
Please carefully review your Digital Proof download for formatting, 
grammar, and design issues that may need to be corrected.

We recommend that you review your book three times, with each time 
focusing on a different aspect.

Once you are satisfied with your review, you can approve your proof 
and move forward to the next step in the publishing process.

To print this proof we recommend that you scale the PDF to fit the size 
of your printer paper. 

Check the format, including headers, footers, page 
numbers, spacing, table of contents, and index.

Review any images or graphics and captions if applicable.

Read the book for grammatical errors and typos.

1
2
3

Digital Proofer

Strange Little Man
Authored by Jeremy Ray Lahey

6.0" x 9.0" (15.24 x 22.86 cm)
Black & White on White paper
476 pages

ISBN-13: 9781979325707
ISBN-10: 1979325707

 1 

Chapter One 

 

 It is five o’clock in the morning and I awaken to the 

sound of these damn dogs barking, it is the same every day, 

some people have no control over their pests. Why are they 

even outside? What is the point of owning a dog if you just 

leave him outside to bark at five am to wake up your 

neighbors? The day is already shit, the rain seems like it 

has been falling since who knows when. Besides the 

annoying dogs, the earlier risers are slamming shut their car 

doors, further adding to the chaos of this neighborhood. I 

try to go back to sleep but I feel restless and sleep has gone 

away into the distance. Work starts at 9 am; I suppose I 

now have time to do a few mundane things before I get in 

the shower. My wife lies in bed with her plump ass peeking 

out of the covers, god I wish she only knew the thoughts I 

had about it. I guess I can go smoke a cigarette and fuck 

around on the internet for a while before I actually have to 
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do anything that matters. The bedroom is small, but we 

somehow managed to fit a king size bed in it. The space we 

have to walk is minimal, if we open the wood sliding closet 

doors, they almost touch the bed. To think we pay $1200 a 

month for this shithole. Beside the television stand there is 

a pile of dirty clothes, I reach into it to find a t-shirt that 

does not smell too bad so that I can stay a little warm. 

When I reach to open the door, I feel something wet and 

mushy on my bare feet, fucking dog shit, go figure. I am 

not ready for a shower so I will just wash my feet off real 

quick and get on with my plans. I walk the two feet it takes 

to get to the bathroom and start running the water and wait 

for it to get warm. I try to be as quiet as possible but I am 

not sure why.  

The online news claims that there are more police 

brutality cases occurring within cities in the U.S. and this 

article has comments written underneath of it. Foresight 

tells me not to read the comments, but my addiction to 
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negativity controls my choice. It seems as though the 

people who commented are both in support of police 

brutality and against it. The story claims that a black man 

robbed a liquor store and was then shot by police officers 

while he had his hands up. They also claim that the police 

thought he was going for a gun. I am not a police officer so 

I find it hard to judge the event objectively. It seems these 

comments are all subjective and they are filled with hate, 

now I am kind of feeling that hate too, not towards 

anything in particular, just this screwed up world. You 

know what, fuck em, fuck em all.  

The computer sits on top of an old school desk, the 

wood is not of high quality and the surface has junk all over 

it. Beer cans from three nights ago sit as though they want 

you to remember the night before as being fun. Ashes from 

cigarettes long ago smoked lie sporadically in all places 

surrounding the desk. Cleanliness is time consuming and in 

this world where time is luxury, it is a task often 
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overlooked. Bright notepads with meaningless scribbles on 

them sit close to the ashes and further add to the 

materialistic meaningless that is life. Coffee is not a drink 

that I find pleasing so I pull the tab on my oversize caffeine 

soda and drink it to try to compensate for my lack of sleep. 

It tastes amazing but if I do not soon eat something, I will 

begin to shake. Why do we do this to ourselves? Continue 

to consume horrible products and exposure our bodies to 

things that will likely cause our death. It is now 7 am and 

time to leave for work, god I hope it is a good day.  

The death box on wheels is small yet very too large 

for only one person. It is the ugliest color of all the colors 

on the spectrum but I suppose some designer found it 

appealing. Sunset orange is the name and it in no way 

reminds me of any sunset I have ever seen. The doors 

squeal when I open them as though they are sentient and 

feel pain at my readjusting their configuration. I have to 

jump into the seat as throw my backpack into the passenger 
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seat because the car sits too low for any normal human to 

be seated properly. Starting the car is easy, but I forgot to 

turn the radio down the last time I drove and I might have 

waken the neighbors. Music can only be appreciated at the 

loudest extreme, however, at 7am, not even I found that 

pleasing. The beige seats lend themselves easily to stains, 

so being that the car is sixteen years old, the interior can 

now be described as beige and black. Wood grain lines the 

accents of the dashboard and I cannot choose whether it is 

eloquent or just tacky in this particular vehicle. The car is a 

two-door coupe and has two windows that are supposed to 

roll down. One window is completely stuck up (better than 

down I suppose), and the other often times will be stuck 

either up or down. When my driver window is stuck in any 

certain position, slamming the door and turning the car off 

and on will usually get it going again. I exit the driveway in 

my piece of shit car and head to work on a drive I know 

will make me angry. 
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Of course, the drive makes me angry. The first 

instance occurred when someone almost did not stop at the 

stop sign directly outside of my neighborhood. The sign is 

not hidden so I do not understand the abrupt realization that 

stopping was a required task at this location. I shrugged it 

off, knowing how horrible people tend to drive, at least he 

stopped. The next anger-inducing incident occurred when I 

was driving fifty miles an hour in a forty mile an hour 

speed zone and had a vehicle tailing me at about six yards 

from my bumper. I hate when I am tailgated and even more 

so when I am speeding. Eventually that car turned off at an 

intersection and I was free again. When I got closer to my 

job in the downtown area is when I really just became 

enraged. Turn signals are nonexistent in the city, merely an 

inconvenience to the selfish businesspersons that work in 

the large offices of the city. I got cut off numerous times 

and almost hit someone who stopped abruptly with no 

warning. Finally, when I got into the parking lot at work, 
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there was only one space left and some asshole had taken 

up most of it in their compact car. Being a passive 

aggressive driver, I decide to get my driver door as close as 

possible to their over the line park job. I felt a little better, 

but in the end, I suffered more than they did because I 

could barely open my door.  Work is worse than my drive 

could ever be, so now I am already stressed before I can 

even start the most stressful event of the day.  

The building where I work is a larger office 

complex and it is a banking firm. The office workers are 

quite stuck up and view janitorial work as under them, thus 

they treat me as such. Since they do not have to worry 

about cleaning their work areas, they tend to leave it rather 

dirty. I have to wear a full uniform when I clean, as to 

distinguish myself from the higher ups. We janitors also 

have an office, but it is shared and is more of a storage 

closet for our supplies. When I got into the office, I 

changed in to my navy blue coveralls and started to fill up 
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my mop bucket. The mop heads hung on hooks and there 

were three clean ones ready for use. I grabbed one and put 

on my mop. I almost forgot to clock in, which would have 

been a shame, so I punch the timesheet and begin my shift. 

Nothing unusual occurred today while working, the office 

employees were rude but that is expected. The day is over, 

thank God. When I exited the large building and started 

towards my car someone approached me. 

“Mr. Atwood!” said a short man who was dressed in 

a black suit with a black tie and had thick round glasses on. 

His hair was greasy and slicked back, he reminded of a car 

salesman. His pale complexion was evidence that he had 

never been tan in his life. He was a person superior to that 

of me. I responded, “Who are you?” 

“Yes, I do realize that you are unaware of who I am, 

but I know you very well, probably better than you even 

know yourself. I am Gerard Andruzzi and I have been sent 
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here to warn you of some very unfortunate events that are 

going to occur in your life very soon.” 

This man claims to know me and not only know 

me, know me better than I know myself, what nerves. I was 

curious about his knowledge of these “unfortunate events”, 

but being skeptical about any supernatural and knowing 

how full the world is of mad people, I did not want to hear 

him. “Well sir, if you will excuse me I have worked all day 

and am quite tired, whatever these events are, I am sure 

they will occur even if I am unaware of their details, I must 

be going.” 

“Very well sir, but if your circumstances become 

unbearable I will visit you again.” Once he said that he 

began to walk away. I am just a janitor and I do not live an 

extravagant life, why would anyone care what events befall 

me? I got in my car and headed to home. The drive home 

was not as chaotic.  
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“Benji, what is your attitude for?” Eleanor was 

already pestering me about my attitude and I had barely just 

walked in the door. “I do not have an attitude, I have not 

even said a word.” I needed a cigarette already so I went to 

smoke. 

Eleanor was beautiful; we have been together for 

fifteen years and married for five of those. She had long 

blond hair and her face was truly brought out by it. Her 

body had curves and not the kind that fat women try to 

claim they have, she had true beautiful curves, the kind that 

men like to seek out. She was beautiful and cared deeply 

about other people, however, her mind was very much 

closed and this troubled me more often than it should have. 

Eleanor had perfect teeth and when she smiled they made 

her all that more pretty. Blue eyes and blond hair, the 

perfect woman. My favorite part of her body was likely her 

more sexual parts; she had a round posterior that was all 

muscle and her thickness made the rest of her body 
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conform to hit. She also had very perky large breasts, what 

man would not love a woman who had these attributes? 

The problem with seeking love based on physical attraction 

when you are sixteen is that the physical parts are not 

permanent but personality is, I found this out the hard way. 

“Benji, you continue to worry about too many 

things that do not really affect you and you too often try to 

involve me in conversations that have no meaning.” She 

continued to drive my already bad mood further in to the 

ground. “But, I just have all these thoughts in my head and 

seeing as how you are the only friend I have, I would love 

to discuss them with you, but you do not know how to 

listen.” I tried to reason, but reason is out of her realm of 

acceptable conversation. I figured I would mark up yet 

another loss and change the subject. “Eleanor, you will 

never guess what happened to me today.” I told her and she 

perked up, gossip, of course she would talk about gossip. 
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“What happened?” she seemed too excited to hear 

some bad news about some bad thing. 

“This man came up to me and told me that he was 

sent to warn me about some unfortunate events that would 

occur very soon in my life.” She was very superstitious so 

she probably figured that I had inquired about this man’s 

foresight.  

“Oh no”, she exclaimed, “what events did he say 

would happen, are you going to die?” 

“I did not inquire about what events he knew of, no 

one can see the future, and don’t you know that that 

psychic stuff is bullshit?” 

Eleanor seemed offended, “Psychics are real, on TV 

there is a lady who can tell the audience what is going to 

happen to them and she is usually right. Besides, even if it 

is not real, is it not exciting to know what the future might 

hold?” 
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“Yes, the future is an amazing subject to ponder 

upon, however, I do not believe that any man or woman 

can know what that future is like with certainty, therefore 

psychics are horrible people spreading horrible lies.” I was 

starting to become angered at her ignorance. 

“Oh, Benji, do you not know how to have fun, what 

is so bad about a psychic telling people what they want to 

hear?” Of course, she thinks it elementary to be offended 

by psychics and their “good deeds”. 

