
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Waking up 105 years in the future was shocking. Finding out the world they knew was totally destroyed was devastating.

	 

	 

	Atlantis Rey, single mom to Verruca Rey, wakes from her cryogenic sleep pod 105 years in the future to find out things have not gone to plan. Vega, the ship’s AI, explains that the vampire clean-up did not go as scheduled and that she and the 249 other passengers, are the last known living humans.

	Vega appoints Atlantis as the leader of the awakees, and they all look to her for the answers to how to survive their new lives. Knowing their best chance is to return to Earth, she has to find the right place to settle them before space or malicious awakees foil her plans.

	Yet amidst this chaos, Atlantis and Verruca manage to find lovers and a new family to surround themselves with.
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	To my daughter, who is why I do everything. To my angel in heaven, we miss you every day. To all my friends who have believed in me from the beginning, Thank You.

	 


Chapter One: The Waking

	 

	 

	I opened my eyes but quickly jerked my head to the side and slammed them shut against the blinding light. I tried to bring my hands to my face to wipe away the tears from my eyes, but they banged into something metallic. My heartbeat picked up a notch as I tried opening my eyes again, but this time only a sliver. I barely made out a small glass window in what looked like a sheet of metal. My breathing quickened, coming in short explosive intakes of air. I lifted my head slowly to look at this metal thing I was lying in and slammed my forehead into the top of it. My head instantly dropped back down from the pain of impact. I couldn’t really see much from where I lay because there was no room to move. A sense of claustrophobia began to set in. My mind raced in a million different directions with the dread of lying in a metal sarcophagus.

	Doing my best not to completely panic, my fuzzy brain began trying to remember where I was, with just flashes of memories breaking through. I willed my arms to rise again, barely feeling them through a vibrating burn a hundred times worse than when limbs fall asleep, and I pushed on the metal with the glass window. It didn’t budge. I tried several more times with no luck. My heartbeat picked up again as I searched the edges for a button, a lever, or anything that would make it open before the panic threatening my control took over. I even tried kicking it, but that sent shocking pain through my foot.

	I was breathing through the agony when the top part of the tube started making a clicking and hissing noise. Then I felt a sharp jab, like little claws were releasing their grip on my neck. My instinct was to reach for my neck, but I still couldn’t get my hands that far up. I sucked in a sharp breath from a sudden slithering sensation that zinged from my lower back all the way up my spine to where I had felt the sting in my neck. It felt like wire was being pulled from my body.

	The top portion of the lid slid down over the bottom half. The whole thing lifted about two inches on some kind of metal arms, then slid down a few inches before turning toward the floor. Then the top half rose again like a shield standing at the end of my pod. The sounds of clicking and popping came from my right, and I turned my head as the side slid down out of the way.

	After the metal tube quit making noise, I quickly sat up, sucking in the cool air. I leaned my forehead into my hands, taking deep breaths. I paused my freaking out when I realized the air was stale, like a house that had been shut up for a long time. Not knowing what to make of that, I took a moment to let my fuzzy brain painstakingly piece together the flashes of memory. After a few minutes of fitting pieces together like a puzzle, I began to slowly make sense of everything and opened my eyes.

	Carefully and clumsily, I swung one leg at a time over the edge, letting them dangle. My legs now experienced the same burning, tingling feeling as my arms. After a few minutes, my limbs started to feel normal, and the flashes of memories began to make a little more sense.

	Memories of the end of 2032 came rushing back. My daughter and I had volunteered for the first Cryogenic Sleep Program due to the volatile situation in the world. I was forty-one, and my daughter was twenty when we had been placed into our pods. We were supposed to sleep for two years. Had it been two years already?

	I sat staring at my feet and shook my head slightly, needing a few more moments to clear the cobwebs cluttering my thoughts. My whole body ached from being unused for so long. I slowly rolled my head from side to side, stretching the muscles, waking them up, and felt the tightness gradually ease. After a few more deep breaths, I felt ready to look up and take in where I was.

	I slowly lifted my heavy, still slightly fuzzy head and looked around. The bright lights still made me squint, but I could tell this was not a warehouse, which was where we were supposed to be stored. The walls of the room were a dark gun-metal gray and appeared metallic. Exposed octagon-shaped girders ran from floor to ceiling on one side of the room, then across and back down to the floor on the opposite wall. Three sets of girders were in the room, one at each end and one in the middle. Two rows of pods lined the walls between the girders with a wide walkway down the center of the room. The floor was covered in a very short light-gray carpet. Blue lights glowed along the edges of the ceiling, and about midway up the walls was a medium orange stripe that ran around the whole room at the same height.

	They were definitely not colors I would have put together, but I didn’t have a say in the color palette.

	I was positive I was on some sort of vessel. I could feel a soft vibration, like the engines of a plane or a boat. I tried to look out the large octagon-shaped window above my pod but couldn’t see much. All I could see was pitch black with white speckles and wispy, smoky-looking patches, which made no sense to my slowly working brain. My gaze dropped to the monitor mounted on the wall above my pod. It showed a picture of the moon and the stars surrounding it.

	Needing a better view out the window, I prepared to stand, but I wasn’t sure my legs could hold me. I wiggled my toes and rolled my ankles, which caused the muscles to burn and joints to pop. Still slightly apprehensive about standing, I swung my legs back and forth to see if they would listen to the command. The tingling sensation made my limbs feel disconnected from my body, as if the signal from my brain was delayed. They felt heavy and moved clumsily. After a few minutes, I slid off the side of the pod and set my feet on the floor to see if I could stand. The pressure of my weight on my legs made the lower half of my body tingle even more. I breathed deeply and wrinkled my nose, still not used to the stuffy air. I pushed myself somewhat upright and tried a few steps. I stumbled but quickly caught myself on the cryo-pod. I gently put one foot in front of the other until I was walking, albeit slowly, but I was still walking. I kept hold of the pod next to mine to keep my balance.

	I paused to give my muscles a break. My fingers absently began to rub the metal of the pod. The color was a burnished silvery gray, and the finish was rough. At the foot of the tubes were the initials CGSV stamped into the metal. I ran my fingers over them, wondering what they meant, but shrugged it off. My gaze traveled up the lid and saw a logo stamped in the center that looked like a phaser gun, similar in shape to a scan gun at a grocery store checkout. Encircling the phaser image was the company name, Phaser Cryogenics.

