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Conqueror of the Sun Series

	by Jason Marcus Torraunt

	 

	Foreword
This story comes from a writer who had visions of an alternate timeline under the many-worlds interpretation of quantum mechanics theory.

	 

	Read Order for the Conqueror of the Sun series:

	 

	Conqueror of the Sun – 5 Book Main Story

	01. Conqueror of the Sun - Book 1 - Seed of an Orchid

	02. Conqueror of the Sun - Book 2 - Mass Conspiracy

	03. Conqueror of the Sun - Book 3 - Reign of Terror

	04. Conqueror of the Sun - Book 4 - Queen’s Chaos

	05. Conqueror of the Sun - Book 5 - The IIIrd Tear

	 

	The two “Prelude to Destiny” books are not technically part of the numbered 5 Book Main Story. Instead they tell the background story for the two main characters of the series for those that want to know the history prior to the central 5 Book Saga

	 

	Prologue Chronicles Two Book Set – Read Order:

	Conqueror of the Sun - Prelude to Destiny - 1st Light

	Conqueror of the Sun - Prelude to Destiny - 2nd Light

	 

	 


For most first-time readers, it is recommended to start with reading Book 1 – Seed of an Orchid and continue in number sequence until Book 5 – The IIIrd Tear of the Main Story Saga for the Conqueror of the Sun series. Once the numbered 5 books are completed, the Prologue Chronicles – Prelude to Destiny two book series is meant for those readers that want “more” and are interested in learning about the early background story for Shawn and Sabrina Arc.

	The two Prelude books are not required to understand or read through the main 5 novels for the Conqueror of the Sun stories. However, reading the Prologue Chronicles can greatly supplement those 5 main books. In addition to this, they can add a lot more depth and go into a lot more detail about references made in the main 5 book series.

	Besides the recommendation for most readers finishing Book 1 through Book 5 first, of course, the reader can choose to “take a break” and go back to the Prologue series at any time before finishing the main story. The best times to do this would be either after finishing Book 3 – Reign of Terror or Book 4 – Queen’s Chaos. 

	Alternatively, a reader can start with Prelude to Destiny stories as they are chronologically first according to the series timeline. However, this read order is only really “ideal” if a reader decides to re-read the series.

	If you enjoy this saga and perhaps already finished it, there are, at the time of the completed 7 book main series, an additional 115 side story books planned for the same universe and series. Some of these side stories are already partially complete, most are only at the concept stage, and some may be cut all together. Two of the side books are already published. Please follow Jason Marcus Torraunt’s official social media pages for updates on these other projects.

	 

	 


Special note for this particular book in the Conqueror of the Sun series: as Book 1 – Seed of an Orchid is the first novel meant to be read in the Conqueror of the Sun series and sets the stage for the entire saga. Because of this, to some readers, it may seem to start slowly as a story. However, I would encourage readers to try and give the series a chance by reaching and starting Book 2 – Mass Conspiracy as that is where the tone and pace for the rest of the saga truly begins.
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Heated Sand 1
The Horizon’s Call
 

	Waves crash against the rocky shoreline. Strong winds blow hard against Shawn Arc’s face as he stares out into the vast Pacific Ocean from the large wooden deck of his Californian beach mansion. As he gazes into the horizon with its setting sun and puffy, pink clouds, his thoughts start to wonder. The reign is about to take form. It will be I who will be in control of the city soon. The power will be mine.

	Shawn senses that someone’s eyes are on his back. “Arc, we are ready to go, sir.” Shawn hears Horatio informing him from behind. Arc does not respond but continues his thoughts. Horatio Wells remains standing behind Arc, waiting. Shawn does not turn around but maintains his watch of the ocean.

	“Are they at the predicted location, Horatio?” Arc inquires.

	“Yes, sir.”

	“Then, shall we go?” Shawn says as he turns around and steps toward Horatio. “Let us go, my old friend, and bring the iron fist of destruction before them, and they will see their walls falling.” Arc slaps Horatio on his shoulder. The words bring a grin to Horatio’s face. Shawn returns the expression, “Come, time is short. Time for the flower to unfold.”

	Shawn and Horatio walk through the mansion and exit out the front door. Three black SUVs wait on the cobblestone driveway. Horatio gets in the driver’s seat of the first SUV while Shawn enters the passenger side. Horatio turns the key in the ignition, and the V8 engine starts up. As the small convoy heads for downtown LA, Shawn’s thoughts again start to wonder. He envisions a war unfolding, a great war, an internal conflict. This is just the beginning. Arc thinks to himself.

	 

	*      *      *

	 

	“Jay?” Backus calls out as he sits lazily outside the cafe. “Jayce, do you have my message?”

	Jay strides up the marble stairs leading from the street up to the outside dining area of the cafe. “Yes, sir. I have it,” Jay confirms.

	“What does Arc say? Does he wish to negotiate?” Backus questions.

	“I have not read it, sir. It has Arc’s seal on it. I was instructed only to let you read it.” Jay looks to one of the bodyguards standing by Backus only to stare at dark sunglasses.