“People believe psychics are real, that in of itself is 

horrible, but the fact that these psychics prey upon ignorant 

people and in turn these ignorant people continue being 

ignorant is a horrible idea. It is morally wrong to take 

advantage of people and that is the only skill these psychics 

possess.” My rage had peeked and the conversation was 

causal, however, I could not let her continue to believe that 

any physic was innocent.  
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“Well anyways, who was this man who claimed to 

know what events lie ahead of you?” 

“He said his name was Gerard Andruzzi and said he 

was sent to me but not by whom.” 

She seemed to once again get excited in the 

direction this conversation was once again heading. “That 

is truly mad. How could anyone know what your future 

will be like?” 

She missed the irony of her statement, but further 

proved why my reasoning never gets through to her, a 

beautiful but stupid person. “Exactly,” I said, “That is why 

I did not stay around long enough to hear what he had to 

say. He did know my name, which is odd because I never 

told him it.”  

“Maybe he really did know your future; you should 

have heard what he had to say.” I wonder if she were in my 

position, if she would have stayed to listen or been 
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frightened away by a weird man claiming to know her. I 

very well doubt she would have. It was nearing six o’clock 

and my stomach began to rumble, Eleanor was an amazing 

cook, but we had both had a long day and did not feel like 

cooking. 

The entire drive to the restaurant, Eleanor pestered 

me about the mysterious man and pondered upon what it 

was that he knew. I could care less because this man was 

obviously insane and no predictions of the future are ever 

true, especially from a man I did not even know.  

We have made this drive so often, that we do it with 

the minimal amount of consciousness. We get on the busy 

main road and drive over the interstate, up a hill and the 

restaurant is on the right. The food is cheap and usually 

bland but hunger is satisfied no matter the flavor. Inside the 

restaurant, there were many people but what was odd this 

time was that I knew them all. I live in the suburbs of a 

large city with all my acquaintances confined to this 
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specific region by birth. It was not supernatural that chance 

had brought all the people I knew into this one location that 

offered cheap burritos and even cheaper service, but it was 

highly unusual.  

Malachi Wagner and Kyran Sasaki were sitting at 

one of the high tables having what appeared to be an 

engaging conversation. Malachi stood about six foot two 

and was an overwhelming man. Malachi had tattoos 

covering his arms, making him that more intimidating. He 

had gauged piercings in his ears and he looked like a man 

that one might chose to leave be. Kyran was a man of 

similar stature to that of my own. He had the military fade 

haircut (even though he never served in the military it was 

a fad among people our age) and had but one tattoo: A 

cross on his upper arm that was colored in black tattoo ink, 

it was not visible today, but I know he has it because I was 

with him when he got it done. A religious man he was not 

and it was not a tribute to anyone in particular so I suppose 
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he just got it because it likes the aesthetics of crosses, 

tattoos are personal, and I should not expect to understand 

the reason. These people were my best friends from high 

school; we had caused a lot of trouble together and have 

recently spent zero time with one another. This is why it 

was so odd that I should find these two together in the one 

place that Eleanor and I spontaneously chose to eat at 

tonight.  

Sitting with Malachi and Kyran were two beautiful 

women. One was a short brown-haired woman and she 

wore a dress that was white with yellow flowers. She 

allowed her cleavage to be clearly visible and it was 

definitely attractive, eye contact was null when looking at 

her. She wore glasses and had blue eyes underneath them. 

The other woman, obviously with Kyran, looked like she 

was once attractive but one could immediately tell that life 

had not been very kind to her. She had a beautiful face but 

it was hidden underneath scares from acne that once rested 
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there. Her hair was black and it seemed as though if one 

were to run their hands through it and then look at their 

hand, it would be covered in her black hair. She wore blue 

jeans with holes in them and a very tight t-shirt that showed 

her stomach. Her stomach was attractive, it looked soft, and 

she had her belly button pierced. Eleanor and I decided to 

be seated with them and strike up a conversation about the 

past few years we had be away from one another. 

When we were in about the 8th grade Kyran and I 

met through one of our mutual friends. Kyran was more 

popular than I was so he was my ticket to reaching a social 

standing in middle school that I could not obtain on my 

own. School became a much better place, but I still had the 

occasional bully. Malachi, I met in my sophomore year of 

high school when I got into the wrong crowd of people. We 

partied every night and did many drugs. Life remained this 

way until we were all about 21. We split up and it has been 

about ten years since we have all been together. It was very 
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odd that we should all meet here after so long, in this shitty 

restaurant.  

We quickly caught up with one another and began 

to all eat our meals. The restaurant was small; there were 

about ten small tables with four chairs at each. At the 

counter, there was a cash register and enough room next to 

it to lay a tray of food on. The cashier was rude but that 

was to be expected at these sorts of establishments.  

Malachi talked about how he had been working in 

the steel industry for the past six years and how much he 

enjoyed that kind of work. I am a small built man so that 

kind of work to me is unappealing. Given Malachi’s 

stature, I am sure it is less of a concern. Malachi introduced 

us to his fiancé.  

“This is Octavia Goddard, we met one night in a 

night club. Octavia was on the dance floor and it appeared 

as though a spotlight landed on her and made her the only 
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one in the club. I checked my nerves and approached her, 

her eyes caught mine and they spoke to me. I could tell 

immediately that Octavia was the one, so now we are 

engaged to be married,” Malachi spoke with much 

enthusiasm. He had never had much luck with relationships 

and I was happy to see something finally working out for 

him. 

“She is very pretty,” I meant this as honest as I 

could be. I was always attracted to almost every woman I 

ever met that had some sort of beauty. Malachi’s fiancé 

was no exception. In fact, if Malachi was to be caught off 

guard and Octavia was willing, I would have her if only 

shortly. Yes, I am a dirty man, but it is the cause of my 

genetics. I had to quickly move past this thought as I was 

slipping away from the conversation. 

Kyran finished chewing his greasy taco for a 

moment so he could speak. “This is my girlfriend, Amelia; 

I met her on a trip to New York City. She was doing hard 
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labor and I visited her place of work by chance. I could see 

that she deserved so much more out of life so I asked her to 

come away with me. The feeling must have been mutual 

because she agreed without any hesitation.” Kyran tended 

to always sugarcoat the makeup of events in his life. The 

appearance of Amelia suggested something more than hard 

labor, but I was in no position to question what kind of 

work she actually did in New York. If that is in fact the 

place where they had met. 

 “Amelia is definitely a keeper Kyran.” I told Kyran 

this with zero honesty. Kyran liked to lie about his life; I 

liked to lie about his life. Amelia appeared to be the type of 

woman who would be loyal to any man that showed her 

that he could provide for her.  

 “Kyran, tell me more about how you two met, if 

you would be so kind.” I asked because I was bored, I did 

not much care for their story. Kyran told me that he 

traveled to New York to see family and for business. He 
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told me that while walking through the Bronx he came 

about Amelia, standing outside on a rainy night looking 

like she needed someone. The part that Kryan left out, but 

implied, was that Amelia needed someone who could pay 

her for her company. Kyran then explained how she 

accompanied him to his hotel in Queens and that after that 

night they were in love. What I suppose really happened 

was that Kyran told her he could give her a better life, as I 

am sure most Johns do, but for some reason, Amelia 

actually believed Kyran. It’s really none of my business 

how they met or who she is, I just hope they are and remain 

happy.  

 We all finished up our small talk and catching up, 

put the rest of our food in the trash and were about to leave 

this fine taco establishment when the floors began to shake. 

The pictures on the walls fell to the ground and busted, 

making an oddly satisfying sound, the sound of coming 

chaos. Tables and chairs overturned, crashing to the ground 
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making pinging sounds, adding to the symphony of chaos. 

Time seemed to slow and seconds felt like hours. In slow 

motion the door to the restaurant opened and in came the 

man who knew my fate, Mr. Andruzzi. He seemed scared 

but at the same time heroic. This brave man came from 

wherever he came from, in this catastrophe just to see to it 

that I survive. I did not know this as fact, but I had just 

assumed it based on the coincidence that he was also here. 

Mr. Andruzzi called out to me, “ Benji, take this, it will 

help you and everyone around you survive.”  

 Before I could comprehend what he was speaking 

of, he tossed me a small chrome cylinder with blue 

L.E.D’s. It had red buttons on the side of it, but there were 

too many to chose the correct one. I looked back at Mr. 

Andruzzi with confusion and he mouthed the words “it 

does not matter which button,” before he disappeared in a 

loud flash and fog. Now I sit here in this building that will 

soon be rubble with a device from a man claiming to be 
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from the future. This device can supposedly save all of us 

and all I have to do is push a button. Well, here goes 

nothing. 

 I pushed the button and nothing happened. The 

walls continued to crumble and a roaring fire was coming 

towards the restaurant. All my old acquaintances and new 

ones were scared. This was a life or death situation and I 

had total control over it. Did I have total control over it or 

did this future man just give me some device that does not 

work. Is he really from the future? Before I could wonder 

too long, the device made a rumbling noise that was only 

slightly different than the chaotic rumble of the worlds end. 

There was a swooshing noise and all of the sudden I found 

everyone in the restaurant inside of a large clear bubble. It 

glowed blue and I am sure we were all more scared now 

within this alien device than we ever where in our not 

unusual but ending world. I called out to Eleanor, even 
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though she was right next to me I yelled for her, “Eleanor, 

are you okay?” 

“Yes Benji, I am okay. I am scared though, what is 

happening?” I could tell she was scared. Fifteen years with 

any person allows one to read all of their emotions from the 

exterior. Eleanor’s eyes were red and her tears were 

building up. She held onto me tightly as she allows does in 

unknown situations. I could feel the goose bumps rising on 

her soft skin and her small blonde arm hairs poked my 

elbow. Her voice was not trembling, but her body was. I 

knew I would have to save us all and comfort my wife. 

“It feels like the world is ending, but we cannot say that 

exactly as we only know that the location we are currently 

in is experiencing the situation. This bubble could possibly 

be some top-secret type of device or it could really be from 

the future. It is hard to tell which is the better hypothesis. I 

am sure everything will turn out alright Eleanor, do not 

worry.” I tried to soothe her but I could tell my words did 
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little. I called out to Kyran and Malachi. “Malachi, Kyran, 

are you guys doing alright?” 

 “Benji, I am not sure how it is that we are in this 

bubble watching the world outside of it crumble quickly, 

but I am glad that we are alive. If it were not for this device 

we might all be dead. The restaurant is now non-existent 

and if we were still in it how we were those large ceiling 

pieces would have surely crushed us. How are you doing 

Kyran?” Malachi was always so confident in dire straits. 

He appeared calm but it was hard to tell what he really felt. 

Malachi, being a masculine male, never let fear reside on 

his face.  

 “I would say that I am doing well. Amelia is also 

doing well. What should we expect to happen next, benji?” 

 I am not sure why I became the authority on this 

mysterious bubble, but for some reason it was assumed that 

I knew it. I could feel a faint sense that I did know it, but it 
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was so faint that it was a thought quickly lost. I told my 

friends the obvious answer, “I have no fucking clue.” 