	I began walking back and forth along the pod, my balance getting better with each step I took, but my shoulders felt like my muscles were tied up in knots. I kept trying to straighten up that last little bit, but every time I did, my muscles tightened, and a sharp pain shot through my upper back. Leaning my hip against the pod, I lifted my arms slowly over my head and stretched from side to side. It was helping a little, even though it hurt with each pull on my muscles. I dropped my chin to my chest, and with a soft grunt, I forced myself to roll my head from side to side. After several times of doing this, my muscles finally released and relaxed enough for me to stand up straight.

	I walked unaided up the path in the center of the room, gaining strength with each movement, looking at pod after pod lining the walls on each side. Monitors were attached to the top of each unit that displayed images of stars and swirling galaxies. I continued walking slowly down the path, trying to take everything in. I could now see recessed lighting in the ceiling above each pod, creating soft lighting in the room. Well, not when I first woke up, it seemed blinding then. Now, combined with the blue lighting, it spread a soft, warm glow throughout the room.

	I paused for a moment to catch my breath. As I took in more details around me, I noticed that each pod sat on a pedestal with a long oval base on the floor and a central supporting arm holding a platform on which the pods sat. The more I looked at the shape, the more it resembled a phaser gun. Leave it to a company to get their logo worked into every aspect of their design.

	Feeling ready to move again, I headed toward the end of the room with a large glass door. From what I could see, it led into a corridor with multiple hallways jutting off it.

	It suddenly dawned on me that I was the only one awake, and terror engulfed me. My heartbeat raced out of control. My breathing became erratic, and my whole body trembled from a spike of adrenaline. I thought I had panicked before, but it was nothing like what I now felt, the fear that my daughter was not here.

	Turning to the closest pod, I frantically began checking the faces through the window in the top of the pods. The first one was a young man, and the second was another man. I crossed the room, and the first pod I investigated was also a man. Feeling bile rise in my throat, I ran to the next one. When I peered inside, I saw my daughter’s beautiful face as she lay there. Relief flooded me, and I dropped my head onto the top of Verruca’s pod, taking several deep breaths to steady myself. I didn’t know how any of this equipment worked. I needed to figure out how to open the pods and wake someone up.

	Afraid to mess up anything, I went back to the first guy’s pod. I knew it might seem cruel, but I just couldn’t experiment on my daughter’s pod. I would never forgive myself if something went wrong.

	Taking a chance, I tapped the screen above the guy’s pod. The image of the moon disappeared, replaced with a blueprint of a strange-looking triangular ship, and underneath the ship’s outline were the words Moon Viper. I guess it was the name of the vessel or the company that made it. Anyway, it didn’t matter. I tapped the screen again, but nothing happened. I double-tapped, and still nothing happened. Not sure how to get the screen to come on, I looked for buttons or a mouse but could not find anything. Frustrated, I grabbed each side of the monitor and shook it. Stop, stop, you will figure it out. Slow down and think.

	Taking a deep breath and staring at the monitor, I tried to remember other ways a person could open a locked screen. My first thought was face recognition. I grabbed each side of the monitor and faced it toward me so it could scan my face, but nothing happened. With both hands still on the monitor, I tried to think of another way. I loosened my grip, and my thumb slid down the side of the screen, which made something flash. Excited, I swiped down the screen. Again nothing. I swiped up. Nothing. Then I swiped to the right, and the locked screen slid away.

	Another screen popped up with rows of generic-looking app icons that were simple and easy to understand. The first image was a red square with a white cross, clearly a medical alert symbol. Pausing just before I touched it, I pondered if it would harm the guy in the pod. I didn’t want to hurt anyone, but I needed to know what was going on. Biting my lower lip, I tapped the icon.

	Up popped a screen with a picture of the guy in the pod and a brief physical description. He was six foot five inches, two hundred and fifty pounds, with black curly shoulder-length hair. Looking back at him, I could see streaks of red and caramel, like he spent a lot of time in the sun. Upon closer examination, I noticed a cable connected to the back of his neck and instinctively reached for the back of my neck. I grimaced when I felt a ball just under the skin, not knowing what it was used for.

	I looked at the profile picture again. The guy had dark tanned skin, slightly almond-shaped tawny eyes, a broad nose, and full lips. I looked back at him and saw a swirling tribal-looking tattoo on his chest. I gazed at his face again, studying his features. From what I could see, he looked to be Samoan.

	At the bottom of the monitor was a blinking line running across the screen like light trails in a photo, showing a steady heartbeat. In the corner was a blinking heart with large numbers under it. I assumed it was his pulse oxygen level. I remember looking at screens like this when I had to sit in the emergency room with my dad during bad asthma attacks. Dealing with his severe asthma condition my whole life is one of the reasons I don’t panic under pressure.

	Another section toward the bottom of the screen showed bobbing lines. I was not sure what it was monitoring, but it had several lines moving up and down, making a graph like an EKG or a polygraph readout. I continued to watch the little bobbing line. Something about it held my attention. Then it clicked, it was monitoring his brain waves.

	I continued to look over the page and saw that next to his name, which was Ryo Kekoa, was a blue profile link. After deciding I didn’t have time to read a long profile on the guy, I swiped to the left and got back to the home screen.

	A green icon that had a tree on it caught my attention. Again, I paused due to that feeling of messing something up, but I hadn’t caused any catastrophes by touching the other one. Mentally I thanked Dad again for my calm under pressure. He had always left me to run the house while he was working, but he also lost his shit anytime someone was hurt, me especially. Between running a household by the time I was eight and being forced to be the rational one when the shit hit the fan, I had learned my skills of remaining calm at a young age. And now was not the time for me to panic or lose my confidence. Again, I dropped my finger and tapped the icon.

	A new screen came up with tabs at the top that said things like Air Quality, Air Scrubbers, and Natural Filters. I clicked the tab labeled Air Quality, and the screen switched to a bar graph. Four colored columns in the chart were slightly moving up and down. After a minute of scanning the information on the screen, I realized each column displayed air elements and levels. The first column was green with the word Oxygen above it, and to the left, it read 100 percent. The yellow column was labeled Nitrogen and showed the level at 78 percent. The last two columns read Carbon Dioxide for the red bar and Carbon Monoxide for the pink bar. Both showed 0 percent, which I was glad to see. The last thing I needed was to have an issue with breathable air on the ship. According to this page, it seemed that we had plenty of breathable air. Of course, I might not totally understand what I was looking at, but I hoped I was correct.