	“This Arc guy really pisses me off,” Backus starts, sounding very annoyed. “Well, give it to me then,” Backus demands, and Jay hands him the sealed note. Backus breaks the seal and starts to read the letter aloud with a grin, expecting good news, “My dear friend, your time is at an end.” The smile on his face vanishes. “Do you believe that you can stop my power? Tell me. Do you believe your weak mind is even a challenge to my power? No. The city is mine, and the time for your death has come.” Backus sits up in anger. “I’ll teach that stupid little fuck to insult me! Guards!” Backus turns away from Jay. A screeching sound is heard in the distance.

	“Backus, wait.” Jay stops Backus from walking away. Backus starts to turn back to Jay. “One more thing.” Backus gets a puzzled look on his face, then instantly realizes what is going on as he spots the scorpion engraved in the ring on Jay’s finger. “Arc says goodbye!” Jay pulls out a Desert Eagle and takes aim at Backus. The bodyguards react, but it is too late as Jay pulls the trigger and then dives over the marble railing of the stairs. Backus’s men start to open fire on Jay. There is another screeching sound as a line of three black SUVs skid around the corner. The SUVs speed up as they approach the cafe. Arc’s men spray the front of the cafe with a barrage of AK-47, M-4, and M-16 fire from the black SUVs. Jay pulls out his other Desert Eagle and opens fire from behind the railing. All of Backus’s men quickly fall prey to the decisive ambush. 

	The SUVs skid to a halt. Arc exits the lead SUV and climbs the stairs to where Backus’s body lies. He looks over at Jay climbing over the railing, “You did good, kid.” Jay smiles in return. Arc reaches the place where Backus’s bloody body lies and says, “How’s it going, Backus?” he speaks in the direction of the corpse. “Oh, I’m sorry. You’re too busy being dead, aren’t you?” Shawn pulls out a young orchid from his black trench coat. “Let me let you rest in peace,” Arc continues as he tosses the orchid onto Backus’s chest. “I knew you would see it my way, Backus,” Arc says, laughing and then turns to Horatio. “Horatio, make sure Carl is at the scene.” Horatio nods his head.

	
*      *      *

	 

	“Hey, Jake! Jake! Jake!!” Brent calls out to Jake persistently. Jacob Becks stands next to Backus’s body. He does not answer Brent but continues to stare at Backus’s corpse.

	“It must have been one hell of a firefight,” Jake comments as Brent comes up behind him.

	“Who would have the balls to take out Backus?” Brent asks Jake.

	“Oh, that’s easy.” Jake picks up the orchid on Backus’s chest.

	“What are you doing?!”

	“Don’t worry. I already know whose fingerprints are on this flower.” Jake assures his partner. Jake opens the flower up, pulls off a petal, and hands it to Brent. “Have you seen this symbol before?”

	Brent examines the petal and sees a black ink printing of a scorpion within a circle that is itself enclosed in a triangle. Brent answers, “No.”

	“It’s a mark of a crime organization called the I.R.F.”

	“I.R.F.? What does it stand for?”

	“We aren’t sure yet, but the leader is Shawn Arc, ever heard of him?”

	“Yeah, just some rumors.”

	“Well, they probably weren’t rumors you heard. His name has been popping up more and more recently. Seems to be the new drug lord in town, working his way up.”

	“Hey, guys, what’s up?” Rachel jumps in.

	“Rachel! Just the woman I’ve been looking for,” Jake responds as he grabs her around the waist.

	“Oh, I’ve heard that one before,” Rachel remarks with a laugh. “Hmm…did you need me for business or pleasure?” she continues as she grabs Jake’s ass.

	“Business, but save the sex for later,” Jake smirks.

	“Uh, excuse me? Can you guys lay off each other for a second?” Brent snorts.

	“Oh, right, sorry. Uh…Rachel, this is my new partner Brent, your typical cocky ass rookie.” Detective Jacob Becks introduces his partner to Rachel. Brent frowns. “Or at least he tries to be.” Jake laughs and then continues, “Brent, this is Agent Shawler.”

	Brent reaches out his hand to shake with her, “You put up with this guy?”

	“If you can do it, so can I,” Rachel jokes.

	“Very funny, what is the FBI doing here anyway?” Brent questions.

	“We are doing our own independent investigation,” Rachel replies.

	“What for?” Jake joins in.

	“I can’t talk about that at the moment. Boss’s orders.”

	“Rachel, do you have stuff on Arc that we don’t know about?”

	“Even if we did, I couldn’t tell you.”

	“What the fuck?! How are we supposed to make a solid murder case without all the evidence and info?”

	“I’m sorry to tell you, Jake, but all I can say is do your job like you normally do.” Jake frowns and gives a sarcastic look that says “thanks a lot”. “Don’t blame me. Besides, we are working on a different aspect of this case.”

	“What’s that?” Brent inquires.

	“Arc is a known major weapons and arms dealer in addition to his drug and crime ring.”

	“Wait a minute,” Brent interjects. “If we know all of this and we know he did this crime. Then why not just go bust his ass?”

	“We never know where he is. He moves around a lot,” Jake explains.

	“Yes, even in and out of the country,” Rachel adds.

	“So, just bust his ass at the airport,” Brent says while looking to Rachel.

	“That doesn’t work either since he has his own private jets and airfields,” Rachel informs.

	“It’s like we’re saying, Brent. It’s not as easy as you think,” Jake educates the rookie.

	“Besides,” Rachel starts to add, “we have brought Arc in for questioning two times already. And before we can even ask questions, his fancy-ass lawyer comes in, and within minutes, our bosses tell us to let him go. Even though we think he might be involved in the death of two of our agents.” 