 Amelia, Octavia, and Eleanor seemed to gravitate 

towards each other as the genders tend to do. Our time in 

the bubble seemed to last forever, so we made the best of it.  

 “What do you figure will happen once we are 

rescued from this catastrophe”, Amelia asked Octavia and 

Eleanor as though she thought this was just a normal event. 

“I am sure we will be on the news and for a day we will be 

known as the famous survivors. This here is more severe 

than some car accident and it is stranger than a random 

house fire. There are probably already news trucks lined up 

outside waiting to interview us.” Amelia pushed her black 

hair off of her forehead, smiled, and winked as though she 

had achieved something by surviving this event.  
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 “Well, I think it will be great to just survive this, I 

am not really camera ready.” Octavia said bashfully, but 

her eyes said she was excited.  

 “This is all nonsense, we have yet to survive and 

they are already out there waiting for us. They can sense 

blood. The media are predators, waiting for their prey to be 

damaged by something larger then themselves, then 

swooping down and taking advantage of them. Vultures, 

the media are.” I was surprised to hear this intelligent 

thought coming out of Eleanor’s mouth. She had never 

appeared more beautiful to me. If I did not have to save 

lives, I would take her right there, in front of everyone. 

 Right as I felt we were all becoming closer to one 

another a large flash and bang occurred. I was blinded and 

could not feel anyone next to me. The sound was deafening 

and the light was blinding. The bubble had disappeared and 

the only thing that now existed was whiteness. The white 

was bright and it felt hollow. It seemed to go on infinitely. I 
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called for Eleanor, no answer. I then called for Malachi and 

Kyran, nothing. “Octavia! Amelia!” There was nothing. I 

felt the white ground vibrate and heard a sound similar to 

the a humming bass of a speaker. The whiteness began to 

flicker to blackness, back and forth like a strobe. 

 I saw a tall figure in the distant, also black so that it 

would disappear for a second during the blackness. With 

each flash of whiteness it appeared closer. I was now more 

scared than I have ever been in my life. I could feel my 

heart beating rapidly and my breathing was heavy. It was 

cold wherever I was, but I was sweating. I wondered if I 

had died and went to hell, surely heaven would not be like 

this. Eventually the figure stood in front of me. It was 

Gerard.  

 “Benji Atwood, you have made it. We have saved 

your life so as you can continue your destiny.” He said this 

as though it was the highest accomplishment of his life. 

“You will now proceed to see through to the end.” 
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 “But sir, what has come of my wife, my friends? 

Are they all right, have they perished in the restaurant? 

What do you want of me? I demand you answer my 

questions now, this game that you are playing with us is not 

funny and when I am free of you I will promptly report you 

to any and all authorities.” I was livid. I have seen movies 

where people kidnap others to play deadly games with 

them. I did not want to play his game. 

 “Mr. Atwood, your wife and your friends are all 

doing well. They are currently undergoing the same process 

as you are. The only requirement of you is that you 

complete the task we will assign to you. This is surely not a 

game and I hope you take it seriously. The events that will 

take place in the next few days will be hard for you to 

comprehend, but if you are patient, it will all be explained 

thoroughly.”  

 “Just what the hell is this process? Where I am I and 

where is my wife?” I was drawing back to punch him 
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square in the face when he interrupted me, unmoved by my 

anger. 

 “Sir, the process will prepare you for the world you 

are about to enter. Your wife is in the next room, being 

examined in the same manner you are about to be.” 

 I suppose I did not have much of a choice so I 

complied with his summoning me to a table that appeared 

out of nowhere. 

 “Strip,” so nonchalantly he asked of me as though I 

would have no problem taking all of my clothes off in front 

of this stranger. 

 “Fuck you if you expect me to do that.” I was once 

again feeling the need to physically damage his greasy face.  

 “I suppose that we were mistaken in choosing you 

as the savior. We have many tasks to complete and you will 

not even complete this first minor task. We can still send 

you to perish in your world along with the rest of them. We 
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will also perish because it is now too late to choose another. 

We felt it kind to also save your wife and all of your 

friends, but we will also send them back to perish with you. 

In this world we do not put up with such extreme non-

compliance. I will ask you one more time sir to take your 

clothes off. I surely hope you will comply because if you 

do not, I will immediately send you to your fate.” This was 

the first time this man was so stern with me. I still did not 

believe most of what he said, but when if he was really 

telling the truth I had the choice between being naked and 

death. The decision was not that hard with this knowledge. 

 I first took my shirt off, revealing the many body 

markings of artwork that I had covered myself in 

throughout my life. My stomach lacked any muscles but it 

also lacked fat. I ran daily and tried to keep a healthy diet. I 

kept my chest hairy because it made me feel more 

masculine. The next item I removed was my blue jeans. 

With this step I hesitated, but eventually completed. I was 
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standing there in my black boxer shorts in an infinitely 

white room in front of a strange man and a mysterious 

table. I looked at Mr. Andruzzi as though he should be 

satisfied at this stage of nakedness, however he looked at 

me unpleased. 

 I removed my boxer shorts. Standing in front of this 

strange man, naked with all of my flaws visible to him. 

“Lay on the table.” I did not like how blunt and unkind he 

was in my unnerving situation. I lay on the table. The table 

was cold like ice, my penis shrunk so much that it felt like 

it was inside of my pelvis and it was uncomfortable. I did 

not want to lay here exposed like this. I then could feel a 

rubbery texture along all of my body. I did not like this 

strange man touching me like this, but as I looked it was no 

longer Mr. Andruzzi next to me, it was a female doctor 

wearing a lab coat.  

 This lab coat was unusual. It let her breasts be 

exposed all except her nipples. I found this odd yet 
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pleasing. She wore see through under garments and I felt 

that she could do whatever she wanted with me. I quickly 

became aroused and tried to hide it. I did not have to try 

very hard because as soon as I thought of ugly thoughts, my 

nurse appeared as a hideous creature. The sexy outfit had 

now turned to rags and the thing wore no lab coat. I laid 

there in shock but it was quickly over.  

“Get dressed here are your clothes.” Mr. Andruzzi was still 

stern with me. He removed two white pads from my 

forehead that I apparently did not realize were attached to 

me. “You have been out for 23 hours and our tests are 

complete.”  

“23 hours? But it was only five minutes. There is 

absolutely no way I have been laying here for that long.” I 

knew he was having one over on me. It was obviously only 

five minutes, I have felt time slip away faster than it 

seemed, however it has never slipped that fast or that long.  

 35 

“Sir, our tests put you under, dig into your mind and make 

you feel whatever you want to feel. We have to complete 

these tests in order to understand how strong your mind is. 

Your wife and friends have also completed this test. We dig 

into your conscious and subconscious to find out whom 

you truly are. We then use this knowledge to help introduce 

to our world. There is a lot to take in it is of utmost 

importance that your mind is capable of handling it.” 

“ I do not understand how this place you have brought us 

can be any different from where you took us from. I have 

seen much of the world and I am sure there is not much that 

could be able to shock me.” 

“But sir, while you may be accustomed to different 

environments in the world in which you come from, I am 

sure that you are not prepared to see the world you will 

shortly be introduced to. The world has become something 

very different. Welcome to 2386.” 
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Chapter 2 

“2386, you are surely joking.” 

“No, Mr. Atwood, I am surely not joking, this event 

is too serious to conduct humor during our process.” He 

appeared serious and this made more anxious because if 

what he said was true, there was a whole new world outside 

of these walls to discover. While the world of 2015 still left 

much for me to see, being in a new time would allow a 

fresh start. Everything would be a new discovery, an 

adventure. I would be like a baby who is first discovering 

their small environment with wonder that no adult could 

withstand.  

“Well, if this is true, and I quite believe you, then 

lets get to it.” 

“We are almost finished here, we just have one 

more task, follow me.” 
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We left this cold laboratory and descended down a 

flight of steel stairs. The stairs moved and the railings were 

like little television screens displaying scrolling lights. It 

truly felt futuristic and I doubted that this new world would 

appear advanced. The steps would go down, enter a level 

space, turn and continue down, the design felt very 21st 

century as though it was adequate and needed no further 

updates since its introduction to buildings. It seems that 

many things get introduced as new technology and then 

reach limits that do not allow the design of it to even be 

modified much from its final stage. The wheel never 

changed much, new and better rubber had been claimed to 

be invented, but this came from people trying to sell tires, it 

remained round, the tire was always round. This thought 

gave me hope that this new and strange world would not 

feel too strange as it would contain familiar items, only 

they would be in their final stage of evolution.  
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We finally reached a point where a hallway led us 

to a room at the end of it. The hallway was not strange; it 

was only strange in its décor. The televised light 

decorations were spread along the ceiling and the walls, the 

hallways design felt normal and even though the lights 

were strange, they felt pleasant and not too far out. Mr. 

Andruzzi led me into this large room that had a huge screen 

that reminded me of the IMAX Theater from my time. The 

seats were also theater style with each row higher than the 

first. The seats were covered in red velvet material and 

when I had a seat they felt amazingly comfortable. Never 

had I felt so much comfort sitting in any chair in my life. If 

the future was going to all be like this then I was glad we 

came. I was alone in the theater, which made me worry 

about my wife and my friends. It had been days since I had 

seen them and I considered their well-being. That worry 

would soon fade as I heard a door open. 
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First through the door came Eleanor. She sat next to 

me and she seemed more afraid than I have ever seen her 

be in her life. I too was afraid at points during this process, 

but that fear had long receded. I wondered what could be 

causing her suffering. 

“Babe, are you okay, what happened?” 

“I had to lay naked on the table, while a strange 

man touched me in places I would rather not mention. I felt 

like a cheating wife, because this man was attempting to 

seduce me. I tried very hard to ignore the desire, but it was 

quite impossible.” Her voice now trembled, much like her 

body did in the destruction of the restaurant. The only 

person Eleanor knew romantically was me and knowing 

basic psychology, I would guess that she probably has built 

up sexual desires resting deep in her subconscious. I was 

not mad; I always wished she would have a stronger 

craving for sexual pleasures. 
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“It is alright babe, Mr. Andruzzi told me that the 

machine we were hooked up to simply tests your mind with 

it’s own thoughts. It was a test to see how strong of a mind 

you have.” 

“But then this man turned me over as I was telling 

him to stop. He pulled down his pants and began to 

penetrate me. He was large, much larger than you and as 

much as I felt violated I could not help but enjoy it as the 

most pleasurable experience of my life. He thrusted me so 

hard, so fast, and so deep that I felt him in my throat. When 

he came he pulled out of me and put his penis so far down 

my throat that I felt like I was suffocating. I could feel his 

semen on my tonsils and it tasted sweet like honey. I 

swallowed his manly oils and could feel them swimming 

down to my stomach. I never have sexual fantasies and this 

scared me because it made me desire another man more 

than my own husband.” I felt extremely turned on by her 

story of her mind test because I had always had an odd 



 42 

fantasy to watch her with someone much larger than 

myself. I would have told her to go ahead and lets do this 

fantasy, but by her tone during her story this was not a 

fantasy and more of a nightmare. 