	I clicked on the next tab labeled Air Scrubbers. The screen displayed four squares with a circle in the center of each one. Inside the circles were spinning fans. Some basic info about the scrubbers showed at the bottom of the squares, and all the squares’ backgrounds were green. I assumed that meant they were all working correctly.

	The next tab was labeled Natural Filters, and when I opened it, there was a list of plants. I clicked on a blue link that said, Layout. A blueprint of the ship came up, identifying certain sections of the interior. I selected the one labeled Communal Area Blue Deck. It showed plants in tiered planters with pipes coming out of the side and running up to the ceiling. The back row said Bamboo Palms. The next tier listed mother-in-law’s tongues and dragon tail plants, and the last layer had aloes and peace lilies. I scanned through all the communal areas on each deck, and all had the same tiered plants.

	I checked out the cabin section of the blueprints, and each cabin had ivies and spider plants attached to the kitchen walls. Then there were more spider plants running the length of the halls, hanging close to the ceiling. The ship was evidently using the plants to help filter the air and generate oxygen. It was a cool concept. Personally, I have always liked the peace and calm plants brought into a living space.

	Looking over the map made me realize the ship was much larger than this room. There were five decks and a round disk-shaped deck on top, which looked like a wheel room or cockpit. The shape of the ship looked like a slice of cheese or cake but with two large holes at the back.

	One tab, in particular, piqued my interest. I clicked on this tab to see how much water we had aboard. The first screen showed two large bars, one blue and the other brown. Next to the blue one, it read a hundred percent, and under it said Clean Water. On the side of the brown one, it read ten percent, and under it said Dirty Water. There were two sub-tabs, one labeled Recycle and the other Hydroponics. The first sub-tab walked me through how the water was recycled on the ship.

	At the bottom of the screen was the word Backup in bright blue letters. I paused for a minute, scared about what the backup plan would be. I hoped it was not instructions on how to boil and filter your pee or something like that. I took a deep breath and tapped the link. To my relief, it was instructions for an ice-collecting system. Several pages of instructions walked me through how to deploy two pieces of wide fine mesh material that would blanket each side of the ship. The mesh collected and trapped ice from the surrounding area and transferred it to collection tanks. As the ice melted, a special filtering system would separate the water from other elements, purify it, then send it to the clean water tanks.

	The second tab talked about the hybrid hydroponics system in which the plants were grown. The hybrid system used soil and a highly nutrient-rich water solution.

	This ship was almost a completely self-sustaining environment. My mind was spinning from what I had just read. I didn’t even know we had technology like that.

	I continued going through the other icons, checking our levels to make sure we could survive on this ship. We were going to need time to figure out what to do and where we were.

	Once I was done with my review, I pulled up Ryo’s chart and left it there. Seeing his heartbeat move across the screen was strangely calming. I watched the blips skip across the screen while my mind tried to think of my next steps. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to wake Verruca and Ryo now or hold off until I knew more about what was going on. I flipped back and forth between the two ideas but finally decided to wait.

	I turned from the pod and walked to the door. Placing my hands on the frame, I pushed hard, but it didn’t open. Trying to slide it open didn’t work either. Heading to the wall on the left, I ran my fingers around the edges, searching for a panel or a button but found nothing. Moving to the right side, I repeated the action to no avail. Frustrated, I tried waving my hands around, hoping it was motion-activated like the doors at the grocery store, but again it didn’t open.

	I stood staring at the door, tapping my index finger on my chin, trying to think of something that might make it open. Then it hit me. Maybe it was voice-activated.

	“Hello,” I said, but nothing happened.

	“On.” Still nothing.

	I was getting angrier by the minute when I yelled, “Ship!”

	Still, nothing happened. I was about to try kicking the door when a deep, dark, seductive male voice answered me.

	“Ms. Atlantis, how can I help you?” The voice sounded like it came from the ceiling.

	Bouncing up and down, I said, “Yes, can you open the door?”

	The smooth male voice answered, “Yes, I can.”

	I began rambling, turning in a circle and looking at the ceiling. “Where am I? I need food. Can you show me where it is? How many of us are on this ship? What year is it?” I paused to take in a deep breath.

	“Yes, I can help with all of those questions, but one thing at a time,” the male voice interrupted with a stern tone.

	A sudden ripple in the air in front of me manifested into a tall man, at least six-foot-seven, wearing dark blue jeans and a light-blue collared sweater. The sweater and his eyes were almost the same color, though his eyes were slightly lighter. His skin was a warm chestnut, and his hair was a strange mix of mahogany brown and blond.

	“Who are you?” I asked, staring at the apparition.

	“I am Vega, Ms. Atlantis.” The male turned his head to the side slightly as if studying me.

	Then I noticed he was slightly transparent around the edges of his shape. So he wasn’t real, just a holographic image.

	A click and whoosh came from the direction of the door. I turned, and it was open. I walked out into the corridor, looking at all the hallways, not knowing which one to go down.

	“We will follow the lighted blue arrows. They will show us where to go.” Vega pointed to his left.

	Blue arrows appeared on the hallway floor, so I followed them. I looked around, trying to take in everything as I passed. I looked back toward where I had come from and noticed the arrows disappearing behind me. This concerned me a little, which must have shown on my face.

	“Don’t worry, the arrows will appear as long as you need them,” Vega assured.

	Vega stayed by my side as we followed the arrows for about another ten minutes, and then they turned to the left. We continued down another hallway, and I looked left and right. There were empty rooms down most of this hallway, each of them with one table and a couple chairs around the table. I looked through the last door on the left and saw two large washers and two large dryers. I paused and gave the room a thorough look then turned to look back down the hallway. I began moving my index finger in a steady beat as I counted the doors down the hallway so I could remember how far down the hall the laundry room was located.

	“You can relax, Ms. Atlantis. I will help you until you know the ship.”

	“In this form?”

	“In whatever form you would like.”

	I was about to respond when we came to a large doorway at the end of the hall. As I stepped into the room, I could see that it was a large cafeteria.