	“What the fuck?” Brent just doesn’t believe it.

	“When we ask the chief why he just tells us to get more evidence first. So that’s why we are here.”

	“And you expect us to go without the evidence you already have?” Jake jumps back in. “Rachel, I really want those files on Arc.”

	“You can’t, even I don’t have access to all his files.”

	“Rachel, can we at least try?”

	“I’m telling you it won’t work.”

	“Look, Rachel, I’m on this case, and you know how I work. If anyone can bust this guy’s ass, it’s me.” 

	“I know… I just want you to be careful though, we already lost two agents to this bastard.” Rachel pauses for a moment. “He is more dangerous than you think.”

	A grin forms on Jake’s face, “I love it when you’re so protective and worry about me. It’s very sexy.”

	“Oh, shut up,” Rachel retorts, embarrassed by her deep feelings being exposed.

	Jake laughs, “Besides, you don’t have to worry so much. I’m the best remember?”

	Rachel giggles, “Sure, Jake, sure.” She pauses a moment, “Okay, Jake, I’ll try, but I’m not making any promises, okay?”

	“Thanks, sweetheart, you’re beautiful!” Jake thanks her and kisses her on the forehead.

	“No problem, just stay alive, okay?”

	“Yes, ma’am!” Jake comes to attention jokingly. Rachel turns with a smile and a wave. Then she walks over to her partner, Agent McKenzie.

	“Wow, where’d you meet her?” Brent wonders.

	Jake is still looking at Rachel, “Uh…we just met on a case like this. I found out she was based here in LA, and I got her number. And well, things just really heated up from that point.”

	“Lucky bastard.”

	“She has a nice ass too, don’t you think?”

	“What?”

	“Oh, sorry, I get carried away sometimes.” Jake peels his eyes off Rachel and looks around. “Hey, Carl?! Carl, how many bodies?”

	Carl looks up from his notepad, “What was that?”

	“How many bodies?” Jake repeats, sounding somewhat annoyed.

	“Nine. Nine, including Backus.”

	“One hell of a firefight is right,” Brent comments.

	“Yeah, but Arc didn’t even lose one man,” Carl informs.

	“How do you know?” Brent asks.

	“None of the bodies are Arc’s men.”

	“I wonder how he pulled that off?” Jake wonders. “What else you got, Carl?”

	“Except for a few hundred shell casings from AK-47s, M-4s, M-16s, and .44s? Nothing yet so far,” Carl replies.

	“Great…that’s just wonderful.” Jake sarcastically remarks. “That’s it. You know what? I’m getting really tired of cleaning up after this guy. He has committed far too many homicides but is still roaming free. I’m going to get this guy.” Jake walks over to Rachel and pulls her away from Agent McKenzie, “Excuse me, Agent McKenzie. I need to borrow Agent Shawler for a moment.”

	“What? What’s wrong?!” Rachel wonders after being pulled aside.

	“I want to try to get those files today.”

	“We’re both busy right now.”

	“After.”

	“I don’t know…”

	“Rachel…”

	“Okay, we can try. I’ll see you later, call me.”

	Jake nods, and Rachel goes back over to Agent McKenzie.
 

	 


Heated Sand 2
Looking into the Leaves

	 

	Jake, Rachel, and Brent enter the records room of the LA branch FBI building. A pudgy, older man sits behind a desk with rows and rows of shelves behind him. Rachel looks down at the man’s identification badge and greets him, “Hi…Ray? I would like to see some files.”

	“We got lots of files. Lots of files. Would you like to see them all?” Ray mocks.

	“I just want to dabble a bit,” Rachel relates.

	“I’m sorry, Agent Shawler. I’m not allowed to let you just…dabble. You need to be specific,” Ray insists.

	“Uh…right. I–”

	“Look, we just want to look at the files on Shawn Arc,” Jake barges in.

	“And who might you be?” Ray inquires.

	“Detective Jake Becks, LAPD.”

	“I’m sorry, but I’m going to have to check with the chief on this one,” Ray explains.

	“You just do that then,” Rachel scoffs. “Shit, what an asshole,” she mumbles as Ray picks up the phone.

	“What was that?” Ray questions.

	“Oh, nothing, just trying to remember some things I need for groceries.”

	“Yeah…” Ray dials in the chief’s extension. “Hey chief, this is Ray at records. I have an Agent Shawler with a Detective Jake Becks from LAPD here. They want to see the files on Shawn Arc.” Rachel and Jake listen to Ray’s side of the conversation. “Uh-huh. Yes. Yep. No, sir. Yes, sir.” Ray hangs up the phone. “Sorry, I can’t help you. The chief just gave me stringent orders not to disclose that information.” 

	“Listen, buddy! I’m on a murder case here. I need to see those files,” Jake yells with frustration.

	“No can do, Jakey. This is the FBI you’re talking to. Don’t fuck with me.”

	“I don’t believe this shit. Come on, Rachel, let’s go.” Rachel follows Jake as he begins to leave. Brent looks at the man for a moment, picks up a mint from a jar on Ray’s desk.

	“Keep up the good work, buddy,” Brent says as he, too, turns to leave.

	Ray just remains in his desk, staring blankly at Brent’s back, moving away from him.

