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Alisa Davis, current NASA
employee and unapologetic geek, loves all things space-related.
She’s explored countless galaxies through movies, books, and
television shows. When she stumbles across a Fantasy Island ad, she
knows it’s the opportunity she’s waited a lifetime to experience.
For the first time in her life, she’ll ‘boldly go where no man has gone before,’ just like the crew of her favorite television series.
Because Fantasy Island specializes in romantic fantasies, she adds
an extra request: marriage to her dream man. A man not intimidated
by her brain or freaked out by her laugh. But what happens when
Fantasy Island goofs her fantasy?
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Dear Fantasy Island,

 


My name is Alisa Davis. I’ve been enthralled
with space, the galaxy, and anything to do with the stars since
early childhood when my father gave me a telescope for Christmas.
An avid reader and movie watcher, I’ve seen every space television
program—fictional or otherwise. My favorite is Star Trek, the
series and movies, both old and new. Shy by nature, I’ve spent
countless hours fantasizing what it would be like to be one of the
crew members of the Starship Enterprise, Voyager, or to live on
Deep Space Nine. Traveling into space, seeing distant galaxies, or
visiting other planets—this is the substance of my dreams.

In my everyday life, I’m a scientist for
NASA who calculates launch sequences and charts courses for rockets
and probes. It’s the closest I’ll probably ever get to traveling
into space. That’s where you come in. I want to go into space and
work on a starship that visits strange new planets.

Because you’re in the business of granting
romance fantasies, I’ll add an extra element I’d never dare confess
to anyone else. In my fantasy, I want to be married to the man of
my dreams. I’d like my husband to be someone who loves me and
accepts me as I am—geeky intelligence, personality quirks, and all.
Someone who isn’t intimidated by my brain or weirded out by my
laugh.

To the outside world, I present the cool
confidence of a highly intelligent woman who doesn’t have time for
foolishness or small talk. The truth is, I find casual conversation
awkward, having never learned the hang of it. As you can imagine,
this makes dating an extremely limited and unsatisfactory
experience. The few men I’ve been involved with have been nerds
like me.

This brings me to the third element of my
fantasy. My husband should be a fantastic lover capable of
overcoming my timidity and rocking my world. If you can give me
this, the fantasy you create would truly be priceless.

Hope to hear from you soon,

 


Alisa


Chapter One


“You want me to go in there?” Alisa Davis
eyed the small, dark opening.

“Yes, miss,” her Fantasy Island guide said,
his tone very reassuring.

“Carrying only this flashlight and wearing
this?” she asked, needing clarification.

“This” was a Federation Officer’s uniform,
reminiscent of the ones worn by Lieutenant Uhura in the original
Star Trek series. Only Fantasy Island had taken the liberty of
shortening the sleeves and lowering the neckline until she thought
her breasts would pop out. The V-necked collar dipped low and the
miniskirt rode high, revealing a lot of brown skin. If she bent over or reached up for anything, Alisa was sure
she’d be fined for indecent exposure.

She could hear her
grandmother’s voice, with the Carolina thick in her accent,
scolding her from beyond the grave. “Alisa
Mary Davis! What is that disgrace you’re wearing? I ain’t
never.”

Why hadn’t they given her the one-piece,
unisex, military-styled jumpsuit worn by most characters in modern
space television show series and movies? The one that was form
fitting but covered her from neck-to-feet.

“You only have to go a few steps inside,” he
said, waiting patiently for her to make up her mind.

Alisa took a few hesitant steps towards the
dark cave. Should she tell him she was claustrophobic and small,
dark spaces frightened her? The star-studded midnight of outer
space was no issue because it was wide open. No one had said
anything about pitch-black caves.

She glanced over her shoulder to find the
man smiling encouragingly at her. “Just a few steps, you said?”

“That’s all. Nothing to be concerned about,”
he said.

“Okay.” Alisa nervously made her way into
the cave, holding onto her flashlight for dear life. She counted
off her steps. “One, two, three.” If a couple was two, then a few
steps would be three. Alisa took one more in case her definition of
a few differed from Fantasy Island’s and turned to face the cave’s
entrance.

It was gone, vanished, disappeared.

She nervously licked at her lips and gave
the surrounding cavern a troubled look. “Oh man, Houston, do we
have a problem.” Fear froze her feet to the stone floor. “Hello? Is
anyone here?” Only her echoing voice answered. “That’s just
great.”