	“Okay, well, how do I find food, and can you also start answering the other questions I asked?” I probably sounded slightly impatient, but Vega hadn’t said much to this point.

	Vega didn’t respond right away, so I walked across the room toward the far wall, where I saw tiers of plants like I’d seen on the computer. Now that I was closer, I could tell they were vegetables and could also see the hydroponics system. Each tier was a long clear box. The bottom six inches of the boxes contained water that the roots of the plants were growing in. Then above that was a thin black something covered with a few inches of dirt that the tops of the plants sprouted from. It was an interesting-looking system.

	“Vega,” I said, “can you please start telling me what’s going on?”

	“I am Vega, the ship’s AI and your assistant. There are two hundred and fifty people on this ship, including you. It is star date twenty-one thirty-seven. I have videos that will explain how you got here and what you are to do now.”

	I raised an eyebrow at his tone and stopped my inspection of the plants. I turned to look at him. “Okay, Vega, please show me how to get food. My stomach began growling halfway here, and now it feels like it’s trying to eat me from the inside out.”

	“Let’s follow the arrows to the back of the dining room.”

	I followed him and walked into a large commercial kitchen.

	“You will find meat in the freezer. The ship was stocked with enough food to feed all two hundred and fifty occupants for thirty months. The developers figured by the end of thirty months, the occupants of the ship would have animals born and old enough to reproduce.”

	“Wait what do you mean? Animals born?”

	“I can guide you to the labs later and explain everything. First, let’s get you fed. As I mentioned, the meat is in the freezer. Vegetables are on the plants you have already seen, and the cooking utensils are hanging in the kitchen area,” Vega explained with a nonchalant wave of his hand.

	“Thank you, Vega.”

	I stood in the doorway facing into the kitchen space, looking around while a million different possibilities clouded my thoughts. The what-ifs were turning so fast that I had to literally shake my head to clear my thoughts. A bevy of pots and pans hung on racks attached to the ceiling. Chef’s knives clung to magnetic strips on the wall, and other utensils were standing in different containers on the stainless-steel counters that lined the walls. I walked from the doorway to where several stainless-steel tables ran down the middle of the kitchen like islands with the cooktop embedded into the center table. I looked around the kitchen for ovens and found a double-wall oven on my right.

	Then I headed to the back toward a large metal door. As I got closer, I realized the handles looked similar to those found on a walk-in freezer. Grasping it, I pulled with a little bit of force, because if it was like the previous ones I’d dealt with, the door would be stuck. It opened easier than I expected, and I stumbled slightly. Stepping forward, I moved the plastic flaps out of the way and saw stacks of bins along the walls, each containing piles of plastic packages with labels on them.

	Reaching into the first bin, I pulled out a package labeled Steak. Walking out of the freezer, I inspected the packaging in the brighter light of the kitchen. I could tell that the meat had been freeze-dried or preserved in some way I had never seen before. The meat looked like I was picking up a fresh package at my local grocery store. It was still a nice red color, and I could see the texture of the meat. It really looked great. I closed the freezer, still turning the package over in my hands. It may look nice, but how it tasted would be another story.

	“Vega, how was this food preserved?”

	“Phaser had scientists working on a new preservation process. It combines high-pressure food preservation with vacuum-sealed packaging and electronic pulses added to the freezer system.”

	“Electrical pulses?”

	“Yes, it kills any organism that might have survived the high-pressure preservation process and keeps cells in the food from aging and breaking down.”

	“Wow, I knew about high pressure and vacuum sealing to preserve food, but I would have never thought of using electrical pulses. Wait, I was just in there, and I didn’t feel any electric pulses.”

	“That’s because the pulses only occur once an hour on the hour for ten minutes, and the freezer automatically locks until the process is done,” Vega explained.

	I nodded and returned my attention to making food. I put the steak under some running hot water in the sink, then turned to find a pan. I picked a skillet from the rack and sat it on the counter next to the stove. I then realized I would need a side dish to go with the steak. I walked back into the main dining area where the plants were growing, looking around at the choices available. That’s when I noticed squash vines on a trellis in the back. Tiptoeing to reach them, I pulled two from the vines. Back in the kitchen, I retrieved a second skillet from the racks overhead and placed it on a burner. I looked around for some oil and seasonings but didn’t see any. I turned to Vega, who was still standing in the same place, watching me, tilting his head side to side like a puppy.

	“Vega, do we have oil and seasonings?”

	“Yes, in the cabinet on the back wall to the left of the dishwasher.”

	I opened the cabinet and found a vast selection of seasonings, oils, mixes, and condiments of all kinds. The first shelf had large containers of garlic, pepper, salt, chili powder, paprika, and many more spices, while the next one held gallons of oils of all kinds. The shelf under that had gravy mixes, ranch mixes, packs of sour cream powder, ketchup, mustard, and just about every condiment you could think of. The bottom two shelves were filled with containers to hold smaller portions of all the items above. I pulled out what I needed, then went back to the stove.

	I turned the burner on low, poured the oil in, and retrieved the steak from the sink. Once I removed the packaging, I placed it in the pan and seasoned it. While it was cooking, it was time to prepare my side dish. I walked over to the knives and scanned the options. There were so many different kinds I didn’t know which to choose. Spotting a good chopping knife, I pulled it from the wall and returned to what I was doing. I sliced the squash into thin round pieces, threw them into the skillet, then sprinkled salt, pepper, and some garlic onto them. After grabbing the smooth metal fork from the cutting board, I used it to reach over and flip my steak. Smells of seared meat with hints of garlic were wafting up from the skillet, which made my stomach growl even louder.

	After everything was cooked, I plated it and walked back out to find a table. The room was set up a lot like a large school cafeteria with rows of cafeteria-style tables, the ones with attached seats or benches. Large walkways lined each side of the room and a main pathway down the middle. On my right were the vegetable planters, and on my left was the doorway I’d first walked through.

	I sat at the first table I came to. I only got a few bites of squash before my mind began to race about what the ship said. Replaying Vega’s words in my head, I took another bite of squash, and then it hit me. He said the year was 2137.

	Speaking with a mouth half-full of food, I called out, “Vega, what year is it again?” I turned to look for him.

	“It is star date twenty-one thirty-seven.”