	“Now, what are we going to do?” Rachel asks.

	“We’re going to go to a place that is actually helpful and friendly,” Jake replies as he watches the digital numbers of the elevator count down.

	“Where do you expect to find a place like that?”

	“Well, your local, friendly, public library, of course. At least there, we will get some respect.”

	 

	*      *      *

	 

	“Uh…hello?” Jake tries to gain the attention of the old lady behind the info desk.

	“Yes? What do you want?” the old lady questions, sounding very annoyed. “Let me guess. You’re incapable of finding something, so you need me to find it for you. Is that it?”

	“Jesus! Everywhere you go. What’s wrong with people today?” Jake says, looking to Rachel and Brent. Rachel just shrugs her shoulders, and Brent laughs. Jake turns back to the old lady at the desk. “Listen, I’m going to try to be nice. This is the fucking LAPD and FBI you’re talking to, you old hag! I just want to know where the fucking internet computers are. Is that too fucking much to ask?”

	“Alright, alright, no need to be rude about it. Take those stairs down, and you’ll see them to your right,” the old lady says, looking quite flustered.

	 “Thank you,” Jake says, sounding out each word harshly. Jake sighs and then turns for the stairwell. The three of them go down the stairs and find the computers. Jake sits down at one of the terminals.

	“What the fuck are we doing here?” Brent complains. “You going to check your e-mail or some shit?”

	“No…Brent.” Jake gives Brent a dirty look, then looks back at the computer screen.

	“Hey, Jake.” Brent laughs.

	“What?!” Jake sighs, thoroughly annoyed.

	“You got mail!” Brent says in a dorky voice.

	Rachel laughs, but Jake doesn’t find it funny. “Would you just shut the hell up already?! Why don’t you do something useful and help me search?”

	“What the hell are we looking for anyway? I mean, what do you expect to find out about Arc on Al Gore’s stupid invention?” Brent complains impatiently.

	Jake sighs, “Al Gore did not invent the internet.”

	“No shit, Sherlock. It was a joke.”

	“Yeah, good one, Brent,” Jake expresses his annoyed state. “Anyways, you’ll know it when you see it.”

	“No! You’ll know when you see it. I’m not wasting my time on this bullshi–”

	“Yeah, yeah, whatever just go,” Jake cuts him off.

	“Yeah! I will!” Brent mocks Jake. “I’m going now.”

	“Good,” Jake mumbles as Brent walks off. “Shit, what a fucking moron,” Jake utters to Rachel. Rachel nods, agreeing, then looks over Jake’s shoulder again. Jake makes a sniffing sound. “Nice perfume you got there. What is it?”

	Rachel laughs, “Stop me if I’m wrong, but isn’t this how you came onto me that first time?”

	“Is this an official interrogation, ma’am?” Jake jokes.

	“Damn right it is.”

	“Wait, what’s this.” Jake starts reading as he rolls the mouse wheel. “Oh my god… Where is that fucking moron Brent? He needs to see this, too.”

	“I’ll get him.” Rachel goes off to find Brent.

	A few moments later, Rachel returns, dragging Brent along. “Listen to this, guys. This is from 12 years ago, in a 1993 newspaper article,” Jake calls for their attention as he starts to read aloud. “Teenage boy witnesses father’s brutal murder.” Jake continues, “Police reports say that a burglar broke into John Arc’s beach house and brutally murdered him in front of his children.” 

	“Look at the picture,” Rachel stops Jake and points to a picture of young Shawn Arc at the crime scene. “Look at his face. Look at the anger in his eyes.”

	“Yeah…” Jake agrees. “…looks like the face of someone that just killed their father in rage, rather than someone pissed off that someone else killed their father.” Jake pauses. “And how much do you want to bet that if we look up those old police reports, there is going to be very weak evidence pointing to it as a burglary turned wrong.” Rachel nods in agreement.

	“Jesus, this guy is that fucked up in the head. Killing his own father?” Brent states in disbelieve.

	“You have to have one cold-ass heart to be able to do that…” Rachel expresses.

	“Or, like Brent said, just seriously fucked up in the head.” Jake retorts. “He seems to be that type.” Jake pauses for a second as he yawns. “Well, anyway, this gives us somewhat of a lead. We can check out those police reports tomorrow.” 

	“Alright,” Brent agrees. “Hey, you guys hungry? I’m starving. Let’s go get something to eat.”

	“You go ahead, kid. I’m going to Rachel’s place,” Jake informs with a smile.

	 


Heated Sand 3
Vision of Terror

	 

	Rachel unlocks and opens the door to her apartment. She flips up the light switch next to the door, lighting the small entryway and living room. “Is it me, or am I having a flashback of the first time we did this?” Jake recalls as he shuts the door behind him.

	“I don’t know. You tell me.”

	Jake leans Rachel against the entryway wall. He takes off her shirt and starts to passionately kiss her. He pulls away a few inches from her face for a moment, “Nope, this is too good just to be a flashback.”

	Rachel snickers and yanks him back towards herself. She leads Jake to the sofa and pushes Jake back onto it. He, in turn, pulls Rachel onto him from the couch. She undoes Jake’s shirt as he unbuttons her jeans. Jake slides his hand across her abdomen, massaging her soft skin. He moves his hands down and pulls off her jeans. Rachel follows along by taking off his pants as he undoes her bra. Rachel then strips off his underwear, and Jake pulls her down tightly against his body. His hands move to her back, and he slides off her panties. Rachel leans back up and sits on Jake’s cock. She starts to move up and down on him as he gropes her breasts. 