No one would be coming to rescue her. Alisa
had no choice but to continue walking and see where the path led.
The bright beam of the flashlight bounced dizzyingly off the
ceiling and walls as she forced herself forward.

Alisa and the outdoors had never mixed. It
wasn’t that she was prissy. As a scientist who was more comfortable
in controlled, sterile environments, she didn’t have the
constitution for roughing it. Pull her out of her comfort zone and
she immediately became the World’s Biggest Klutz. In high school,
she’d won the superlative, “Most Clumsy.”

True to her nature, Alisa immediately
tripped and stumbled into the stone wall. The sharp rocks tore a
rip in the thin material of the costume, leaving a section of her
stomach exposed, scraped, and bloody. “Ouch!”

The path branched off into three different
directions. With a mental shrug and prayer she’d made the right
choice, she picked the middle one and continued walking. There were
several more twists and turns. After about five minutes of
unrelenting darkness, except for the beam of her flashlight, Alisa
paused. Resting a hand against the wall, she tried to pretend she
was in space, not a dark, scary cave.

The stars and the way they operated made for
a lovely, mathematical dream. One she could observe from the
comfort of her office window. Whether it was at her desk or in the
optical telescope station, Alisa had been more than safe in the
national space program. The most she ever had to worry about was
losing a multibillion-dollar probe inside of a black hole if she
miscalculated the launch equation.

“You wanted adventure,” she reminded
herself. “You wanted to break out of your bubble and take a
risk.”

After cashing in on some of her patented
designs, Alisa had decided it was time to step out of her
metaphorical box. She’d written a scary but thrilling letter to
Fantasy Island outlining her fantasy, but she hadn’t thought one of
the risks she would be taking involved getting lost in a cave on
Earth! She had to find her way out of here and fast. She didn’t
want to end up being a skeleton extra for the next person’s pirate
fantasy.

Panic reared its head again as she
calculated the statistical likelihood of that scenario becoming
reality. Leave it to her to get lost the minute nature was
introduced. Talking aloud in an effort to keep calm, she said,
“Sixty-three percent if I turn around now and try to retrace my
steps. A whopping ninety-seven percent if I press forward…”

Despite her best efforts, she glanced around
with a growing sense of trepidation. In the dark, everything looked
the same. Alisa shook her head, making her braids dance around her
nearly bare shoulders.

“I am not getting stuck in this rock tomb.
Turning around now.” She pushed her glasses back in place. With one
hand on the wall as a guide, Alisa hurried down the path, guessing
which twists and turns she had taken earlier. “It was a left here,
right? Err, so that means I turn right? Oh crap, I don’t
remember!”

To make matters worse, her echoing footsteps
played tricks on her ears. She could have sworn she was alone, but
the steps didn’t match. Was there someone else in here?
“Hello?”

“Alisa?” A deep voice boomed down tunnel.
She held her breath and heard the footsteps once again, growing
louder by the second, coming in her direction. “Alisa, are you
there?”

Relief flooded her. Oh, thank God. Fantasy
Island had sent someone to help. She pulled at her ruined costume
and started towards the voice. The heels of her boots clopped
against the stone as she hurried forward. “Yes! Yes! I’m here. Help
me, please!”

“Roger, wilco. I am on my way.”

The concern in that
masculine voice had her running faster. Someone had noticed she’d
gotten lost. “Where are you?” In her haste, she paid no attention
to her footing and tripped. “AH!”  

She flailed wildly in an attempt to catch
herself, but accidentally whacked herself upside the head with the
heavy flashlight. Her glasses flew off her face from the impact.
Pain caused her to loosen her grip. The flashlight tumbled out of
her hand and rolled a distance away. Alisa landed with a thud onto
one knee, overbalanced, and fell forehead first on the hard ground.
Stars filled her vision and left her with a horrible bout of
vertigo.

“Ow…” Alisa moaned as she rolled onto her
back. Ms. Clutz had struck again. What had she tripped on this
time? The flashlight must have either flipped off when it landed,
or the impact must have broken it because it was pitch black. Where
were her glasses?  

“Alisa? Alisa, answer me.” The voice from
earlier called to her, the tone even but urgent. It sounded farther
away. Was her rescuer going in the wrong direction?

She spit dirt out of her mouth and tried to
sit up, but winced when she placed weight on her wrist. This cave
was going to be the death of
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