“It is quite alright honey, to have these kind of 

thoughts in the back of your mind. If we were to dig deep 

into anyone’s minds we would find some really disgusting 

things. I am sure that your thoughts are elementary 

compared to others dark thoughts.” 

“But then, Benji, then this experience took me to a 

kind of peaceful place. All my family was there and we 

were all happy. I felt like I could stay there forever, but 

then I woke up.” 

“That is strange, because my experience started out 

good and then turned into the nightmare, completely 

opposite of how yours went. I am sure it represents some 
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order of psychological meaning, but at this moment we 

have not time to figure it out.” 

Shortly after Eleanor finished telling me about her 

mind test the rest of my group arrived in the theater. I was 

impatient to learn of their mind tests and I could tell that 

they had experienced some crazy events, but as soon as 

they sat next to Eleanor and I the screen started displaying 

images and sound.  

It was loud, very loud. The images appeared crisp 

and vivid like we were at this place on the screen. A 

machine made a noise and the screen began to wrap itself 

around the theater, above our heads, and the most 

surprising, under our feet. I had always been amused by 

audio and visuals of the 21st century and this theater far 

surpassed any viewing experience of my life. I was excited. 

The theater seats rose up and forced us to stand, then the 

slowly disappeared leaving us immersed in this digital 

world. We could walk and move around as the screen 
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scrolled if we moved on it, giving us the illusion that it 

never ended. We walked through a tropical forest where we 

could hear exotic birds chirping and distant waves crashing 

into rocks. This experience felt so real that we could feel 

the dampness of the rain forest and the texture of the path 

we were walking. This was no longer a video we were 

watching; this was reality. As we were headed down this 

path that was sure to lead to some explanation of 

something, a large bird swooped down and clawed 

Malachi’s finger. Malachi smacked the bird away, but 

started bleeding. This video experience was more real than 

we thought. Pain could actually be felt in here, we must be 

careful. After this we paused for a moment, realizing that is 

was quite possible to take our time here. 

Malachi spoke to me for the first time in a few days, 

“That goddamn digital bird just attacked me and made me 

feel pain, this place we are in is not right.” He lowered his 

voice even though we all could hear him and told me about 
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the mind tests. “We had these mind tests done on us and 

mine was not too horrible. I experienced, at first, a lovely 

almost naked nurse touching my body and then she turned 

into a horrible monster that seemed to want revenge for 

something. When I asked Octavia about her experience, it 

was slightly similar but very different in context. She said 

at first that she had a nightmarish encounter with a group of 

men who raped her; she said they were all large in their 

sizes but the most horrifying thing to her was that she 

enjoyed it. She then claimed to be transported to a place of 

peace with her closest family and friends.” This was very 

close to mine and Eleanor’s mind tests. Kyran overhead 

Malachi’s not so quiet conversation. 

“The same situation happened to Amelia and I. I 

had the sexy nurse and then the monster. Amelia then told 

me that her experience consisted of her attempting to have 

an orgasm, but never actually achieving it. She claims that 

she was with one hundred different men, all ranging in 
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sizes from small to large and still she never reached her 

desired sexual pleasure. After her many failed attempts of 

having an orgasm, she told me that she was taken to a very 

peaceful place. Everyone there was naked and most were 

engaged in peculiar sexual acts. There were orgies at every 

corner and even though she said they were all outside, they 

had every sexual device that one could fathom. Amelia says 

that there were bondage devices and machines that had sex 

with the women and the men. Amelia’s peaceful place was 

full of dirty and nasty sex.” 

“That is not surprising,” I said so sarcastically that 

Kyran picked up on the true meaning of my words. 

“The fuck did you say?” 

I did not want to fight Kyran in this wonderful new 

world so I did what I usually do when I say more than I 

should, “I meant, Kyran, that it is not surprising that you 

should be the one to get the woman who actually has 
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fantasies about sex and not nightmares, you were always 

the lucky one.” What I had meant to say was “Your 

girlfriend is a fucking whore, Kyran.” 

I had finally been satisfied in discovering what lied 

deep inside my friend’s minds and we were now ready to 

move on from our small pause here in this digital world. It 

seems though, that Freud was right, all we think about is 

sex. Our path extended further into the forest; soon the 

scenery became boring, as it was repetitive. The trees and 

plants that at first excited us now made us wish for it to 

change. Our wish soon occurred when the path came to a 

river. The river was wide and reminded me of the National 

Geographic images of the Amazon I saw in their magazines 

at doctor’s offices. The river was brown like mud and one 

could not even attempt to see an inch through the water. 

Luckily for us, there was a wooden suspended bridge 

crossing the river and would lead us to the other side. As 

this world could harm us, we had to be careful.  



 48 

Kyran always tried to be the brave one, even though 

it mostly led to failure he still continued to attempt to be 

that person. “Follow me,” Kyran shouted as he had already 

had one foot on the bridge. 

“Be careful, Kyan,” I shouted as I could see the 

bridge starting to give way. 

“It is alright you fucking wimp, see?” And as he 

stepped across the next step it collapsed and fell into the 

river. Almost as soon as it hit the water it disappeared, gone 

in the strong current of this Amazonian sized river. I tried 

not to laugh at Kyran’s misinterpretation of the safety of 

this bridge and how heroic his actions were. 

“We have to get across this bridge and if it fails we 

will be stuck here. Even though this world appears to be 

digital, I am sure that if we are stuck on this side of the 

river we will remain stuck until we find an alternative way 

over it.” Malachi seemed to be thinking of another way 
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over, he was always good at solving problems of a 

mechanical nature. 

“Let’s go, I do wish to hurry up whatever process 

this is.” Amelia was more assertive than I had ever 

witnessed her be in this short time of knowing her.  

Kyran still continued across the bridge not taking 

into consideration being mindful of losing steps that would 

cause the rest of us to be unable to cross. Kyran grabbed 

onto the rope that lay arcoss each side of the bridge and it 

began to sway aggressively. He began to run as fast as I 

had ever seen him run and made it to the dirt path on the 

other side. He waited for the rest of us but showed his 

impatience. 

The women would be next. In 2015, while feminism 

had attempted to do away with woman first mentalities, it 

was very true that women still felt that they were 

priviageled to go first. There was a mixture in our society, 
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of women who would prefer there be gentlemen, and of 

women who would rather not condone that type of gender 

biased behavior. This made it very confusing for men of the 

era because it was hard for them to determine which 

women were apart of which group. The safest bet was to 

keep it old school and do it the way it had been done for 

centuries; women first. 

Octavia seemed to be the most assertive woman of 

the three as she rushed to the bridge and did not hesitate to 

cross it. The bridge still had a small amount of sway from 

when Kyran crossed, but she made it across without 

causing too much more sway and without taking any more 

steps from the bridge than the one that Kyran took. Octavia 

waited with Kyran on the other side, with two more women 

to go before her fiancé.  

Amelia went next. Amelia was very timid in high 

stress situations. It was obvious from the sweat pouring 

down her forehead and the visual trembling of her body. 
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She made her steps so slowly and carefully. The first three 

steps were fine, but on the fourth she seemed to step 

between a small crack between the third and the fourth 

step, causing the fourth step to fall to the river. She was 

more afraid now and she tensed up. She looked down into 

the river from the hole that the fourth step left and one 

could tell from a very long distance that she was feeling 

nauseas. The bridge began to sway from her tight grip on 

the rope and it forced her to trip and lean her back against 

the rope. One false move and Amelia would be no more. 

We were yelling to her for encouragement but not much 

else, advice would only seem insulting, as she was on the 

bridge and had experience with it and we had not yet even 

touched the bridge. 

Amelia was able to straighten up, but still on the 

wrong side of the fourth step, she quickly leaped over the 

step like an Olympian in the long jump. Amelia landed to 

hard on the sixth step and now it was gone. She kept her 
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balance up and ran quickly to the other side. Finally it was 

Eleanor’s turn. 

“How many steps do you figure are in the entire 

bridge?” Malachi asked me so curiously and did not seem 

at all concerned about asking out of practicability.  

“If I were to make an educated guess, I would have 

to say there are about fifty-two steps in that bridge and if I 

were to make an even better guess I would say that we can 

not afford to take out to many more of them.” 

Eleanor kissed me, something that none of the other 

girlfriend’s or fiancés did for their men. I figure that given 

the time we have been together that I would suffer more if 

something went wrong. Eleanor made of the first three 

steps with swift precision. Step four and six were out so she 

leaped to step five. Malachi and I could hear it crack from 

our side of the river. In slow motion, the step cracked apart, 

making a horrible sound that might be normal under 
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different circumstances, and down to the river went step 

five.  

Eleanor went too. I saw her fall in slow motion and 

I saw her beautiful face turn to one of death. I have never 

seen the face of death, but I saw it on Eleanor; death is 

ugly. Eleanor, my soul mate of fifteen years was about to 

be gone and was going to suffer the horrible death of 

drowning. Just as her head was passing the bottom of the 

bridge on her fall I noticed something. 

Eleanor reached her arm up and grabbed the rope on 

the bottom of the bridge that held the steps in place, while 

saving her life she also took steps seven and eight. That 

was five steps in a row missing from this impossible 

bridge. I knew I had to act so I quickly made my way 

across the bridge as it swayed more than it ever had 

swayed. I knew I would have to both jump and grab 

Eleanor and that was my only plan. As I jumped from the 

third step to the ninth step I grabbed her hand in the mid 
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air. I have no idea how I completed this task, but I did. 

When I landed I cracked step ten and eleven, leaving 

Malachi with the most impossible trek over the bridge.  

Malachi was strong, but not fast. He would have to 

have a large running start to make the gap that was almost 

fifteen feet across. Malachi was fearless though and it did 

not matter whether or not he felt he could make it. Malachi 

disappeared into the forest and seconds later we saw him 

sprinting to were he appeared as a flash. He reached the 

second step and leaped straight into the air and eventually 

his direction aimed forward. He looked as though he would 

not even be close to making the gap, but to our surprise he 

grabbed step twelve. It cracked and so did step thirteen and 

fourteen. We knew that he would soon be left with nothing 

but the side ropes to hold on to for support. The steps made 

that horrible sound again and step twelve, thirteen, and 

fourteen where now washed away in the raging river. He 

was dangling and the bridge was swaying, then there was a 
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loud snap. The entire bridge had fallen apart on the side 

where we started. Malachi smacked the wall of the other 

side of the river, right where we were standing. He hit the 

wall so hard that it knocked him unconscious and it would 

have knocked him into the river had it not been for his belt 

loop getting stuck on a protruding stick from the river bank. 

We stood helplessly watching because the bank was too 

high for us to safely reach him. We hoped he would soon 

come to as the belt loop could surely not hold his massive 

body for too much longer. 

He dangled over the river lifeless and appeared to 

be dead. It was a horrible sight, knowing that if he were to 

fall into the river his actual death would look much worse 

than this. Malachi jerked and the movement of his now 

conscious body caused his belt loop to give. We all gasped 

and were prepared again to watch our friend die. Malachi 

grabbed onto the top of the bank and we grabbed his hands. 