	After having sex, Rachel gets up and gets a drink of water from the kitchen. She returns and lies nude on top of Jake. She lays her head on his chest and soon falls asleep. Not wanting to disturb Rachel, Jake just lies there, taking some time to think about the case. His thinking soon makes him tired, and he, too, falls asleep.

	 

	Jake awakes abruptly and frightened. He feels he has just woken up from a bad dream but does not remember it. Becks sits up on the sofa, realizing Rachel is not there. He scans the small living room and kitchen areas in the dark apartment. Looking at his watch, he reads the time as 10:12 P.M. 

	Jake rubs his eyes and again looks around the room yet stops his search of the place very abruptly. He realizes something is deadly wrong as he glanced at his watch. Jacob looks back down at his clock, which now reads 10:11 P.M., and the seconds are counting down, not up. “What the hell?!” he exclaims, but he is only talking to himself. “Rachel? Rachel are you there?” he calls as he turns on the power to the TV with the remote. He stands up, not hearing any response from Rachel. Jake tries to flip on the hallway lamp, but it fails to light. Jake quickly runs around the apartment, looking for her. The brisk search does not find her in any room. “What the fuck is going on here?” he wonders. “Rachel?” he attempts to call again.

	Jake walks back into the living room and gazes at the TV. It is on, but the screen is black. He tries changing the channel, but every station is black as well. In disbelief, he walks over to the patio door. Opening the sliding glass door, Jake steps out onto the little balcony. His eyes catch a glimpse of a fire on the opposite side apartment’s patio. The small flames suddenly explode and engulf the balcony. Jake thinks he sees something within the fire and strains his eyes, trying to figure out what it is. 

	Fear grips Jacob as he sees that it is a figure standing within the fire and hears an evil laughter emanating from the flames. An even greater fear overcomes him as he watches the figure cross midair over the open space between the two apartment complexes, the flames surrounding and engulfing the person but not burning the figure. As it gets closer, Jake can see that it is a man in a black trench coat and black hat. 

	Jacob takes a step back as the man approaches within a few meters of him. Becks begins to take another step back but stops as the flames lighten the man’s face. Instantly his fears come to a realization as he observes Arc’s face. Jake stares in horror into Shawn Arc’s brown eyes as he again hears the evil laughter. 

	While looking into Arc’s eyes, Jake’s vision suddenly blurs and warps. His eyes refocus to see that he is now flying through a dark tunnel. The darkness of the tunnel has an extremely frightening effect on Jake as if the blackness is alive and going to consume him at any moment. The tunnel drops down, and Jake falls into a damp pit. Large spikes and human skulls line the sides of the gloomy hole. 

	A great heat and fiery light appear from above. The fire floods down into the pit, and Jake raises his arm over his face as the intense heat burns him. The temperature subsides, and he stands up to look around himself. Jacob is now suddenly in a different location. He is outside, and he looks up at the sky. All he can see is flames from horizon to horizon. It is as if the entire upper atmosphere is on fire. Looking over the landscape, he notes a dark crimson and blackish color wasteland surrounding him. Scanning the small hills and rising outcroppings, Jake only finds a few half-scorched, dead trees. 

	All of a sudden, a series of bright white lights appear around him. The bright star-like lights suddenly transform into a multiple of different figures. The heat intensifies, the fire in the sky growls, and the winds wail as it throws the dark red sand into Jake’s face. Taking a look at the figures that appeared out of the lights, Jake sees them in conflict with one another. 

	Two ancient samurai warriors are sword fighting. In another area, two knights are locked in battle. The sound of swords clashing and armor shifting intensifies. He turns to a growling noise behind him and spots two demon-like creatures embattled, halberds in their skeleton-like claws swinging at each other. Jake is surrounded by a mass of conflict and visions of war within mirages. 

	 

	“No!” screams Jake as he awakens from his dream. Rachel is startled by his sudden awakening and half falls off the sofa as he sits up. Jake stands from the couch, looking distraught and confused.

	“Jacob? Jake?” Rachel inquires with concern. “Are you okay? It was just a dream, Jake.”

	Jake walks out onto the patio, seeing the city surround him, and he sees nothing unusual. He wipes the sweat off his head with his arm. As Detective Becks does so, he feels a severe pain on his forearm. Looking in disbelieve, he sees his arm has a burn on it. “What the fuck?! No fucking way!” Jake gibbers with great anxiety. “This can’t be happening?! Is it possible to wake up in a dream and wake up again from a dream within a dream?”

	“Jake, I don’t know what the hell you are talking about?” Rachel wonders confused by his words. Jake just stands there, looking quite dazed. “Are you asking me if you are still dreaming?” Jake still refuses to respond. “I could do the pinch test!” She suggests as she strolls up behind him and reaches down to pinch his butt.

	“Ouch! Damn it! I’m not playing! Look! Look at my arm and explain that!?”

	“Jesus!? How did that happen?”

	“I got burnt in my dream, and now it is real.”

	“You didn’t tell me you sleepwalk.”

	“No, no. It was like a dream, but not a dream. And Shawn Arc was behind it. I saw him!”

