all of you for working extra hard. But they
are closing the plant until further notice.”

The workers
grumbled.

And Doug worried about not
getting paid. It was hard enough to get a job these days.
Especially since all of the soldiers returned home from World War
II over a year ago.

“Oliver
Thompson passed away last night. And three others are in the
hospital with the same symptoms. Their prognosis is dismal.
Apparently, Oliver died of Berylliosis. They think that
the beryllium added to the florescent light bulbs caused his
death.”

Doug grabbed onto Mark’s
shoulder and coughed repeatedly. His chest ached and he collapsed
to the ground.
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“Thanks again for bringing
these golf clubs.” Tommy drove the golf cart towards the first hole
of the golf course near the Grand Floridian Resort at Walt Disney
World.

“You’re very welcome. But
remember to forgive my golf skills, or lack thereof.” Victoria
winced just thinking how bad her game was.

“There’s nobody behind us,
so we have plenty of time.” He stopped the cart at the first
hole.

“Maybe you could give me a
lesson.” She thought of Tommy’s arms around her under the ploy of
improving her swing.

“Anything for you, my
dear.” Walking to the back of the cart, Tommy read the sign at the
first hole. “Par three, 177 yards.”

Knowing her horrible swing, she pulled
the Florida Gator golf club protector off the driver and walked
towards the ladies’ tee.

Tommy pulled out a five iron and said,
“Uh, my dear, you don’t need a driver on this hole, especially from
the ladies’ tee.”

“Oh, trust me, I do.” After
teeing her pink golf ball, Victoria slightly bent her knees and
extended her club to the ball.

“I’ll watch your technique
on the first hole, then give you tips on the second.” Leaning on
the club with his right arm fully extended, he crossed his
legs.

Nervous with him watching, she told
herself, “It’s just a game.” She took two practice swings before
she sliced the ball into the woods.

“Told you I’d never make it
to the green.” She banged her driver on the ground like a
frustrated golf pro.

“It’s okay. Here, let me
help you.” Tommy pulled a five iron from Victoria’s pink golf
bag.

Giving her the club, he stood behind
her. The warmth of his body consumed her. His hot breath on her
neck gave her goose bumps. “I warned you.” She bent her knees to
follow his stance.

“We’ll improve your game,”
he whispered into her ear with a sexy, bedroom voice. Grasping her
hands, he maneuvered her fingers. “Keep your fingers laced around
the club, like this.”

“Oh, I just kinda held it
awkwardly, but this feels so much better.”

“Keep your feet a
shoulder-width apart, then swing back.” He kept his hands on hers
while she swung the club up behind her.

“Now, keep both feet on the
ground, and keep your eye on the ball. Then swing the club all the
way around, like a pendulum.”

“Oh, I just stopped once I
hit the ball.” Now she envisioned herself hitting the ball
perfectly with his arms around her.

“I noticed. It’s called
‘following through.’ You’ll want to end your swing back up where
you started—above your head.” Tommy stepped back to watch
her.

Holding the club above her, she kept
her eye on the ball and swung the club all the way
around.

Whoosh.

Holding her hand over her forehead,
she lost sight of the ball in the setting sun. The ball dropped
onto the green near the edge of the rough.

“Nice. That’s our goal on a
par three—first shot to the green, then two putts to make par.”
Tommy gave her a high five.

“It was your excellent
teaching.” She stepped back with Tommy to the men’s tee.

“Normally, furthest from
the hole hits first, but I wanted to watch your swing. Now, watch
my technique and try to keep this stance and posture.”

Whoosh.

Tommy’s white ball flew towards the
sky and dropped onto the green. Rolling to the hole, the ball
disappeared.

“Where did it go?” she
asked.

“Oh my, God, I just got a
hole in one!” Grinning, he hugged Victoria, picked her up, and
swung her around.

“Wow! Congratulations. You
made it look so easy.” She pecked him on the lips while he set her
back down.

“You’re my good luck charm.
That was my first hole-in-one. This is the first time using these
new clubs. They have boron
in them. It’s supposed to make them stronger.”
Tommy escorted her back to the cart.