We pulled him up and then he fainted. To see such a man in 
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this condition is scary because large men are not supposed 

to be afraid. The bridge swayed a few more times and then 

fell off into the river, making a crashing sound onto the 

rocks. We watched pieces float away, reminding us of our 

close encounter with death in a world that did not even 

really exist.  

Malachi eventually awoke and stood up. We all 

gathered ourselves and shook off the frustration. Malachi 

seemed to be pondering something, so I asked him what 

was bothering him. 

“If we die here, in this digital world, does that 

equate to an actual death?” For the first time of ever 

knowing Malachi, he spoke with fear and as though he did 

not want to know the answer to the question he just spoke. 

“I would suppose that it would mean a real death 

given that you felt real pain by a bird that was not actually 

a bird, but pixels on a screen, the same makeup of the river. 
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I do not want to test the theory out and from now on we 

should probably act as though this world is real and death 

in it is also.” Octavia was wiser than I had figured her for. 

We always take women as being inferior to that of men, 

especially in intelligence, that was not true then and it was 

not true now. I should not have been surprised that a 

woman like Octavia was a smart person, but society had 

ingrained the male’s superiority into my conscious. 

Hopefully this new world will have a different social 

structure than the one that existed over two hundred years 

ago. 

We had finally suffered through the bridge and we 

hoped that it would be the last obstacle in our way of what 

ever it was we were on our way too. The path from this 

point had zero trees, but rather it was desert, with minimal 

vegetation. It was bland and felt like it was at least one 

hundred ten degrees here. Surely the heat would be our test. 
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Kyran took his shirt off and put it around his head, 

he could be innovative if he felt like it. The rest of us 

followed and so did the women; they were not exposed 

because they all wore bras. It helped deal with the heat a 

little, but it was still deadly hot and we had no water.  

“Good idea, eh?” Kyran seemed satisfied with his 

ingenuity.  

“Yes, great idea Kyran, it helps a little but this heat 

is so intense and I hope that no one suffers dehydration. We 

should have a short meeting so we can be prepared if 

another disaster occurs.” I got everyone’s attention and 

motioned for us to regroup. I did not have much of a plan 

but I figured that if we collaborated on one we would be 

better than trying to come up with one in the heat of it. 

“This heat must be the test, it is though and soon we 

will start dropping if we do not hydrate ourselves.” Eleanor 

was very practical in her problem-solving skills. 
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“So where or how should we get water?” Kyran 

could be of use in the situation of getting water and we 

hoped he had an idea. 

“If we find a lake, how do we know whether it is 

safe or not, I know that water was highly polluted in our 

day, especially in New York City.” Amelia spoke what we 

all thought. 

“I say that we walk until we find water, if one of us 

faints, three of us will carry the fallen and switch one 

person out for another if we get tired. If more than one 

falls, we will split up. While splitting up is probably the 

worst possible solution given we have no idea where we are 

and all this desert looks the same, it is the only method of 

survivals.” Octavia was showing her dominance and 

survival instinct.  

“If we can find any materials I will try to make us 

gear to enhance our survival. I can create a lot of things out 
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of the most basic materials and it is possible that Kyran can 

also contribute to my inventions.” Malachi definitely 

learned a few essential tasks during his time as a steel 

worker and it was almost like we were all meant to be here, 

not simply that they were saved out of kindness to me.  

We started to walk and we could see trees in the 

distance, trees meant water or at least there was a movie 

that I watched once that made this claim. The trees never 

seemed to get closer and I began to think it was just a 

mirage. We soon did walk upon the oasis; there was a small 

waterfall and a little pond. It was odd that this would all be 

out in the middle of the desert, but not so odd if we had not 

forgotten that we were in a made up world. We ran to the 

water, glad that none of us fainted and had to be carried. 

We drank the water, not caring if it were safe or not. There 

was no source of pollution here so the water absolutely 

could not be contaminated.   
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Palm trees sat next to cactuses and lily pads were in 

the water. It felt like we could remain here in this pond for 

the rest of eternity with all our closest friends. We felt we 

had completed this test and let our guard down, we 

probably should not have. 

The ground began to shake, something we were 

already familiar with, and the pond was now a natural wave 

pool. The sound seemed to be coming closer to us and it 

sounded like four foot steps. The trees were packed enough 

to block our view of the desert and some of the sun. The 

trees and bushes that allowed this blockage began to rustle. 

Through the shrubs came a long pointed horn that was 

grey. Then we saw its head and finally the rest of it. It was 

a rhino and it did not make sense that there would be a 

rhino in the desert. We all swam as quick as we could to the 

top of the waterfall. There was only a small space of grass 

and plants that surrounded the waterfall, and thus it 

appeared that we would either have to defeat the beast or 
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wait for it to leave. We all grabbed a seat atop this beautiful 

waterfall, watching this beautiful but deadly creature below 

us. Three hours had passed and we were becoming hungry, 

it felt as though we had not eaten for weeks and it was 

probably close to true. We had to defeat the rhino and then 

eat it. 

All we had were ourselves for weapons and this 

would not work. We needed something more deadly, we 

were merely food and we would only be wearing ourselves 

down for the beast to eventually eat. We did have Kyran 

and Malachi with us, two men that were good at creating 

something from nothing.  

“We are going to have to kill this animal and use it 

to feed ourselves, we could possibly use its skin and other 

inedible parts to create other useful items. I can use sticks 

and rocks to create a bow and arrow. There are only a few 

rocks on the side of the waterfall so we will have to be 

accurate in all of our shots.” Malachi figured he and Kyran 

 63 

could create a weapon using the small amount of resources 

that surrounded us. 

“I am an excellent shot and I am confident that I can 

hit him with every shot taken.” Even though Kyran felt 

confident, it was often false confidence but what other 

choice did we have? 

Kyran went with Malachi into the small amount of 

shrubs and bushes and would hopefully emerge with a 

useful weapon. 

“If Kyran misses, I will do what I have to do to get 

that bow from him. I was the best archer in my archery 

class and I will hit that damn rhino every time.” Octavia 

was definitely beginning to show her dominance. 

“I can carve out the meat and the spare parts and do 

it perfectly, my father was the best butcher in New York 

City and as a kid he taught me his trade. I really think we 

were all really picked to be together in this group and given 
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that we all already had long established bonds, some direct 

and some indirectly, it seems we were chosen long before 

the other day for this.” Amelia was also starting to shine 

and I believed that she was right about all of us. 

Eleanor could cook anything that could be cooked 

so she claimed that task. We all had something to do, well 

almost all of us, I still was lacking a task and I knew I 

could not stand idle while our lives were on the lines. I 

suppose that I was the leader but that would not be 

sufficient if I just stood there while the rest of the group 

tolled away on tasks. A good leader leads and that was 

what I was going to try to do.  

Kyran and Malachi emerged from the shrubs with a 

perfect looking weapon. It was not fancy but from the 

initial glance at it I could tell it was made to do its job with 

precision. They had bent the wood into a perfect bow, but 

left the bark on it. They somehow constructed a working 

string to fire the bow. They constructed six bows by 
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shaving rocks into points and cutting a line out of the sticks 

in which to place the rock. They worked together to figure 

that it would take no more than five bows to kill the beast 

and no less. We could only miss once and this was 

important that it be completed.  

The rhino was no longer raging as it was before and 

made for an easy target. Kyran insisted that he be the one to 

kill it so he got his shot ready. We all stood back watching 

him and remained as silent as we possibly could. Kyran 

was in position and had the bow readied. Kyran aimed and 

appeared as though he knew what he was doing, slowly he 

released the bow and the unmoving target was not hit.  

“That was a fluke, I can hit it, I swear. Let me try 

one more time.”  

At once and in unison we all shouted, “We don’t 

have anymore chances!” 
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“Kyran we have to hit the next five shots, I am sorry 

but we cannot take the chance.” My leadership skills were 

trying to seep through. 

“No, I am going to take these shots, besides, who 

else can use a bow like I can?” 

“Octavia can,” Eleanor shouted and she was 

beginning to rage from hunger. 

“No, there is nothing you can do to take this bow 

from me.” Kyran went for another bow. Malachi attempted 

to stop him, but even with his match, Kyran’s rage 

overpowered him. Malachi fell to the ground and Kyran 

grabbed the bow. Kyran again readied the bow and was 

ready to take another likely missed shot. 

Octavia quickly ran towards Kyran seconds before 

he could release the bow and decked him in the jaw while 

he was focusing his shot. Octavia was not a large woman, 

but damn was she strong. Octavia grabbed the bow that was 
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now lying on the ground. She picked it up like an 

experienced archer and held it proudly. She eyed her prey 

like a lion eyes a lamb, she licked her lips as she used the 

working sights on the bow, and her shot was ready.  

Kyran was now recovering from the punch and had 

stood up while we here admiring Octavia’s arching skills. 

He came running at Octavia and would have tackled her if 

it were not for Malachi sacking him from the front like a 

linebacker sacking a runner. Octavia took the shot and it 

landed perfectly square between the eyes. It was obvious 

that the beast was wounded. He got up and stumbled 

around, now filled with more rage than it previously had. 

Even as a fast moving target, Octavia was able to land all 

four shots and the beast crashed to the ground. Kicking up 

the dust when it hit the ground. Dinner would soon be 

served. 

Amelia cut up the pieces of meat that we could eat 

and lay out the spare parts for Kyran and Malachi to make 
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into useful tools, that is, if Kyran would cooperate now. 

Octavia now had a sense of pride for killing the beast, as it 

was her first live kill. She knew that she had saved us all 

from starvation and we all felt proud of her. Eleanor was 

preparing a space to cook the meat and I was tasked with 

talking to Kyran because we needed his skills to create a 

fire. 

I walked over to Kyran where he was sitting on a 

rock with his head down. I approached him carefully as we 

were now closer to primitive than we ever were back home. 

“Look Kyran, if you would have taken those shots 

and missed even one of them we would like starve to death. 

Death Kyran, do you not get that we would die and it 

would be on you?” 

“Get the fuck away from me dude.” 

We used to call each other dude after every 

sentence when we were in high school. Kyran had reverted 
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to those days where would have occasional fights. One of 

us would go home, pissed off at each other and swearing 

that we would never speak again. This case was not as bad 

as I thought and I knew that I could work through it. 

“Listen, I know that you are a great shot,” this was 

obviously not true, “…and I know you could have done it. 

But we needed you to rest so we could use your skills to 

help us cook. We need a fire and we need you to help us 

make it.” He seemed to be more pissed. 

“She fucking hit me man, even left a bruise, fuck 

Malachi’s chick man, she’s a bitch.”  

“Are you feeling insecure in your masculinity?” I 

laughed and he slightly smirked, so I continued. 

“Is someone a fucking pussy?” I egged him on. Men 

seemed to enjoy calling out the others masculinity and it 

often lightened the mood because given different situations 
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we were all just as masculine as the other, most times the 

women were more masculine than the men. 

“Man, fuck you, I’m fine and I will help with the 

fire. I’m sorry I tried to fuck shit up by taking horrible 

shots at that thing.” He was sincere. He often lied about his 

life and its details but he hardly ever lied in his apologies.  