	“You’re crazy.”

	“I’m not crazy. Why don’t you believe me?”

	“Because what you’re saying happened isn’t possible.”

	“I know that, but it did happen!”

	“Jake, I know you have been really busy with cases lately, you’re probably just really stressed about work. You know the mind can do strange things when you’re over-stressed.”

	“And the burn on my arm?”

	“You probably did sleepwalk, but just don’t remember. You probably turned on the stove or something.”

	“Maybe you’re right…” Jake concedes, but still believes what he saw happen.

	“You should talk to the chief tomorrow. See if someone else can take over the case, and get yourself some rest?”

	“No, I’m okay. I’m not going to quit just because of a dream,” Jake says as he watches a single orchid petal fluttering down to the ground in the space between the two apartment buildings.

	 


Heated Sand 4
Enter Sarah

	 

	“Horatio? I feel like celebrating,” Arc tells Horatio as he finishes sipping his wine and places the glass next to the chessboard. A breeze from the open back door enters and swirls around the room. Horatio sits across from Arc with his hands folded and up against his chin, Horatio intently studying the pieces on the chessboard.

	“What? I’m sorry, sir. What were you saying?” Horatio finally responds as he comes out of his trance and makes his move. Horatio looks up to Arc to see a grin forming on his face. “Oh, no…”

	“Checkmate,” Arc declares as he moves his queen into position and then leans back in his chair. Horatio’s face falls into his hands. “It’s okay, my friend. It is just a game, nothing more.”

	“Frustration leads my will to the brink of being wiped out, sir.”

	The words bring a hardy laughter to Arc. “It is your will that must never be crushed, Horatio. However, I understand that feeling. Come, let us celebrate to a victory and not suffer in a defeat,” Arc articulates as he stands. Horatio follows, and both of them step out onto the cobblestone driveway.

	“Well, what will it be, sir? A limo? Porsche? Lamborghini? Bugatti?” Horatio wonders.

	“Hmm…good question. I think a Jaguar would be nice. The XJ220, of course.” Arc answers.

	“Oh, of course.” Horatio knowing it is one of Arc’s favorites. Horatio pulls out his handheld two-way radio, “XJ220 for Colonel Arc.”

	“Roger.” Shawn Arc hears a voice respond.

	Horatio’s arm moves down to his side. “Will you be going alone?” he asks, yet Arc is only half listening, apparently thinking about something. “Sir?”

	“Uhm…yes. I mean in the car, yes, but I would like you to join me. We could also use some guards. Ten men should be sufficient.”

	Horatio lifts his radio again and speaks into it, “Add two SUVs to that and guards, ten.”

	“Yes, sir,” the radio calls back.

	The beautiful growl of the powerful V12 custom XJ220 engine roars up the driveway and stops in front of Colonel Arc and Horatio. After one of his men gets out of the vehicle, Arc climbs into the cockpit of the Jaguar. “By the way, sir, where are we going?” Horatio questions as Arc is about to close the door.

	“To ‘The Capitol.’”

	“We’ll be there within five minutes of your arrival,” Horatio confirms.

	“Take your time,” Arc relates, but Horatio does not respond. “I mean it,” Arc says with a sharp look. Shawn shuts the door before Horatio can react, and he peels away from the beach mansion.

	Speeding for downtown Los Angeles, Arc’s thoughts begin to drift. He scans the horizon in front of him, taking in the many city lights. When will it change? When will this society be crushed under its own weight? When will its foundations fall from its flawed construction? Why do these people fight to keep this vile disease breathing? Things need to change in this world. I will not let things continue as they are. I will change it all.

	As Arc’s Jaguar pulls up in front of “The Capitol” dance club, a valet attendant runs up to the car. Jogging around to the driver’s side, the attendant waits by the door, him not being able to see through the tinted glass. Arc opens the door. “Good evening, sir,” the attendant greets.

	“I will be leaving my car here. Watch it until my entourage arrives. Do you understand?”

	“Uh…yes, sir.” the attendant replies.

	Shawn steps out of the Jaguar and reseals the door. Ascending the marble stairway, he notes massive white stone pillars supporting an outcropping in the classical Greco-Roman style. Although a dance club, it is definitely upscale and for the rich. Upon entering the building, a doorman takes Arc’s black trench coat and hat, leaving Arc in a black business suit and tie. 

	Shawn Arc crosses through the large entryway and steps into a vast ballroom area with a 15-meter-high dome ceiling. Observing the people on the dance floor, Shawn takes a seat at one of the small tables surrounding it. Arc having his back to the bar, he is approached by a shapely blonde waitress from behind. The waitress wears a short miniskirt and a tied-up white dress shirt, the uniform for the waitresses of “The Capitol.”

	“Good evening, sir. Would you like something to drink?” the waitress asks politely. She leans over to be more close to him while she takes his order and at the same time giving him a good view of her breasts.

	Arc notes the name tag on the waitress’s shirt then says, “Yes. Give me a bottle of your best red wine.”

	“I’ll get it right away,” she confirms.

	“Yes…yes. Thank you,” Arc replies somewhat distracted as he gazes at the dance floor. Jenny skips back to the bar.

	“Sarah?! Sarah!” Jenny calls to her coworker and friend as she hustles up to the bar area. “Sarah, have you seen the guy at table G2? He is such a god.” Sarah peeks around, trying to get a glimpse, but she can only see his back from her position.