	I turned to face the direction his voice came from just as he popped into view. “What time of day is it even?” I blurted, almost cutting him off.

	“It is two in the morning, Earth time,” Vega answered with just a hint of annoyance in his tone.

	“Wait, are you sure about the date? It was twenty-thirty-two when my daughter and I were placed into our cryo-pods. We were only supposed to be asleep for two years, not a hundred years.” I almost choked, trying to swallow the food in my mouth.

	Still trying to clear my throat so I could ask more questions, I looked around, chastising myself for not getting something to drink when I prepared my food.

	Vega gestured toward the kitchen, accurately guessing my dilemma. “In the cabinets to the right of the doorway is where all the glasses and cups are stored.”

	I walked back into the kitchen and got a glass of water. I gulped the contents while standing at the sink and refilled it before returning to the dining area.

	“It has been a century since twenty-thirty-seven, Ms. Atlantis. As I said, I have videos that will explain what happened, but you should finish your meal first.”

	I sat back down, cut into my steak hungrily, then shoved a large piece into my mouth. Chewing such a large piece was difficult after sleeping for so long, but I continued while waiting for Vega to say something. I paused my slight mental breakdown from learning I’d been asleep for a hundred years and realized the steak tasted exceptionally good. I hadn’t expected that from food that had been preserved with an experiential process.

	“Originally, the pod system was supposed to wake the people aboard this ship after eighty years,” Vega continued. “But there was so much chaos at the end, somehow it was mis-programmed. I initiated the ship-wide systems six months ago, then programmed the droid to plant vegetables here and flowering plants on each level. The other plants, like the bamboo palms, mother-in-law’s tongue, and dragon tails, have been on the ship since it launched and maintained with the self-regulating hydroponics system.”

	I swallowed my current mouthful of food before I tried to speak. “Vega, what sea are we currently adrift in? Are we close to America, or are we overseas somewhere?”

	After a long pause and a puzzled look, Vega finally responded. “We are not at sea, Ms. Atlantis, we are in space.”

	I froze in shock with a fork full of squash midway to my mouth. I slowly placed my fork on the plate. After staring at my plate for a long minute to process what he said, I took a deep breath and asked, “What do you mean we are in space? Like outer space, with stars and planets?”

	“Yes.” Vega’s simple response made me pause.

	Not knowing what else to ask, I just sat there eating and thinking, continuing bite after bite in a daze, staring at the table but not actually seeing anything. All possible reasons we could be on a ship in space raced through my mind—everything from a vampire-ridden world to the annihilation of the human race and everything in between. What could have happened that would have driven them to shoot us into space instead of putting us in the warehouse?

	“Can you wake anyone I want?”

	“Would you like for me to wake your daughter?”

	“Yes, I do, but not yet. I have no answers for her.” I sat there for a minute, then asked, “How did you know who I was?”

	“I know the names and info for everyone onboard this ship.” Vega paused, looking to the side like he was reading something. “You are Atlantis Rey from Houston, Texas. You are a single mom to one daughter, Verruca Rey, who is twenty years old. You had one son who passed away. You are an artist and photographer, and you love anything creative. Your daughter is a hair and makeup artist.”

	“Why did you wake me first?”

	“You seemed to be someone that could keep calm under pressure. I actually have much more info on you than what I just mentioned. I also know your work history, that you were raised by a single father, and that in most sports and clubs you were part of, you were a leader. I also know you’re a Leo, and they are natural leaders. Or at least that is what the info I have read on Leos says.”

	“Wait, how do you know all these things? I don’t remember giving them that much info.”

	“When the last of the scientists decided to send as many people as this ship could hold into space, they did in-depth research on each of you. They pulled up everything they could find about each person, including education records, birth records, court documents... anything your name was attached to. They uploaded all the information into my mainframe. One of the scientists programmed my systems to gather thoughts and dreams while you all slept. We didn’t know if it would work. The Dream Wave Program was in final development at the time of launch, but it has mostly worked. It hasn’t been completely reliable. Sometimes I cannot make sense of what some people are dreaming or the thoughts flashing through their minds, but overall, the program works.”

	“Wow. Well, don’t hold all my thoughts or dreams against me. I can be blunt and extremely truthful sometimes. It usually rubs people the wrong way.”

	“I will not, but that is also part of the reason I chose to wake you first. I saw that you have handled some of the toughest moments a person could have and stayed strong. You continued to do what needed to be done and never fell apart. I assume that was mostly because you had your daughter to raise, but that would not have been good enough for most people.”

	I was shocked that the ship knew so much about me, let alone anyone else on this ship. I sat there in silence, eating, just letting everything process through my muddled brain.

	After what seemed like an hour, Vega spoke again. “I have the videos ready for your review if you are ready.”

	I took a deep breath and said, “I am as ready as I am going to be.”

	 


Chapter Two: Finding out What Happened to Earth

	 

	 

	Beams of light from a black bar in the ceiling appeared above my table, forming images.

	“Ms. Atlantis, these videos may scare you, but it is the truth about what happened and why you are on this ship,” Vega said just before he vanished.

	“I understand, Vega. I just need to know, because I’ll have to help everyone else understand what is going on.”

	With a flicker of more light, the videos began. The first was info on the Cryogenic Sleep Program that my daughter and I had volunteered for. The narrator was the same guy who took us on our tour of the labs and guided us through all the steps. The video opened with the man standing in front of the company headquarters, introducing himself, the company, and the program. He flung the front doors open wide, and the camera followed him as he walked through the building, talking about the program.

	“Phaser Cryogenics has finally and successfully created the first cryogenic sleep program. Their scientists developed the first pods, computer programs, and solutions that allow people to sleep, not age, and stay alive over long periods. Phaser Cryogenics worked on the technology for two decades before coming close to a working formula. Then, with the advancements in technology and science in the last five years, they made the breakthrough they had been looking for. After many successful lab trials, Phaser was granted approval to test on humans.

	“Phaser called for volunteers from the public at large for the trials. They offered a safe way to sleep through the cleanup of the vampire virus and a compensation of seventy-five thousand dollars to each volunteer for the two-year trial.”

	The video jumped into some boring details on how the program worked and then ended.

	The money offered was one of the reasons my daughter and I decided to join the trials. But seeing the end of the video, it appeared lots of people had showed up to volunteer.