Kyran helped Eleanor create a fire and then went to 

help Malachi with creating tools. I helped everyone out 

where I could and worked out problems that were best 

thought through with brainstorming. Eleanor finished the 

food and we feasted. Luckily there were berries growing on 

some of the plants so we did not have to eat only meat. 

Rhino had an odd flavor but tasted similar to chicken, most 

meat tasted similar to chicken. We ate our berries and 

washed down the rhino with the water from the pond. We 

now had a fire going and we forgot all about being in the 

future. Right now we were far in the past, we were the first 

humans and we created fire. We were warriors and we were 
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survivors. We sat around the fire proud of are coming 

together.  

Our clothes at this point had become too much to 

bare so we all created garments out of the large leaves 

growing close to the ground on one of the trees. We now 

looked the part we were playing, primitive humans was 

what we were, ready for anything. We had survived twice 

when our lives where put to the test. We sat around the fire 

talking about all sorts of topics. We wondered for the first 

time about what happened to our world and if it were 

destroyed, how was it possible to exist only two hundred 

some odd years later. We also wondered if the future would 

just be a creation in this digital device like the one we are 

in now and if it were how we could tell the difference. But 

all that eventually did not matter and we became primitives 

again. We all fell asleep beside the fire not caring if there 

was another beast because we were strong. 
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In the morning we woke up and the fire had turned 

to smoke. The shrubs and the trees had gone, as did the 

pond. The fire was all that remained within the theater and 

the screens had retreated back to being a single screen at 

the front. The velvet seats remained upright against the wall 

and the stacked seating was level to allow for us to remain 

in the positions that we went to sleep in. The test was 

obviously over or at least that portion was. Everything was 

left unexplained and we were promised an explanation. We 

were now more than impatient to see the future world and 

not some primitive world on a screen. The theater doors 

opened and in walked Mr. Andruzzi. 

It was obvious that we were impatient and furious 

that they or he had tried to kill all of us. 

“What was the point of saving us if you were just 

going to try to kill us?” I took over as the voice of the 

group and I knew I should only speak as a collective and 
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keep my personal thoughts to myself when speaking for all 

of us. 

“Mr. Atwood, it was simply a test and you were 

never in any real danger.” 

“Well it sure as fuck felt like we were in real 

danger. Malachi had his finger cut open by a large bird and 

I am sure that if he would have fallen into the river he 

would have drowned, so tell me again how we were not in 

any danger.” I was livid and also proud of myself for 

speaking so forcefully at a person of supposed authority. 

“Think about it for a minute Benji.” This was the 

first time that he addressed me using only my first name 

and it seemed friendly, maybe it was possible that he was 

going to chill out with being so strict. “The bird cut 

Malachi in purpose, it gave you a sense that this world that 

you knew as only moving pictures, was actually really 

dangerous. Besides the bird, which was programmed to cut 
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someone only slightly, none of it could harm you. Because 

of the bird you did not know that and did not even have a 

small thought that it might not be dangerous. It was 

important that you felt your lives threatened in order for us 

to test your survival skills and bring you closer as a group. 

You will need these skills and you will need to trust each 

other to be successful in this task.” This all made sense but 

it did not help that we had been here for weeks enduring 

difficult tasks and had still not seen but a glimpse of the 

future. That glimpse was a stairwell and hallway and if they 

can at all be compared to 2015, they are boring in 

comparison to the rest of the world. 

“Gerard, we get that we had to be tested and trained 

to take on the difficult task of saving the world, but you 

promised us an explanation and we are getting very 

impatient to see the world of 2386.” 
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“The next task is to explain the situation and when 

that is done you will all see the world. Now will you all 

please follow me.”  

We walked out of the theater and back into the light 

show hallway. We entered the staircase and went down 

three stories. There were no windows like we had hoped so 

we had still not glimpsed the world. We were led into a 

room down another light show hallway. The room was not 

as large as the theater and it could be best compared to a 

meeting room in 2015. This room was different in that the 

whole room was a large screen and it could be guessed that 

virtual meeting spaces could be created here. The screens 

were not turned on for us and the room remained white. 

The seats that wrapped around the large glass table were 

also very comfortable. We sat down, each of us next to our 

partners and Mr. Andruzzi sat front and center. This did not 

feel much different than the world we came from, another 
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boring meeting to sit through, just two hundred years in the 

future. 

Mr. Andruzzi pulled up a circular device from the 

center of the table. It was made of a shiny silver metal and 

the top portion levitated above the bottom piece, most 

likely by magnets of some sort. The middle lit up blue 

when Mr. Andruzzi flipped as switch on his side of the 

table. 

“You guys have been saved from the great 

destruction of 2015, you have been tested inside and out, 

and have learned to work as a group, and it is now time to 

tell you your purpose. What lies in front of you is a 

hologram; it will appear real but in a smaller scale. Every 

question you have will be answered and you will not even 

have to ask. The machine analyzed your minds during your 

mind tests and knows exactly how each of your logical 

configurations is. This is the last phase before we let you 

out in to the world. There will be no further contact with us 
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until your task is completed. Please listen to the entire 

presentation as each second of it is important for your and 

our survival. With that I bid you farewell and good luck 

until your task is completed.” With that Mr. Andruzzi was 

gone and we were once again left alone. The device made 

some more noises and the blue lights turned to green. The 

answers to everything were about to be revealed. 
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Chapter 3 

 “Welcome to the year 2386 time travelers. If 

you are from the future it is likely that you have traveled 

time many times before and if not then you are likely aware 

of how it works. If you are from far enough in the past then 

it is likely that you thought time travel impossible and 

someone from the future has brought you here.”  

The introduction seemed to be inserted into all of 

the messages and the hologram was of a man wearing an 

odd outfit and had an accent that I could not place. He 

spoke English but it seemed different. The clothing he wore 

consisted of pants that seemed to be tough enough to block 

strong blows, but light enough that it could be used as the 

ultimate pants to run in. They were black and were tight 

enough to be mistaken as his skin, but they looked 

comfortable. Blue lights lined the sides of them and gave it 
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an appealing aesthetic that made our fashion lame in 

comparison. The shirt was also compressed tightly and 

seemed to meld into his pants. It had blues on the sides and 

down the arms; the whole outfit was quite futuristic, 

exactly what I wanted to see. The man had a long and 

nicely groomed beard that had touches of grey in it; his hair 

was long and waving freely. The next portion of the 

presentation was personalized, taking into account all the 

analyses of our minds.  

“Benji Atwood, Eleanor Atwood, Malachi Wagner, 

Octavia Goddard, Kyran Sasaki, and Amelia Eckhart, you 

all have been sent here to help us survive. In 2015 the 

world ended, the planet survived but all living things were 

killed off when a large asteroid clipped the Eastern United 

States. Floods, fire and death spread throughout the world 

killing everyone. There were only two survivors and all 

living people today are descendants of them. You will 

notice that our population is not huge but our society is 
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highly advanced in technology and structure. The survivors 

were diverse in their interests so we were lucky to have 

them be the ones to survive. We need your help to sustain 

society, we have implemented most of the ideas of our 

ancestors, but are having problems currently and we face 

extinction. You are the only ones who can save us and we 

know this through advanced time analyses. We scanned all 

the timelines for qualities that would allow for a solution to 

our problem and you, as the survivors of 2015 were the 

only ones who possessed all of them. When you were born 

we implanted small chips into your brains that would train 

you and allow you to become friends and ensure your 

historical life paths would not veer off of the correct path. 

The problems that we have are unknown and only the six of 

you can figure it out. The only thing we know is that are 

extinction is eminent if we do you receive your help.” 

That information was a lot to take in but it raised 

many questions. We now had reason to be here and some 
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information about the kind of world we were about to enter. 

We did not have to wonder long before our questions were 

answered. 

“You all have questions to what I have just told you 

and I have been instructed to give you the answers. Please 

remain silent as I answer them. You want to know why we 

would not just stop the catastrophe. The answer to that 

question is because it is an asteroid and the technology of 

the time would never be advanced enough to stop it no 

matter how early we warned of it. It is also not possible to 

change major historical events and it is only possible to 

protect against complete extinction. This is why horrible 

events in history have not been stopped. The effect of 

changing things like that could ultimately end in the 

suspension of the expansion of time and the end of the 

cosmos, as we know it. Your final question is why you 

have been chosen and not others. The reason we have chose 

you is because the six of you are also descendants of the 
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two survivors. You now wonder how that is possible given 

that they survived the catastrophe that you six were saved 

from. The answer to that question is-“ 

“Access denied. We are sorry but the information is 

not currently available. You do not have access to this 

knowledge and we are not authorized to release it to anyone 

but authorized mind accountants. If you feel that this 

message is an error or you have questions to your denial of 

access please contact Gerard Andruzzi at the Universal 

Office. Thank you.” 

“What the hell, that seemed like the most important 

answer.” Malachi appeared to be frustrated, as were the rest 

of us. 

“That does not even make sense.” Octavia felt 

deceived.  

The room erupted into yells of frustration and as 

their leader I felt compelled to calm them. “Calm down 
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guys, it says to contact Mr. Andruzzi for information, so we 

will do that.” 

“But he said he would not see us again until we 

saved the goddamn world.” Kyran did make a good point. I 

thought about it for a minute and offered a solution. 

“We can either waste time trying to figure out the 

answer to this question now and go to his office- 

“Yes, let’s do that,” Amelia and Eleanor seemed to 

want to finish the cliffhanger and would not function 

otherwise. 

-Or, we could save the world before it ends instead 

of attempting to answer a question that can definitely wait. 

The longer we wait anyways, the better hearing the answer 

will be.” 

I had made my first decision as the leader of my 

group; it was what was best for us. I also wanted to know 

the answer to the question but it would have to wait. If we 
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did not save this future world then we will cease to exist 

and the human life on earth will become extinct. We could 

not let that happen. The doors at the back of the room 

opened and it made a sound that signaled we were free. It 

sounded like doors opening, but there was no one there to 

great us, we knew we would finally get to see the world of 

2386. Two weeks ago we had no idea time travel existed 

but when we learned that we were in fact in a future time, 

two weeks felt like two eternities. We exited the meeting 

room and walked the only way we could down the hallway. 

The light show looked even more amazing than 

before, now that we could take our time without a guide. It 

felt like we were directly outside of the earth’s atmosphere 

and the ceiling was space while the floor was earth. It only 

took one flight of stairs to reach the ground level, but there 

still were no windows. Above a door hung an exit sign and 

it could not have been a better feeling seeing it. The six 
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members of the group went for the door and were finally on 

the outside, in the future, and in this amazing city. 

When they looked around, a small path led straight 

through a courtyard. The courtyard had small ponds that 

gave them a sense of peace. The water splashed and misted 

off of the walls of the concrete borders of the pond. Lights 

lit the water and it felt like they were in some exotic 

tropical hotel in 2015. There were large oak trees lining the 

path and their leaves blew gently in the breeze. The place 

looked like a mixture of a large city and a small village, all 

melded into one. Four large buildings could be seen at the 

edge of each direction and they were what gave this place 

the feel of the city. The other buildings were made of wood 

and had roofs made of straw. Everything looked as though 

it belonged were it was. Nothing seemed useless and 

everything had a purpose.  