	“Nope, I can’t see him from here,” Sarah replies.

	“Plus, he is not only loaded but young, too, unlike most of the customers here!” Jenny imparts excitedly.  

	“How young?” Sarah wonders.

	“I don’t know? In his late 20s probably.”

	“How do you know he is rich?”

	“His suit, his gloves, and he just order our best bottle of red wine.”

	“Let me take it out to him,” Sarah asks, her becoming very curious about what he looks like. 

	The smile on Jenny’s face disappears, “Hell, no! I’m taking it out to him.” Jenny pauses for a second, “By the way, can you get that for me?”

	“Sure…” Sarah agrees but is disappointed.

	“Thanks, hun.”

	Sarah walks away for a moment and then returns with the wine bottle. “Here you go.”

	Jenny takes the wine out to Arc’s table, “Here you go, sir.” She places it on the table in front of him. “Anything else, sir?”

	Arc looks up and motions for her to come closer. She leans over, and he whispers into her ear, “Thanks, Jenny, you’re too beautiful.” She stands up smiling and blushes. She quickly runs back over to the bar, trying to catch her breath.

	“What? What?! What did he say?” Sarah wonders.

	“Let’s just say, if my luck keeps up, I’ll be spending the night away from home, tonight.” Jenny expresses with a smirk. “Except, he didn’t give me a tip…” she adds with a bit of discernment.

	“Whatever! Check the stuff between your boobs.”

	Jenny looks down at her shirt and pulls out a hundred-dollar bill that was stuffed in between her breasts. “He put this there? I didn’t even know!”

	“Yeah, you didn’t,” Sarah responds sarcastically, not believing her.

	“I swear!” Jenny defends herself. “This guy is smooth. Makes you wonder what the sex is like,” Jenny says with a little chuckle.

	“Jenny?!” the manager calls out her name as he approaches the two girls. “Jenny, the lady at C5, wants this bottle of white wine. She has been waiting for a while because we are so busy. Please take it out to her, right away.” 

	“Okay,” Jenny acknowledges, takes the bottle, and runs off.

	Sarah turns and stares out at Shawn, only able to see a portion of his face. Then he suddenly looks to the side for a moment, and Sarah is able to catch a glimpse of his face. Her stomach tightens, and her heart begins to pound. Jenny returns to the bar counter. “I think I’m in love,” Sarah says, lost in staring at Arc and unaware that Jenny has returned.

	“What?” Jenny challenges. “No way little girl, he’s mine.”

	Arc feels someone is staring at him from behind. He turns around slowly to see Jenny and another waitress next to her. The other waitress has on the same outfit but has brunette hair. Arc finds her irresistibly attractive and sexy. Damn, she is hot. Shawn thinks to himself as he makes eye contact with her. Sarah is also staring at him. The two of them continue to gaze at each other. Sarah looks as if she is in a dream world while she is leaning over the bar counter with her chin resting on her propped-up hands.

	 Jenny notices Sarah’s eyes are fixed on something behind herself. “What?” Jenny wonders and turns around to see what Sarah is so focused on. “Oh my god, he is looking this way.” Arc motions for Jenny to come over. “Oh, he wants me to come over. Hopefully, he asks me out this time.” Jenny expresses to Sarah before heading over to Arc’s table. “Yes, is there something you need, sir?” 

	“Tell me, who is your friend at the bar?” Arc asks.

	“That’s Sarah. She is just the bartender.”

	“Thank you. You are too kind.”

	“Anything else?” Jenny tries to hint that she wants him to ask for her number or something.

	Reading her hopefulness and not wishing to disappoint her, Shawn replies, “Yes, there is something else, actually. Just your number.” Shawn tries to smile.

	“Sure,” Jenny agrees all too happily.

	Shawn pulls out a small organizer from his inside coat pocket and hands it to her. She rapidly writes in her phone number. Closing the organizer, Jenny notices a scorpion in a triangle symbol and ‘IRF’ initials printed on the cover.

	“Are you a Scorpio?” Jenny asks.

	“No, Taurus, actually.”

	“Oh, what’s IRF? Your initials?”

	“No, that, too, is something else, but my name is Shawn.”

	“Shawn…nice name,” Jenny compliments, but he doesn’t respond and an awkward silence forms. “Well, I get off at midnight. I don’t know if you want to wait or call me?”

	“I’ll call you,” Shawn replies.

	“Okay, then I’ll talk to you later, Shawn.”

	“Bye.”

	Jenny rushes back over to the bar. “Did you see that?!” Jenny questions Sarah with glee.

	“What did he do?” Sarah asks very curiously.

	“He asked for my number. I wrote it down for him. Oh, his name is Shawn.”

	“That’s great…really,” Sarah responds depressingly.

	“What’s he doing? Is he still looking over here?” Jenny inquires.

	“No, he is watching the dance floor.” Jenny turns around and spies on him.

	Arc gets up from his seat and strolls over to the bar where Sarah and Jenny are standing. Shawn looks over to Sarah and asks, “Would you like to dance?”

	“Me?” Sarah asks, unsure. “In this uniform?” Even though Sarah is supposed to be “working,” with such a ritzy place, it is part of her “job description” not to refuse a customer’s request like this.