	The second video’s narrator was also male, sitting at a desk like a news broadcaster. Pictures flashed on a screen behind him as he spoke.

	“The vampire virus has caused widespread havoc. Elixir, one of the largest pharmaceutical companies in the world, created The Fountain of Youth vaccine, which is now known as the vampire virus. The company had asked for volunteers to try their new youth vaccine to see if it truly slowed down the aging process. The shot was supposed to slow the human body’s aging process to the point that a person’s body would barely age, resulting in a person’s life expanding exponentially. Hence the nickname, vampire virus. Their first round of human test subjects had extremely limited and mild side effects. Seeing such impressive results in test group A, the company asked for more volunteers.”

	The narrator droned on as I watched the pictures of people getting needles filled with a pale purple liquid shoved into their arms and them waiting for side effects before being sent home. As more images of people flashed by, I noticed that all of them were in what looked like an emergency room, writhing in their beds with tubes hanging from their arms. I tuned back in to what the narrator was saying.

	“The side effects of the larger study group were not what they had expected. After they were allowed to go home, some people went crazy, and others claimed they had become actual vampires.

	“The crazy ones, now known as fang wraiths, became rabid, wandering the streets, confused, not knowing who they were or where they were. The worst part was their sudden bursts of anger, blindly attacking any person, animal, or object that came close to them.”

	The images flashing on the screen showed thin, human-looking creatures walking along the streets of a city. They didn’t have much clothing on and were snarling at each other. Then several started attacking things close to them. One creature was biting, scratching, and yanking on a signpost, foaming at the mouth throughout its blind attack. The video switched to a different city, where the fang wraiths were attacking each other. Their attention switched to chasing a dog that turned a corner, unknowingly walking into danger. The images continued switching from city to city, all showing similar violence.

	“The other group declaring themselves actual vampires claimed they craved blood and could not control their cravings or actions until the hunger had been quenched. It didn’t matter what kind of blood, but a substantial portion of them seemed to prefer human to animal. According to a report released today from the CDC it takes only one bite from an infected vampire to change a human. Please stay away from these creatures, they can transmit the virus if they bite you and if you see them report the location to your local authorities.” The narrator added a few more warnings before the video ended.

	After watching the second video, a lot of my memories became clearer. I remembered that the chaos in the streets was another reason we had decided to volunteer for the Cryogenic Sleep Program. During orientation, we were told we would wake in two years and that there would be a chest at the end of each pod with clothes and instructions on how to assimilate to the new world. We would be rejoining the world late in the vampire virus cleanup phase, able to move forward into a new world with a new life. Evidently, something had gone wrong, because now we were in space.

	Video three had a female narrator sitting at what looked like the same desk the male used in the last video. She, on the other hand, looked tired and worn out with bags under her eyes, no make-up, and her clothes were mismatched. Just like in the last video, pictures flashed on a screen behind her as she began talking.

	“Vampires have spread and are now trying to take over the world. Elixir’s reversal vaccine has not worked on most of the infected subjects. Originally, the vampires had been separated into two classes, known as the vampires and the fang wraiths.”

	Pictures of the two types of vampires flashed across the screen. The fang wraiths looked even more gaunt and sallow than in the last video, but the others appeared healthy and strong.

	“The vampire class sectioned themselves into three levels of rank. The Jades are at the top of the hierarchy. They got their name due to their jade-colored eyes. They are the healthiest but not always the strongest of vampires. They use the next levels to do their fighting. They are considered the elite and have become immensely powerful and rich almost overnight.

	“The Drakes are the next level in the hierarchy, easily identified by their blue eyes. They make up the officers of the vampire army. They are stronger than the Jades but are prone to health issues, and they can take longer to heal when wounded.

	“The Embers are the lowest level of functioning hierarchy. They have unique, amber-colored eyes and are faster and even stronger than the other two levels. Embers will not heal when wounded, no matter how much blood they consume. A study shows it’s because they barely transformed into full vampires. Therefore, the two levels above them see them as expendable. They are the soldiers of the vampire army. The Jades have been using their armies to take over the world.

	“The fang wraiths, those who did not make the transition into vampirism, are still considered highly dangerous to humans. When they reach the end stage of this disease, they are called fang rots since they start falling apart because the disease has done so much damage to their bodies. In this final stage, they lose their teeth and fangs first. Hence the name fang rots.”

	I continued watching in horror as the images of these creatures flashed across the screen. The virus had ravaged their bodies to the point they looked more like fast-moving zombies than vampires. Instead of clothing hanging from their bodies, most now had only skin or body parts dangling.

	The video flickered and then continued with a male narrator.

	“The world’s governments are working to create a plan as the vampires gain numbers and strength. Fang rots and vampires are running wild worldwide, forcing humans to hide to survive. Humans have created compounds to hide in, and governments have also opened their underground bunkers to the public.”

	Pictures of schools and military bases flashed across the screen behind him. They looked like prisons with armed guards walking the grounds. Large guns sat every few feet along fence lines like sentries guarding the compounds and the people they enclosed. This was crazy. How could our governments have let things get this bad?

	“The vampires have at least one fortress in each country. World governments tried various forms of extermination with little success. Efforts were doubled when one of the vampire armies in the US gained access to a nuclear base. The vampires threatened to use nuclear weapons on the world if humans did not back down and bow to them. Instead of surrender, the governments decided to coordinate a simultaneous nuclear attack on the vampire fortresses in every country.”

	That video ended, and a new one began.

	The narrator of this one was again female, but she was wearing a lab coat and looking more tired than any of the others.

	“When Phaser learned of the nuclear attacks, they took as many volunteers as they could from the Cryogenic Sleep Program and placed them on a ship. The ship had been a prototype for a manned mission to Mars, but they knew if humanity had any chance of survival, they needed to make the ship work without the government’s knowledge. They did just that. A ship with two hundred and fifty sleeping humans was launched into space the day before the attack on the vampires. On May twenty-fifth, twenty-thirty-three, governments across the globe launched nuclear weapons at each of the fifty fortresses around the world. The results were devastating.” The narrator started crying.

	Images of nuclear fallout flicked by as I continued to watch in horror. People dead, lying scattered across cities and landscapes. Others wandered through the streets with large sores and burns across most of their bodies. Unable to turn away, I continued watching as the narrator went on.