Grabbing the rail of the golf cart,
she slid in next to him. “What do they do for a hole in
one?”

“I don’t know. Each golf
course is different. Some give trophies or plaques with the golf
ball incorporated into the trophy. Some have a wall they add your
name to. Surely Disney will do something nice.” He drove the cart
to the far side of the green, just before the second
tee.

“Let’s get your ball.”
Climbing out, she pulled her putter out of the bag and held it up.
“I know this one is right.”

Tommy laughed and walked towards the
hole. Pulling out his camera, he took a snapshot of the ball inside
the hole.

“Do you mind?” After
handing her the camera, he pulled the ball out of the hole and held
it between his thumb and index finger.

“Oh, sure.” Taking the
camera, she stepped back a few feet and framed the shot, admiring
the handsome man grinning like a kid at… ‘like a kid at Disney.’
Chuckling at the irony of the metaphor, she clicked the
camera.

“Let’s see you sink this
one.” Tommy pocketed his ball and stepped back.

Encouraged by his optimism, Victoria
squatted to the ground and lined up her shot like a pro. Standing
back up, she putted the pink ball and watched with enthusiasm as it
rolled directly towards the hole and disappeared.

“Yippee!” She jumped to
celebrate her birdie shot, ignoring the first slice into the woods,
of course.

“Nice shot, babe. I’m
impressed. They say putting is eighty percent of the game. We’ll
just work on your swing, and you’ll be good enough for the LPGA.”
Tommy high-fived her.

“My girlfriends and I
played a lot of mini-golf.” She admitted and walked towards the
golf cart to trade in her putter for a driver. Turning to Tommy,
she held up the club for his approval.

“Yes, you’ll need a driver
for this par five hole.” He hit his ball first, dropping it halfway
towards the second green.

“Nice drive.” Victoria
learned the golf lingo quickly.

“Do you see that large oak
tree to the right?” Tommy pointed.

“The one before the
nearly-empty pond?” She squinted towards the late afternoon
sun.

“Yes, drop your ball just
before that tree, and then you can cross the water on your second
drive.”

“Okey dokey.” Trying to
remember everything Tommy’d taught her, she placed her ball on the
tee and bent her knees.

“Now remember, you tend to
slice towards the right, so don’t end up in the woods again,” Tommy
said.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah.” Taking
a practice swing, she tried to focus on this being fun,
not frustrating. “Okay,
here it goes, to the left, but not too much.” She pulled the club
back over her head with an awkward pause at the top. Then she swung
the club like a pendulum.

Whoosh.

The ball sliced right into
the woods, again.
Dropping her head with disappointment because she’d tried so dang
hard to do everything Tommy’d told her, she refrained from banging
her driver on the ground, again.

“Must be a cursed club.
Want a ‘do over’ with a three iron?” Using air quotes, Tommy
laughed.

“No. I’ll play it where it
lies. Or else I’ll run out of my pink balls. Something tells me I
need to find this one.” Sulking, she walked into the woods with her
head down. She walked at least twenty yards into the woods,
surprised the bright pink ball didn’t stand out against the pine
straw covered ground.

Turning back to Tommy, she
couldn’t see him through the trees which grew denser as she walked
further in. Don’t get lost in the woods
like Snow White. Half expecting to find a
cottage with seven little men, she plugged on. Finally, the bright
pink ball lay on the ground ten feet away.

“Victoria? Any luck? I’m
coming in to find you,” Tommy hollered from the second
fairway.

Picking up the ball, she paused. The
ground changed drastically ahead. The tops of the pine trees were
on the ground, not thirty feet above her like the rest.

“Victoria? Where are you?”
His tone grew desperate.

“Tommy, you’ve got to see
this,” she hollered back. Continuing towards the anomaly in the
forest, she picked up her pace with excitement. I think I know what this is. Stopping
just short of the edge, she saw the pine trees which had fallen
into a large hole. But sunk
was a more accurate term to describe the fifty
foot hole in the earth.