	“Yes,” Arc simply replies.

	“Okay,” Sarah says in a “what the hell, who cares” attitude.

	Sarah exits from behind the bar counter, revealing her beautifully shaped body. She has nicely shaped c-cup breasts and a really fine ass. Arc looks her up and down, bluntly hinting at what he thinks of her. Sarah smiles in response. “Actually, there is nothing else I’d rather see you in while we dance,” Arc comments as she takes his arm, and they walk out to the dance floor. “Sarah? It is Sarah, isn’t it? Jenny told me that’s what your name is.”

	“Yes, Shawn. It is Shawn, isn’t it?” Sarah says mockingly.

	Arc gives a small laugh, “Aren’t we the smartass?”

	“That’s me!” Sarah confirms without any shame.

	Shawn laughs again, “And blunt, too…interesting.”

	“Why, you like that?”

	“Hmm…perhaps.”

	“Oh, the mysterious type, huh?”

	“Is that a good thing?”

	“Maybe,” Sarah can’t help but laugh as she replies.

	“Very funny. Well, at least it makes you entertaining,” Arc remarks.

	“Well, that makes one of us,” Sarah snidely replies.

	Arc laughs yet again, “You don’t stop, do you?” Sarah just smirks in an almost devilish grin. Arc pauses but then continues, “Do you like dancing?”

	“I was in dance school when I was a little girl?” Sarah wonders if the response answers his question.

	“This should prove interesting then. Shall we?” Sarah nods, and Shawn starts leading her in their dance. “You said when you were a little girl? You’re not one now?”

	“Ha, funny! I’m 18 if that’s what you’re asking.”

	“And a very sexy 18-year-old at that.”

	“And you?”

	“Twenty-nine. Too old?”

	“No,” Sarah replies and pauses before continuing. “You have one more year before you’re a grandpa.”

	Shawn laughs. “I’m really liking you already,” Shawn relates his feelings, and Sarah gets a big smile. The tempo in the music picks up, and Shawn presses Sarah more closely to him as they continue to dance. Arc stares intently into Sarah’s eyes, hers looking right back at him.

	 

	“Do you see him?” Horatio Wells asks of Joshua as they enter The Capitol’s ballroom, a few IRF bodyguards behind them.

	“Nope,” Joshua Rikes replies as he continues to search the room. “Wait. I spotted him. That’s him on the dance floor…with that girl.”

	“What? It can’t be, he doesn’t dance–”

	“He does now,” Joshua says with a grin as he walks up to the edge of the dance floor, and Horatio follows behind. “He is pretty good, too.”

	“That’s a nice-looking woman he has with him as well,” Horatio relates.

	Joshua nods, “That’s one damn finely shaped body.”

	“He hasn’t even seen us yet,” Horatio notes to Joshua.

	“Well, look at him. His eyes are glued on her.”

	“Well, it’s good to see him having a good time for once.”

	 

	Arc continues to gaze into Sarah’s eyes, admiring her beauty. “How can you be so sexy and so beautiful?” Shawn asks. She does not respond but only smiles. “It is like you are that of perfection.”

	“Sex.”
      “What?”

	“Just wait until we have sex. Then I’ll really show you something good.” Sarah’s smile grows bigger.

	“Oh, an aggressive and forward type? I like that.”

	“You’re one hell of a dancer, Shawn. You haven’t even fucked up once,” Sarah compliments. “Did you go to dance school, too?” she adds with a smirk.

	“Actually, I did, for occasions just like this. Are you impressed?”

	Sarah laughs. “Quite,” her tone is genuine this time.

	As they twist and turn around in their dancing, Shawn looks into her eyes, and he realizes that she is just like the girl of his dreams. This is love at first sight for Shawn. 

	Feeling her breasts against his chest, Shawn thinks to himself how soft and sexy she is. The song comes to an end, and Shawn finishes off by kissing Sarah on the lips.

	Shawn and Sarah walk off the dance floor. Arc looks up to see Horatio and surprisingly to him, Joshua as well. “Joshua! Good to see you, old friend.” Arc greets and gives him a firm embrace. “Your travels went well, I assume?”

	“Yes, sir, very well, indeed,” Joshua replies.

	“Very good. We can talk about it later,” Arc says with a grin.

	“That was some impressive dancing out there, sir,” Horatio remarks. “I did not realize you knew how to dance.”

	“Well, yes, the arts are an important thing to be acquainted with,” Arc replies. Colonel Arc notes his bodyguards standing behind Horatio and Joshua. He inconspicuously points to the balcony surrounding the ballroom and makes a motion around it, then points to his head. Horatio nods and waves his hand at the guards. The guards immediately disperse. Shawn, Horatio, and Joshua continue their conversation as if nothing happened. “And who is this lovely lady with you, Shawn?” Joshua looks over at Sarah.

	“Sarah. Sarah…uhm…” Arc searches for her last name.

	“Callan,” Sarah adds.

	“Sarah, these are my two good friends, Horatio and Joshua.” Shawn introduces Sarah to them. “I could trust them with my life. That is how good friends they are.” Sarah shakes hands with them and nods. “Anyway, shall we go?” Shawn asks Sarah. Sarah simply nods again. “Okay. Well, since you two just got here, you should stay. We will see you later,” Arc says, turning to Horatio and Joshua. Arc then specifically faces
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