Once the group took what they could in, they 

noticed a sign that said, “Welcome to Progress, New 
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Indiana”. They all came from the previous state of Indiana 

and to see the word “New” in front of the state name caught 

them off guard. Progress made sense and sounded well on 

the tongue, everything good came from progress and 

change was required for evolution. The city of Progress had 

no streets, only small pathways that reminded them of bike 

paths from 2015. They would soon realize that these were 

bike paths as a bike zoomed past them. The rider waved 

and smiled. He did not appear to odd, but he had the lighted 

suit that seemed to conform to his body like the hologram 

presentation. He wore a helmet that looked like it levitated 

above his head; once again these inventions were simply in 

their final form. The bicycle had two wheels and 

handlebars, nothing too different. The only addition to this 

final product was lights. It was hard to change an already 

perfect design, thus the world seemed inviting in this sense.  

The group crossed the path with not much of a plan 

in mind. They knew they were to save the world but hadn’t 
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the faintest clue on what that meant. They figured they 

would explore Progress a little more and hope that 

something would come to them. They walked the walking 

paths that were lined with beautiful lights and they could 

hear water flowing wherever they went. The path took them 

by houses with glass windows but otherwise ancient 

construction. 

The bike paths were modern and familiar, but the 

houses that the people of Progress lived in were not 

familiar. They were not so advanced that the mind could 

not recognize them, but rather they were designed so 

ancient that the mind recognized them only from drawings 

in history books. They appeared as shacks with wooden 

exteriors and roofs that seemed made of straw. It would be 

discovered that the roofs were faux and actually 

constructed with sturdy roofing material, but to use roof 

designs from 2015 would give this houses an unpleasing 

look. None of the houses looked the same and this was 
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oddly satisfying. Every corner often some new design for 

the mind to contemplate. They were familiar yet all 

different, the way it should have always been. The group 

walked past a dozen of these houses and then began to hear 

a loud groaning noise. 

“Stop, what is that horrible noise?” I asked the 

group as though they knew more about this world then I 

did. 

“It sounds like something is dying, we should 

probably be careful for a while,” Malachi said this and then 

grabbed Octavia close into his arms. Octavia appeared to 

cringe for a moment when he did this, but it was so brief no 

one but me saw it.  

“Let’s be very quiet and see if we can scare it 

before it scares us,” Octavia said with the fierceness again 

raging in her eyes. 
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Amelia, Kyran, and Eleanor all took a defensive 

stance and Octavia, Malachi, and I began to move towards 

the noise. The trees made a rustling noise and we knew we 

what that meant. Out of the darkness came a large figure. 

The figure then stepped into the light and we could 

judge that it was about ten feet tall and would have been 

taller had it not had a hunched stance. The thing roared a 

half majestic, half dead sounding roar and then swiped its 

bloody fists at us. It wore no clothes and its body was 

white, it stunk of rotten life and dripped its death on us. 

Covered in this awful goo we grabbed for the tools that we 

made in the virtual world. We had to fight this thing that 

seemed so unreal, nothing like this existed in our world and 

it made us think for a moment that we were still in the 

virtual place. 

Octavia was first to swing her wooden and stone 

sword at the beast. One swing and his leg became partially 
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dismembered. For such a big and sturdy thing the beast 

easily fell apart. 

Octavia made a grunt and then chopped away at the 

leg further. We could hear the bone slice apart and the rest 

of the skin made a chopping sound, the leg fell to the 

ground and the beast was now crippled. It hopped around 

and groaned a sound of pain, we had to finish it. 

“Benji, aim higher and try to take out his head,” 

Octavia confided in my newfound strength and I grabbed 

my weapon to take out the beast once and for all. Before I 

could grab my weapon something got in the way. 

Kyran had already had a weapon and was going for 

the beast. Instead of aiming high he went for the other leg. 

He hit it once and tore it like the other one. He hit it again 

and the leg fell to the ground as the beast did. We thought it 

would be easier to go for the head now that the beast had 

lost four feet of its height, however it became faster without 

 91 

its legs. It crawled in a flash and grabbed Kyran by his 

waist. It opened its mouth to reveal large green teeth and 

began to move Kyran’s head towards it. 

“Shit, grab Kyran, the beast is going to eat him 

whole. No one is going to die tonight,” Octavia said with a 

confidence that contained so much beauty. 

“I got this, move everyone back,” as I said that I 

went for Kyran and grabbed him with a force I thought I 

was incapable of. I punched the monster in its head and 

with each strike it dented its ugly cranium. Octavia grabbed 

me and pushed Kyran and me out of the beast’s grasp. She 

took a strike in what appeared as slow motion to the beast’s 

nasty neck. Its head fell to the ground and it was lifeless.  

“What the fuck was that,” Kyran said trembling. “It 

reminded me of something from a movie or a video game, 

this kind of thing is not possible. It only grabbed me 

because I tripped, I could have had that thing.” 
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“Sure, Kyran, just like you had that rhino,” I 

grinned a little when I said this because I liked making 

Kyran feel inferior. I was the alpha now and it was my job 

to humiliate. “I think we should figure out how and why 

this thing exists.” 

Octavia came to check on us and grabbed my hand 

to pull me up. Her hand was soft and not what I expected 

from someone so tough. She looked me in the eyes and for 

a moment I felt her soul, it was fire like mine. “Benji, we 

did it, Kyran almost messed it up, but we did it,” Octavia 

seemed to feel my pride.  

“If you guys don’t stop saying that I am 

incompetent, then the beast will be the least of your 

worries,” Kyran would not accept his humiliation.  

“Look Kyran, you cannot do everything and you 

shouldn’t expect to. And it’s our worries, Kyran everything 

is our worry. If we start being selfish then we all will most 
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likely die.” I gave Kyran the most disgusted look I could 

make and he seemed to care just slightly less about his 

ability to fight the beast. 

Amelia came to Octavia and me and inquired about 

the beast. “In all my butchering days with my father, I have 

never learned of such a creature. I am with you and Octavia 

and want to know how this thing exists. I hope we are not 

still in the virtual world as this place is beautiful, minus the 

weird monster.” Amelia could be of help, she knew a lot 

about animals and their inner workings. She seemed 

unmoved by Kyran’s lack of dominance, but also seemed to 

gravitate towards Octavia and I.  

We had no concept of what time it was in this new 

world, we only knew that it was dark and it was night. The 

sun began to rise from the East and people began to emerge 

from their dwellings. We passed a few houses and then 

came to a man standing in his yard walking his lion. We 

were caught off guard by his pet, be were in awe of such a 
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large creature obeying such a small one. There were a few 

mountain lions back in 2015 in the state of Indiana, so to 

see one now used as a pet made sense given that his habitat 

would be around here. With the beast we fought only hours 

ago it also was practical.  

“Hi there, people, I can tell by the way you are 

dressed that you have came from a different time, either 

that or you are reenacting a different time. Given the looks 

on your faces I shall assume you are time travelers.” He 

looked at a device on his wrist and then spoke to it, “Year 

of dress; year of species.” This was odd but we had all seen 

at least a few futuristic movies that had devices like this. It 

was familiar because we already knew what it was. 

“Dress is from 2005; Species range from late 20th 

century.” The device then shut up. 
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“Excuse our dress, but it was also fashionable in 

2015,” I felt offended by this devices judgment of my 

fashion. 

“This device is programmed to be sarcastic, I like 

that kind of humor so it is nice to have a technical device 

that does also. It is impossible to travel forward from a time 

that did not have time travel, so I am sure you guys have 

been brought here by a fellow traveler. Are you guys the 

saviors of the world?” 

“Supposedly,” I like sarcasm too. 

“In time, we all achieve our purpose. Did they tell 

you what the goal was yet?” 

“Yea, to walk around in this world and try not to be 

killed. The goal is to come to us like we are some kind of 

holy people on a spiritual mission.” 

He looked at his wrist again, “’Religion; spiritual.” 

The device spoke quickly. 
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“Religion was the act of worshipping a creator in 

the periods before the destruction of most of the human 

race; Christianity, Judaism, Hinduism, Muslim, etc.; No 

longer needed for the evolution of the human race.” 

“Spiritual was closely related to religion; journeys 

into the self would take place to discover purpose in life; 

purpose determined by higher being; spiritual could also 

mean something outside of religion as some people found 

spirituality in nature.” 

“No religion?” I was surprised to find that the most 

evil of evil had been abolished. 

“Apparently our ancestors saw no need to have it.” 

“No religion, but how do you keep people from 

killing one another. Without religion there surely cannot be 

any morals.” Eleanor was a catholic and her ignorance 

shined through when she talked about it.  
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“We just do onto everyone else has we wish to be 

treated.” This stranger was starting to become like a best 

friend. 

“Ah, so the Golden Rule?” Eleanor insisted that 

religion still existed but they were calling it something else. 

“Never heard of it. Anyways, won’t you all join me 

in my dwelling?” 

“Yes,” I answered for all of us. 

We hadn’t sleep in awhile, we did not know how 

long awhile was, but it felt like forever. We were hungry 

too. This man seemed harmless so we followed him into his 

living space. The door was strong, most likely because of 

creatures like the beast. The walls were made of wood but 

felt indestructible. We expected the inside to appear as 

familiar and ancient as the outside, but that was not the 

case. 
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There were no couches and no televisions, no 

kitchens, tables or stoves. There were lights surrounding 

the inside, all of them different colors. It seemed people of 

the future loved ambient lighting. A waterfall sit in the 

middle of the room and it looked natural, as though the 

house was built on a tiny stream and that this waterfall was 

here for ages. It made us feel even more tired, but hunger 

overpowered our drowsiness.  

“How and where do you cook and eat?” Eleanor 

asked. 

“See that little box over there?” 

There was a box that was attached to a tube that 

went through the roof. The outside of the box was black 

glass and reminded me of a microwave. 

“That is where our food comes from, watch.” 

He touched the glass and it lit up. Pictures of food 

appeared on the screen and he touched a few of them. 
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Within a few moments the machine beeped and he opened 

the door. He pulled out a plastic plate with a full meal on it.  

“But where does it come from?” Malachi asked 

him. 

“It doesn’t start anywhere, it comes from the 

instameal, you press the button and the meal you want 

materializes in the box.”  

“Yea, but how does that work?” Malachi could not 

be satisfied with such a vague answer. 

“I haven’t the slightest clue, there is a science 

behind it, but I have not wasted my time trying to 

understand it. I know that you all must be starving; I can 

see the hunger in your eyes. Please help yourself to a meal 

from the instameal. Eat as much as you like and then we 

will gather on the floor surrounding the waterfall.” 

We ate like we had never had food before. The 

meals were the best tasting food we had ever tasted. Any 



 100 

type of food that one could want for could be created in this 

little black box. It arrived at a perfect temperature and it 

appeared as though the best chef had used their hands on it. 

We feasted for an hour then we met with the man around 

the waterfall. 

We all set together and awaited for him to speak. 

