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Prologue

 


Journal Entry – April, 2112

 


It’s been quite some time since my last
entry. At least a fortnight, if not a little more, by my reckoning.
Seems so many events occurred all at once, it’s hard to know where
to begin, but I shall endeavor to do my best.

Recently, it had come to my attention a new
“assistance house” was in the process of being built and new
portals were popping up around the valley. As curiosity garnered
the best of me and wouldn’t release its grip until I gave in, I
went to have a look at the construction site while my manservant,
Stansbury, stayed back at the lab.

Such a beautiful morning in the valley it
was. One of those rare days where the sky is a brilliant blue, not
a cloud in sight, and the temperature is most agreeable. For once
my mood matched the lovely day. I must admit, it has been rather
tough working in my lab with only Stansbury to assist me and no
other guild members to account for. He’s told me more times than I
wish to count how my dismal attitude complemented the usually
dreadful gray days. A handful of years ago I would not have
complained about such matters, all too happy to work alone and not
have to suffer others’ opinions. Now with the surge in demand for
more steam powered technology and all the portals needing exploring
and mapping, I would welcome the help. Having heard my prayers, I
am pleased to say lady fortune has come around and graced me.

Soon my Mum and Sis will arrive. My cousin,
Orion Goodheart, hailed me on the Short Wave from California and
said he’d be my eyes and ears and all else for me out there. I had
also touched base with my good friend, Jake Landry, which brings me
to the main point of this entry. Jake had met a fine gentleman
named Alexander Bloodworth—though what he wanted of me tarnished my
first impression of him—and the three of us went on a bit of an
adventure. The following is a recounting of their coming together
while on the spontaneous trip based upon what he and Alexander have
told me and from my own experiences.

I’m happy to say the gathering of
participants in my glorious guild has finally begun!

— Nicola “Lady Windsurfer”
Goodheart


Chapter
One

 


Alexander Bloodworth waved off the blackjack
dealer, quite satisfied with the hidden cards of the hand he’d been
dealt on the green felt table, and continued to keep his peripheral
observation on a woman. His professional appointment as a recruiter
for his tribe had taught him how to spot prime females. Ever since
she’d walked onto the construction site for his tribe’s next work
house, also known as an assistance house, in the foreign world,
he’d wanted what the Homo sapiens in this Earth’s dimension called
a Latina beauty.

The bit of skin poking out from her blouse
and skirt-like pants was the exact shade of light brown he kept
trying to achieve by enjoying the bright sun in the damnable
desert—at least when he obtained a moment of time to himself. Not
having the same hormones as his Earth contemporaries though, the
bloody star’s luminescence dried out his skin. Even so, he
continued to attempt a change in his body’s color.

The woman, whom he’d
overheard at the site, had introduced herself as Nicola Goodheart
to his fine Superintend
Man. She had a glorious head of
the shiniest black hair he’d ever laid his gaze upon. A human
constructor of buildings, who should have been toiling on the site
and not lollygagging near him, had called her a firecracker. He’d
pretended to know what the gentleman meant, figuring the comment
had to do with her confidence and no-nonsense way of discourse with
the Superintend
Man about what went on at the
work houses.

His recruiting occupation had him traveling
from his homeland, through portals or through space and around
wasteland worlds where hope happened to be low and desperation
high. It was his mission to find the perfect females to bring home
to Aurath to fill the brothels in his sector. Alexander loved what
he did for a living, but his father had had other ideas in mind for
his son’s career. The senior Mr. Bloodworth wanted his son to marry
the governor’s daughter of the Ceyem tribe they’d been warring with
for ages. The man actually figured if there was a union between the
Auraths and the Ceyems then the feuding would stop, and they’d have
an ally against other enemies. Alexander didn’t believe a marriage
between him and the spoiled blower who’d be his wife would end the
fighting. He’d heard rumors she wanted for nothing, was a braggart
of the worst kind, and lied as if her tongue were made of
silk—smooth and free flowing. He abhorred the thought of being
hammered for life to anyone, especially a woman. He wanted to
explore more worlds and enjoy the luscious bits and bobs of
whatever locale his adventures took him to.

For the right man though, he would
reconsider his goals. He’d leave his employment. He’d circumvent
the rules to have a non-political life partnership. He’d love to
see a naked man in his bed on his home world, watch as he sucked
his...

“Sir? Do you wish to continue to play?”

Alexander yanked his attention off his prey,
who pulled from a brass backpack a hand sized shiny brass box which
she fiddled with and spoke into, and back to the dealer. He looked
down at the line of stacked black, green, and purple wood chips.
He’d lost the last hand. “No, thank you, kind sir. I believe I will
just color up.” He pushed the piles toward the dealer.