“Ah, there you are. I’ve
been running everywhere trying to find you.” Tommy jogged up to her
and bent at the waist, slightly out of breath.

Turning to him, she nodded towards the
big hole. “Check this out.”

“What? Another shiny
object?” Poking fun of her tendency for distractions, he stood
upright. His eyes widened once he saw what Victoria
meant.

“I’ll say.” She smiled,
thrilled to find one of these on her own.

“What is it?” Looking
perplexed, he tilted his head and raised his eyebrows.

“It’s a
sinkhole.”




 


“Thanks again for bringing
these golf clubs.” Tommy drove the golf cart towards the first hole
of the golf course near the Grand Floridian Resort.

“You’re very welcome. But
remember to forgive my golf skills, or lack thereof.” Victoria
winced, thinking how bad she was.

“There’s nobody behind us,
so we have plenty of time.” Stopping the cart at the first hole, he
winked.

“Maybe you could give me a
lesson.” Winking back, she thought of Tommy’s arms around her under
the ploy of improving her swing.

“Anything for you, my
dear.” Walking to the back of the cart, Tommy read the sign at the
first hole. “Par 3, 177 yards.”

Knowing her horrible swing,
she pulled the Florida Gator golf club protector off of the driver
and walked towards the ladies’ tee.

Tommy pulled out a five iron
and said, “Uh, my dear, you don’t need a driver on this hole,
especially from the ladies’ tee.”

“Oh, trust me, I do.”
Leaning over to tee her pink golf ball, Victoria bent her knees and
extended her club to the ball.

“I’ll watch your technique
on the first hole, and then give you tips on the second.” Leaning
on the club with his right arm fully extended, he crossed his
legs.

Nervous with him watching,
she told herself. ‘It’s just a game.’ She took two practice swings
before she sliced right it into the woods, barely half the distance
to the green.

“Told you I’d never make it
to the green.” She banged her driver on the ground like the
frustrated pros do on the Golf Channel.

“It’s okay. Here, let me
help you.” Tommy pulled a five iron from Victoria’s pink golf
bag.

Giving her the club, he
stood behind her. The warmth of his body consumed her. His hot
breath on her neck gave her goose bumps. “I warned you.” She bent
her knees to follow his stance.

“We’ll improve your game.”
He whispered in her ear with a sexy, bedroom voice. Grasping her
hands, he maneuvered her fingers. “See, keep your fingers laced
around the club like this.”

“Oh, I just kinda held it
awkwardly, but this feels so much better.” She smiled.

“Now, keep your feet
shoulder width apart and swing back.” He kept his hands on hers
when she swung the club up behind her.

“Now, keeping both feet on
the ground, keep your eye on the ball, and swing it all the way
around the clock, like a pendulum.”

“Oh, I just stopped
swinging once I hit the ball.” Grimacing, she envisioned herself
hitting the ball perfectly with his arms around her.

“I know. It’s called
following through, You’ll want to end your swing back up where you
started, above your head.” Tommy stepped back to watch
her.

Holding the club above her,
she kept her eye on the ball and swung the club all the way around
with all of her strength.

Woosh.

The five iron made contact
with the ball and flew. Holding her hand over her eyes, she lost
sight of it in the glaring sun. She turned towards the green and
watched it drop just on the edge of the rough.

“Nice. That’s our goal on a
three par. First shot to the green, and then two puts to make par.”
Tommy gave her a high five.

“It was your excellent
teaching.” She stepped back with Tommy to the men’s tee.

“Normally, furthest from
the hole hits first, but I wanted to watch your swing. Now, watch
my technique and try to keep this stance and posture.”

Woosh.

Tommy’s white ball flew
towards the sky and dropped onto the green. Rolling to the hole, it
disappeared.

“Where did it go?” she
asked.

“Oh my, gosh, I just got a
hole in one.” Grinning, he hugged Victoria, picked her up and swung
her around.

“Wow. Congratulations. You
made that look so easy.” She pecked him on the lips while he set
her back down.