	“Phaser labs were able to hold some people for a brief time, and we monitored what we could by using satellites still in orbit. The cities not directly hit still had working cameras, electrical grids, internet, and communications. Unfortunately, drinking water or food that was not contaminated was in short supply.”

	Images continued to move across the screen, showing the complete devastation caused by the bombs. Then the video of the female broadcaster cut off, and a large man with tan skin, almond-shaped eyes, and short black hair appeared.

	“I am the last person left in the labs. This might be the last of the transmissions from the Earth that the ship receives. I am trying to hold on, but I have had to do things that no person should have to do to stay alive this long.” The look in the man’s eyes was wild and unfocused. He kept turning his head side to side between sentences like he was waiting for something to attack him.

	“I will set the system to continue transmission feeds to the ship every five hours, but if I die, I do not know how long the system will keep running. I hope that everyone on Moon Viper will awaken, see these videos, and make the decision to return to Earth. The planet will need clean DNA lines to restart the human race.”

	The video ended, and I sat staring at the area where the images had appeared. I wasn’t sure what to say or do. Then my survival instincts kicked in. I stood up quickly and began to pace, muttering to myself, letting all I’d seen and heard process through my muddled brain.

	“Ms. Atlantis, are you okay? Would you like me to wake someone now to help you?”

	“No, Vega. Where are the other videos from this guy?”

	“Most of the videos didn’t really have any information on them, mostly just movement in the room. The last one from this man didn’t make sense. He seemed to be ranting incoherently.”

	I continued pacing as the last part of the video replayed in my head. It suddenly hit me that I had no clue where in space we were.

	“Vega, exactly where are we in space?” I sat back down on the bench.

	“We are orbiting the moon and currently on the dark side.”

	“Vega, can we see the Earth from our orbit? Can we change position to orbit the Earth? I began looking around the room for a window, discovering that all the windows were in the ceiling.

	“Yes, we can see the Earth as we orbit on the light side of the moon. And yes, I can change the ship’s position.”

	“Vega, other than my daughter, who else do we have on board with us?”

	“There are two hundred and forty-eight people besides you and your daughter. I can go through each person if you would like?”

	“No, that is too many people to filter through.” I took a minute to think of how best to filter the list for people who would be most helpful. “Vega, do we have people aboard that could be relevant to running this ship? Like mechanics, pilots, or scientists?”

	I got up to head back to the pod room. When I got to the dining room doorway, I was thankful for the blue arrows illuminating the way. I glanced into one of the empty rooms and saw a human-looking droid that stood at about five-foot-five and appeared very gender-neutral. It went about its chores, not even acknowledging I had paused to look at it. I continued just as Vega reported his findings.

	“Within the two hundred fifty people aboard this ship, we have many different professions represented. We have commercial pilots, several mechanics, weapons specialists, several teachers, nurses, and doctors. Construction managers, two restaurant owners, two lawyers, and a martial arts teacher, to name a few.”

	I made it back to the pod room, and the doors opened automatically with a quiet swoosh, allowing us to enter. I walked up to the first pod I had checked before, Ryo Kekoa’s. I looked at him through the little window, taking in the features of his tanned face.

	“Vega, what does Ryo do?”

	“He is a commercial pilot, according to his profile.”

	“Okay, wake him and my daughter up first, please.”

	Vega disappeared, leaving me standing in the center of the walkway, watching both pods as he began the waking process. I could hear hissing and groaning noises coming from each pod as the process progressed. After about fifteen minutes, there was a loud hiss and a click, then the tops of each pod slid down.

	Verruca sat up first, looking around confused, then she saw me. “Mom!”

	She started climbing out of her pod, but taking only one painful-looking step, she stumbled and fell to one knee.

	“What’s going on, Mom? Why can’t I walk or move correctly?”

	“Calm down, take a minute. Stretch your muscles some, and then try again.”

	She nodded, then pushed up into a standing position, placing her hand on her pod to keep her balance. She stretched and shook her legs. After standing still for a few seconds, she tried to take a step. When she wobbled, she threw her arms to her sides to steady herself. I jerked forward, attempting to catch her, but I was too far away.

	While I was watching Verruca, Ryo had also climbed out of his pod. He was also having a tough time making his body move the way he wanted it to.

	“Ryo, try stretching your leg muscles a little. It seems to help,” I said.

	Ryo nodded and tried stretching. He also used his pod to help maintain his balance as he maneuvered his legs. After that, he was able to control his limbs better. He tried to speak, which startled me because his voice cracked a few times and made a wheezing sound.

	He coughed several times to clear his throat. His words became clearer, but his voice was not much louder than a whisper. “Who are you? Where are we?”

	I put my hand up to signal him to hold on a moment, then turned back to Verruca, who was only a few steps away. I reached out my hands to her, and she grabbed them. I caught her as she stumbled, kissed the top of her head, hugged her tight, and swayed side to side for a long minute.

	Still hugging Verruca, I looked over at Ryo. “I am Atlantis Rey. This is my daughter, Verruca Rey, and we are on a spaceship called the Moon Viper.”

	Verruca pulled out of my hug, causing my attention to snap back to her. She looked at me as if I was an alien. Ryo was giving me the same look when I glanced at him.

	“I will explain everything, but I want to wake up a few more people before I go into the long explanation and show you the videos.”

	Verruca and Ryo both looked confused but nodded.

	“Vega, can you wake the weapons specialist, the mechanics, the martial arts teacher, and two of the other teachers you talked about?”

	I looked for somewhere for Ryo and Verruca to sit. On the left side of the glass door was a bench sticking out from the wall. I ushered them to it, making them sit down.

	“We have several mechanics. Which ones would you like me to wake?” Vega asked.

	“Can you tell me their names and what kind of mechanics they are?”

	“Night Blue is a commercial airplane mechanic. Jax Kelean is a car and motorbike mechanic. Then there is a heavy truck mechanic, a small engine mechanic, and a heating and air conditioning mechanic.”

	That made it a lot easier. I thought about it for a minute, then made my decision. “Vega, please wake up Night Blue and Jax Kelean in addition to the others I requested.”

	Without a verbal response, I began hearing the waking process for more pods. I looked around for the other people, but they were missing.

	“Vega, we are missing people. Didn’t their pods open correctly?”