He loved this twenty-second century city,
the one the humans called Las Vegas. At the traders, he could
exchange jewels for the currency of the people’s country. In the
casinos, he could change out the money for chips, play some games
and obtain even more of what they called cash. The ingenious
process made him smile, and from what he understood, the practice
had been occurring for at least two or three centuries. If he ever
decided to stay home and succeed his father as governor, he’d
implement the entertainment in his own world. He’d also change the
marriage laws and get hitched to a wonderful man. Alexander grinned
to himself.

“Your chips, sir.” The dealer slid three
orange chips in his direction.

Alexander swept up what
would be three thousand dollars once he made a trade for real
currency again. Not bad for an hour’s
worth of play. Made twenty-five hundred.
He pulled from his pocket a black chip he still had left over and
tossed it to the man behind the table. “That is for
you.”

The dealer’s eyes lit up. He bobbed his head
once, tapped it on the edge of the table then dropped it in a box
hanging on the side. “Thank you, sir. Come play again soon.”

With a nod, Alexander turned. Miss Goodheart
no longer sat at the bar.

Blast.

He scanned the area for the woman. The
throng of people in the low ceilinged casino inhibited him from
seeing where she could have gone off to or to pick up on her
scent.

Alexander wondered what it would be like to
not have to inhale the malodorous redolence of the humans’ world.
That was another tidbit he’d learned—humans’ sense of smell had
been bred away during the past century, starting not long before
the war began in twenty-twenty. Perhaps their loss was a
blessing.

Striding over to the cashier’s cage, he
calmed, realizing he’d see her again. Miss Goodheart didn’t strike
him as one who’d walk away from a challenge. He bet she would
return to the construction site and pester everyone there until she
gained the answers she sought. And when she came back, he’d be
waiting. There were quotas to fill after all.

In the meantime, he’d
entertain himself with a little fun. With a pocket full of Earth
currency, he could go shopping—buy more stylish clothes and
accessories, or stay in a lavish room and partake of his most
favorite hobby. As Earthlings put it, a
fling with an Earth man.

Wine him, dine him, a
quick fuck, and I’ll be good to go.

Sometimes he really hated the constraining
rules he had to live under in his home world, Aurath. He couldn’t
be matched with a mate he desired because he traveled all the time
and most likely wouldn’t be around, not to mention same sex
marriages were illegal. Plus, his father would not bend on his
aspiration to see his son betrothed to Litzy Mansel. Only when away
from the prying eyes of his father and associates could he partake
of another male’s affections. The situation happened to be terrible
for him, but one he had to live with for the time being.

So Alexander continued doing what he loved,
which also benefitted his tribe back home.

Due to Aurath’s lineage laws, men of his
species could not have intercourse with females outside of the
marital bed. It used to be if a male was not mated, sex could only
be with unfertile women of their kind who hired themselves out for
the act. This way there wasn’t a chance of their seed creating an
unwanted family tree branch. But as portals started opening and
their kind started mixing with others, they found the females of
other worlds were much better suited for the brothels. Sure they
had their issues settling into the new places and new roles, but
the women didn’t go around bemoaning the fact they couldn’t marry
and bear tribal children like the infertile women of the tribe
would.

At the cage, he slid his chips through the
slot at the bottom of the window. The attendant smiled and counted
out the gold hundred dollar coins. No staying in a run-down motel
and eating rations like he was supposed to do while on a mission.
This win would afford him a nice room overlooking the city and a
five star meal.

Maybe he wouldn’t reconsider his life
aspirations. After all, how could he give up the extravagant
lifestyle he’d created for himself?

Now to find a
man.

Alexander meandered out of
the casino and to the crowded pedestrian walk. Breathing deep, he
adjusted the white fedora on his head and the matching silk cravat
at his neck. He stuck a hand into the
inside pocket of his suit jacket, pulled out a long thin leather
strip, and used it to pull back his shoulder length
hair.

Since their world war, the humans had
reverted back to an older way of living in most sections of the
world, using stage coaches, steam locomotives, horses and the like
for travel, and going back to print mediums for education and
news.

But fortunately they hadn’t gone too far
back in their history when it came to clothing and some other
amenities.

That’s why he liked visiting Las Vegas and
enjoying what luxuries remained after the upheaval. Doing so was a
nice change from the way of life back home. On planet Earth, he
could explore his interests and life’s passions, forget about the
responsibilities he’d eventually have to face.