“You’re my good luck charm.
That was my first hole-in-one. This is the first time using these
new clubs. They have boron
in them. Suppose to make them stronger.” Tommy
grinned and escorted her back to the cart.

“Everything’s magical at
Disney.” Grabbing the rail of the golf cart, she slid in next to
him. “What do they do for a hole in one?”

“I don’t know. Each golf
course is different. Some give trophies or plaques with the golf
ball incorporated into the trophy. Some have a wall they add your
name to. Surely Disney will do something nice.” He drove the cart
to the far side of the green, just before the second
tee.

“Let’s get your ball.”
Climbing out, she pulled her putter out of the bag. “I know this
one is right.” She held up her club.

Tommy laughed and walked
towards the hole. Pulling out his camera, he took a snapshot of the
ball in the hole, next to the pin.

“Do you mind?” Handing her
the camera, he pulled the ball out of the hole and held it between
his thumb and index finger.

“Oh, sure.” Taking the
camera, she stepped back a few feet and framed the shot, admiring
the handsome man grinning like a kid a,… like a kid at Disney.
Smiling at the irony of the metaphor, she clicked the
camera.

“Let’s see you sink this
one in.” Tommy pocketed his ball and stepped back.

Encouraged by his optimism,
Victoria squatted to the ground and lined up the shot like the pros
do on television. Standing back up, she bent her knees and putted
the pink ball. She watched with enthusiasm as it rolled directly
towards the hole and disappeared.

“Yippe!” She jumped up and
down at her birdie shot, ignoring the first slice into the woods,
of course.

“Nice shot, babe. I’m
impressed. They say putting is 80% of the game. We’ll just work on
your swing and you’ll be good enough for the LPGA.” Tommy
high-fived her.

“My girlfriends and I
played a lot of mini-golf.” She admitted and walked towards the
golf cart to trade in her putter for a driver. Turning to Tommy, he
held up the club for his approval.

“Yes, you’ll need a driver
for this par 5.” He hit his ball first, dropping it halfway towards
the second green.

“Nice drive.” Victoria
picked up on the golf lingo quickly.

“Do you see that large oak
tree to the right?” Tommy pointed.

“The one before the pond?”
She squinted towards the late afternoon sun.

“Yes, drop your ball just
before that tree, and then you can cross the water on your second
drive.”

“Okey dokey.” Trying to
remember everything Tommy’d taught her, she placed her ball on the
tee and bent her knees.

“Now remember, you tend to
slice towards the right, so don’t end up in the woods again,” Tommy
said.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah.” Taking
a practice swing, she tried to focus on this being fun, and
not frustrating. “Okay,
here it goes, to the right, but not too much.” She pulled the club
back and up over her head with an awkward pause at the top. Then
she swung the club like a pendulum.

Woosh.

The ball sliced right into
the woods, again. Dropping her head with disappointment because
she’d tried so dang hard to do everything Tommy’s told her, she
refrained from banging her driver on the ground, again.

“Must be a cursed club.
Want a ‘do over’ with a three iron?” Using air quotes, Tommy
laughed.

“No. I’ll play it where it
lies. Or else I’ll run out of my pink balls. Something tells me I
need to find this one.” Sulking, she walked into the woods with her
head down. She walked at least twenty yards into the woods,
surprised the bright pink ball didn’t stand out against the pine
straw covered ground.

Turning back to Tommy, she
couldn’t see him through the trees which grew denser as she walked
further in. Don’t get lost like Snow
White. Half expecting to find a cottage
with seven little guys, she plugged on. Finally, the bright pink
ball lay on the ground ten feet away.

“Victoria? Any luck. I’m
coming in to find you.” Tommy hollered from the second
fairway.

Picking up the ball, she
paused. The ground changed drastically ahead. The tops of the pine
trees were on the ground, not thirty feet above her like the
rest.

“Victoria? Where are you?”
His tone rang desperate this time.

“Tommy, you’ve got to see
this.” She hollered back. Continuing towards the anomaly in the
forest, she picked up her pace with excitement. I think I know what this is. Stopping just short of the ridge, she saw the pine trees
which had fallen into a large hole. But
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