	Vega informed me that the weapons specialist was in the second pod room and two others were coming from the third pod room both located on the other side of the kitchen area. He explained that this deck, deck five or the black deck, had three pod rooms. Two contained eighty-three people and the third contained eighty four.

	“Vega, can you guide the others to this pod room, please?”

	“Yes, Ms. Atlantis.”

	I sat down on the floor in front of the glass doors, waiting for the others to follow the arrows to us. They entered the room with a wide-eyed look of confusion, clearly still having a hard time moving. I glanced at the whole group and figured we would all need stretching exercises to work out our stiff muscles.

	 


Chapter Three: First Look at Earth

	 

	 

	Everyone looked scared and unsure of what was going on. Now that the last one was in the room, I stood up to address the group. “Hello, everyone. I know y’all are confused and have questions. We will get all those questions answered, but first, I would like everyone to introduce themselves. I’ll go first.

	“I am Atlantis Rey, originally from a small town in South Texas, but most recently I resided in Houston Texas. I am an artist, photographer, and writer. I like anything creative. I am also a single mom, and my daughter is here with us.” I pointed at Verruca.

	She stood up, looked out at the group, and waved slightly. “My name is Verruca. I am a hair and make-up artist, and as my mom already said, I am her daughter.”

	The group looked us over, some seeming puzzled. Maybe they were confused about how I could have a daughter Verruca’s age or because her hair and eye colors were different to mine. I have blue hair—normally blonde—green eyes, and light skin even though I am half Hispanic. Whereas Verruca has dark hair with purple ends, dark eyes, and medium-tanned skin. Being half-African American gave Verruca her darker hair, eyes, and skin tone. Other than that, we looked like twins.

	After a few minutes, Ryo got up. He nodded to me, then turned back to the group. “Hi, I am Ryo Kekoa.” His voice cracked and squeaked on the last part of his name, so he cleared his throat before speaking again. “I am twenty-five years old and a pilot for a private airline. My ohana, I mean my family, well, some of my family went into this program with me, but I am not sure if they are here.” He looked back at me and shrugged.

	Ryo was just about to sit back down when another male walked in. Ryo froze for a moment, then ran to the man and threw his arms around him. “Ronan! Oh my god, I am so glad you are here, brah. I don’t know what I would have done without you.”

	Ryo pulled out of the hug and looked the other man over to make sure he was whole.

	Ronan patted Ryo on the shoulder. “Lolo. I am fine. You’re embarrassing us, brah.” The guy chuckled.

	I waved at Ronan to come to the front and introduce himself. As the two approached side by side, I took in their features. Both were about six and a half feet tall with broad shoulders, dark hair, and similar features. Ronan had dark eyes, and Ryo was a little thicker around the waist, but they could pass as brothers. Ronan was well-toned with shorter hair than Ryo, and he had a red dragon tattoo that ran down his left shoulder to his rib cage. The details were easy to see since we had not been dressed in much when placed into the pods. Males wore only a pair of shorts, and females a sports bra and shorts. It didn’t leave much to the imagination. And looking at these two well-built, attractive men side by side had me imagining plenty of things.

	Ronan began speaking, and his voice snapped me out of my scrutiny. “Hi, I am Ronan. I’m Ryo’s older, smarter, and better-looking brother.” He looked at his little brother lovingly.

	Ryo elbowed Ronan in the ribs, and they laughed. I smiled at having guessed correctly about them being brothers.

	Ronan went on. “I am thirty-nine years old, and we are from Maui, Hawaii. I teach martial arts. We had more family that volunteered with us, and I’d like to find out if they are here.”

	The next man to stand was taller than Vega, probably closer to seven feet, with warm beige skin, short dark blond hair, and blue eyes. I didn’t see any tattoos. He looked to be around my age.

	“I’m Kilian Ryan. I am forty-one years old from Portland, Oregon, and I don’t know how I got here. The last thing I remember was being on assignment for the company I worked for.”

	Now my mind was racing. Did some of the people aboard not even sign up for the program? They might not take things very well. That was something I would have to watch out for.

	A female walked up to the front of the group. She was average height for a woman, thin, light skin, with brown hair and eyes.

	She cleared her throat, but her voice cracked when she tried to speak, so she cleared it again. “My name’s Juniper Lovelace, and I am twenty-five years old. I taught science to high school kids in San Antonio, Texas. I don’t know how I got wherever we are. This doesn’t look like a warehouse, and I would love to know what is going on.”

	Another male stood but didn’t move to the front. “Name’s Night Blue, forty years old. I am a Native American from a small town in New Mexico. As far as work goes, I was an airplane mechanic before I volunteered to do the Cryogenic sleep trials, and now I am here.”

	I looked him over as he stood staring at me. He appeared to be a bit over six and a half feet tall with shoulder-length black hair, very tanned skin, hazel eyes, and a well-toned body. He had several tribal-looking tattoos on his body, along with a crow on his left rib cage and a wolf on the right. When he turned to sit back down, I saw a tattoo of an eagle with its wings spread across his shoulders.

	The next man stood and walked to the front of the group. One corner of his mouth was turned up in a crooked smile like he was up to no good. As I scrutinized him, I thought to myself that he might be trouble. He stood a little over six feet with blond hair that hung just past his ears, brown eyes, tattoos everywhere, a short beard, and a warm honey complexion. He had his right eyebrow pierced and several piercings in his ears, none of which had jewelry in them. When he opened his mouth to speak, I could see a tongue ring.

	“I am Jax Kelean. I am thirty-five years old. I was a mechanic and specialized in motorcycles before I volunteered for the Cryogenic sleep trials. I am from Austin, Texas, where I was part of an MC. I’m an only child. The last of my family line.” The man looked down at his feet and took a deep breath before glancing at the group again, nodding, then returning to his seat.

	The last male stood up, looking very much out of his comfort zone. He stood at about six feet, with brown hair, green eyes, pale skin, medium build, and one tattoo of a treble cleft on his shoulder.

	He stood in place and began his introduction. “I am Cash Lee, thirty-three years old. I’m from Corpus Christi, Texas, and I taught music at a local high school. I am not sure where we are. Like Juniper mentioned, I was told I would wake up in a warehouse.”

	After Cash was done speaking, everyone started talking among themselves. I let it go on for a while because I had no idea how to start telling
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