He took another deep breath and picked up a
faint scent.

The
woman.

Alexander headed in her direction.

****

Jake Landry entered the tallest casino left
in the gambling city, resituated the bag strap on his shoulder, and
headed toward the reception area in the lobby. The check-in section
seemed so opulent compared to his apartment back in Temecula. Cream
colored walls and ceiling were inlaid with gold. Big windows looked
out upon the greenery planted outside the entrance of the hotel.
The queue appeared to be over fifty people long. No matter. He had
all the time in the world now. Jake found the end of it and waited
within the roped off aisle with the others.

The
apartment. He shared the one bedroom money
pit with his boyfriend, Shawn. Not anymore, he reminded himself.
He’d have to find a new place to live when he returned to
California.

If I decide to go
back.

He swept a hand through his golden brown
hair finding the ends of it were curling around near the collar of
his shirt. He’d have to get a haircut as soon as possible. A moment
after that thought fled his mind he remembered he wasn’t required
to keep his hair short anymore. It’s why his commander didn’t ride
him about his hair for the last several weeks of his military
term.

As people lined up behind him, those in
front moved forward. Minutes later, he stood at the counter. Across
from him was a woman with pale skin and ink black hair. He wondered
when the last time was she’d seen the sun. How many hours a day did
she have to work to be so pale?

“Reservation name or number, please.” Her
flat voice spoke volumes on how thrilled she seemed to be with her
job.

“Jake Landry.”

Her fingers tapped on the keys of her
computer. “No reservation under that name.” She shifted her body
and looked around him. “Next!”

Jake snapped his fingers. “No. No next.” He
turned and held up a hand at the family pressing forward to take
his spot. “I’m not done.” Looking back at the unhappy customer
service representative, he said, “That’s not possible. I booked the
room months ago when I found out about my ETS. Maybe I did it under
my full name. Check under Captain Jacob Landry.”

She huffed then tapped the keys again. “Ah
yes, Captain Jacob Landry and Shawn Frisco checked in last
night.”

Peeved, Jake wanted to
growl. He’d forgotten to take his ex-boyfriend off the reservation
when they ended their partnership a couple months ago. Shawn had
come out here and poached his room. Obviously with a new boyfriend, too. The
ass. What a jerk, coming here hours before
he was supposed to show. Shawn couldn’t even do the decent thing
and stay away? And he came here with his new man-whore? Shawn
probably thought he’d re-up again and never find out about the room
or the guy he’d started seeing on the side before they’d ended
things.

“Sir?” The woman stared at him with a blank
face.

Shawn’s actions made Jake so mad he could
spit. “Are there any rooms available here?”

Once more she clicked over the keyboard.
“Yes, we have a suite with a view of the canopy over the walk.”

“How much?” He hoped it wasn’t too
expensive. He only had a finite amount of chink on him.

“Five hundred and fifty a night.”

Oh, boy. Too rich for my
blood. Then Jake remembered. A wide grin
stretched across his face. He had a chink card in his name in his
possession, but it connected to Shawn’s account. He’d never seen a
statement. Shawn always replenished the account since Jake was
constantly on tour somewhere else. He’d bet anything Shawn forgot
he had a chink card and hadn’t canceled the account yet.

Just like I’d forgotten to
cancel the room.

No matter. The day is
looking up. I’ll get lost in the city for a while. Rack up
expenditures on Shawn’s dime. Have myself a good
time.

“Fine. I’ll take it.” He pulled out the card
Shawn paid for and slapped it on the counter. “You only live
once.”

“Excuse me?”

“Nothing. Just put the room on the chink
card.”

“For how long, sir?”

Good question. How long did he want to be in
town? He’d need time to party, to find his friend, to forget about
the sights he’d seen while in the military, and to rack up the
credit card. The hotel and city were big enough that he shouldn’t
run into the dicks. “Let’s do it for a week to start.”

“Thank you.” She entered what she needed to,
stepped away to another machine then returned with a tiny folder
and the card key. “You’re in 24-501. Enjoy your stay. Next!”

He moved away and let a different family
advance on the overworked woman.

His cell phone rang. He didn’t know why he
kept the contraption when most of the time it didn’t work. Guess
that was another perk of being in a big city. Las Vegas had
continued being a viable metropolis for the state and country. The
infrastructure still supported a fraction of the pre-war society
due to being run on hydropower. After the war, the drought
reversed, and with the snow caps melting and flowing into the
Colorado River, there was certainly enough water to go through the
dam and spin the
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