He came in, dressed in a robe that reminded us of some 

kind of ritualistic robe that satanic worshipers wore in our 

time. In his hands were six similar robes and we knew what 

would come next. 

“Will you all please place these robes on?” asked 

the man in a tone that seemed different then how he spoke 

before. 

“What is the purpose of that?” I asked him because 

I was tired of doing silly things for no reason. I would find 

out as I did before that it had a reason and my questioning 

of it would only frustrate our host. 

 101 

“The purpose is that we all wear the same cloth, 

differing in no aspect but our faces, which will be 

concealed as much as they can by the hoods of the robes. 

This brings us closer for the thought exercise we will 

complete momentarily. We could be naked and accomplish 

close to the same effect, however it makes it awkward and 

given that there are different genders gathered here, we 

would still be too different for it to work.”  

The tests would never end it seemed, but this slowly 

seemed to become less of a test and more of a way to relax, 

rest, and still have conversation. We all placed the robes on 

and pulled the hoods over our faces. With this, the room 

darkened to blackness and we began to hear music. The 

music was slow and mellow and had a touch of electronic 

mix to it. It sounded eerie, yet it sounded calming.  We 

were soon able to see because there were light from the 

candles that surrounded us and somehow we all ended up 

lying in a circle with our heads at the center. I bent my head 
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around and noticed that the candles made a circle. Inside 

the circle was a pentagram; we were in fact about the 

worship Satan it seemed. Kyran had taken notice of the 

situation.  

“Ah fuck this shit, I am out,” Kyran attempted to 

get up but he couldn’t.  

We then all tried to get up but were somehow stuck 

to the ground where we lay. The room seemed to move as 

though we were drunk and then we saw the man come back 

in. He no longer looked friendly but appeared as though he 

himself was Lucifer. The music slowly started to speed up. 

It sounded like metal rock music on LSD. It felt like we 

were on LSD. 

“I see the devil, I see the devil, the devil wants in, 

the devil wants in”  

I began to see faces, they were happy but they made 

me afraid. The faces just danced around me, laughing like 
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they knew they were taking me to a horrible place. I moved 

quickly around the room and time was not a concept that 

worked here.  The faces began to melt and when they were 

no longer there, dancing monsters appeared in their place. 

The music slowed to a strong bass line and slow beating 

drums as though it had taken the tempo of the situation. 

The monsters began to slow their dance and from the 

smoky area appeared a little laughing girl. 

“Follow me, we all love it here, follow me, you will 

love it here too.” Her face was hideous and her clothes 

were foul. She grabbed my hand and as soon as she did we 

fell instantly into a dark hole. I felt the force of the fall and 

it felt like skydiving. We were falling fast, I was afraid that 

it meant death, but it didn’t. I opened my eyes that were 

tightly closed during the fall, to see my entire group in the 

room we were now in. The room was dark but I could see 

their faces. I tried to speak but I couldn’t. 
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My mouth felt closed shut and when I looked at my 

friends they had no mouth. I was freaking out at this point 

and had no way to express my pain. I could see the pain in 

my friend’s eyes and we were all here together with no way 

to express our experiences. With a flash of light and a 

sound of crashing the man appeared at the center of the 

circle. 

“If shall wish to speak then you must use the power 

within you to speak. Do not allow the force to hold you 

back, fight it. Speak words that matter and thus you shall 

speak. With no opening below your nose and above your 

chin you are not a human and you have no voice. You must 

find your voice.” This man was now speaking in riddles. 

Find your voice, what the hell did that mean.  

Eleanor was the first to speak; she had found her 

voice it seemed. Her mouth slowly formed back into the 

place where it was. “I love you Benji and I have always 
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cared so deeply about you. This new world is a scary place 

and I need you more than ever to have a sense of safety.” 

Without effort or thought I replied to her odd choice 

of words, “I love you too Eleanor and without your strength 

I could not continue to be a leader to this group.” 

My words frightened me because I did not make 

them, they came out of my mouth, but I was not the owner 

of them. Kyran spoke next and it seemed that this was 

another machine that could control our minds. The future 

was not doing well in the freewill department. 

“I should be the leader Benji and you know it. You 

have never been a strong person and there should be no 

reason why it is any different now.” 

It seemed as though everyone were speaking their 

true thoughts. I wondered if they would be aware of what 

they said afterwards or if they were also in some other 

dimension witnessing the others tell them their thoughts. I 
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then became worried because I had thoughts I would not 

want any of them to hear. Malachi was next to go. 

“I will stand by you, Benji, in any decision you 

make for the group. I trust you and I think we all trust you. 

May you guide us in the right direction.” 

After Malachi was Amelia. “Benji, I adore your 

leadership skills and I wish that you could rub off onto 

Kyran, he is becoming unbearable in his jealousy of you.” 

Finally Octavia, “Benji, you lead well as do I. A 

strong leader deserves a partner who is also strong. Benji, I 

will go to hell and back with you and will never leave you 

side.” 

Octavia’s words were odd but gave an odd comfort. 

We soon awoke, still in the circle, but the candles and 

pentagram had gone. Eleanor came to me and embraced me 

strongly. She told me she loved me and then kissed me on 
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the cheek. Over her shoulder I could see Octavia looking 

me in the eyes. 

“That was pretty intense, it felt like a bad trip before 

we all came together at the end,” Malachi had tripped on 

LSD once and then swore to never do it again. It seemed he 

would know what the experience was like so we believed 

that we had actually tripped off of some kind of future 

drug. Before we could respond to Malachi, the man 

appeared in the room smoking something. 

“Care for a hit?” He asked as though the trip had 

never happened. 

“Hell no,” I responded as he took a drag of it. 

Normally I would take to one’s offer of some recreational 

drug use, however, given that we ended up tripping without 

using anything, I could only imagine what would happen if 

I smoked what he was smoking. The only thing we had 

used was the food from the black box. The food. 
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“What the hell was in the food we ate?” I asked him 

sternly. 

“Well, there were different ingredients. You had the 

steak, potatoes, and salad, correct?” 

“Yes, I am pretty sure that is what I ate.” 

“Steak contained beef, which now does not involve 

the slaughter of any cows and is artificial but contains the 

same nutrients and flavor. The potatoes were virtual, grown 

from atoms and recreated with the exact flavor of the 

potatoes from your time. The salad contained only the 

freshest pieces of lettuce, cheese, and dressing that were 

grown immediately when you pressed the button. 

Everything that you ate did not exist until you pushed the 

button. We have figured out a way to create objects using 

only the atoms that exist everywhere and then configure 

them exactly as the objects that you desire were 

configured.” 
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“That is all great and represents progress in the 

world, but I meant what the hell made us trip like we did?” 

“Trip? Did you fall after eating?” 

“No, we were transported to some drug-induced 

hypnotizing world were we worshipped the devil and the 

devil was you. We danced with monsters and then fell into 

a hole that transported us to some weird gathering of 

alternate versions of us that told each other our real 

thoughts.” 

“Ahh, I see, let me check something.” He walked 

over to the box, tapped the screen and made a face that 

showed he figured out an answer. 

“Well, you guys had the settings set to adventure 

sleep.” He said as though I knew what he was talking 

about. 

“Adventure sleep?”  
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“Yes, adventure sleep,” he said as though I was 

only confirming what he said and that I knew what he was 

talking about. 

“What the hell is adventure sleep?” 

“Well, adventure sleep allows you to experience out 

of this world beings and things. You can discover answers 

to your darkest questions, all while you are in the deepest 

sleep imaginable.” 

“Well I guess that makes sense. There is quite a bit 

of strange things in this world that we will have to get used 

to, I suppose.” With that, we all gathered around the 

waterfall, this time without being sent off into a weird 

world. 

This time the man brought no robes and was not 

Lucifer hiding in mortal flesh, it was just this normal man. 

We sat with our legs crossed in front of the beautiful 

waterfall and under dim lighting. The area was truly 
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comforting and we could feel our worries fade. The man 

had disposed of his joint and was now smoking a pipe. 

“It is customary in our culture to pass the pipe 

around when we are gathered in a guests dwelling. I 

understand that after accidently using the adventure sleep 

setting on your meals, that you are skeptical about using the 

pipe. I ensure you that it will not alter your mind in such an 

extreme manner and it will only ease your nerves to where 

you will feel only intense calmness. Please take my offer.” 

He passed to pipe to me and I took two hits off of 

hit. I passed it to Eleanor and she did the same. The pipe 

eventually had reached everyone and the man began to 

speak again. I felt extremely calm and I felt a happiness 

that I had never felt. If the pursuit of happiness was the 

purpose of life, then at this moment I had felt that I had 

achieved that purpose. Life would require no further 

searching or wondering for I had found Nirvana. But life’s 
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purpose was not about achieving happiness so I could not 

sit around smoking a pipe for the rest of eternity. 

The man began to speak as we all sat on the ground, 

starry eyed now from the smoke.  

“My name is Cassidy. I welcome you all to my 

dwelling and I find that you all are troubled and I am here 

to help. We can discuss anything you like and if I cannot 

answer your questions then my KnowTell wrist device will 

answer them. Please, ask anything that you wish.” 

“What is our goal?” It seemed to be the obvious 

question so I asked it. 

“Of course, figured that would be the first one and I 

have thought long about it. Your goal is to save the world, 

which you already know. The way the world is saved is by 

finding yourselves. You still have many battles to face, 

inside and out, and you must overcome them to find the 

answer. I am afraid that the answer cannot be given 
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because only you six have it within. As you know, the 

world ended in 2015 and that is the time in which you were 

transported here. The future of humanity is within the six of 

you. When you figure out your destiny, you will be 

transported back a few years after the catastrophe.” 

“But that hardly makes sense. We could have 

figured ourselves out in our own time.” 

“But the time that you are from no longer exists. If 

we would have left you there to figure it out, then you 

would have died.” 

“I guess that makes sense. What about the fact that 

everyone that exists in 2386 are descendants of a few 

survivors of 2015?” I asked the question that we had all 

been so curious about. 

Cassidy looked at his KnowTell device and asked, 

“Whom are we descended of?” 
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The device made a noise and then responded, “All 

humans are descended of survivors of the fire. Records do 

not exist of who the survivors are or any of their history.” 

“We survived the catastrophe, are we your 

ancestors?” I had figured out our destiny. 

Cassidy asked the device, “Do the ancestors stand 

before me?” 

We all gathered close to hear the answer. We 

already knew it would say yes, it was the only possible 

explanation and we were ready. 

The device made the noise again and prepared to 

answer, “No, the six people that stand before you are 

descendants of the survivors, just as are all of us.” 

“That doesn’t make any sense, unless it was our 

parents that are the ancestors.” I did not have anything 

figured out it seemed. 
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The device responded to me, “If your parents were 

our ancestors then you would also be our ancestors. The 

answer is more complicated then you think it is. The 

answer has not yet happened and it is up to you to answer 

your own question.” The device then stopped talking. 

“We keep getting the same answer. Answer it 

ourselves, figure it out on our own. I am quite tired of not 

knowing and want an answer. If we are to save the world it 

might do us well to understand why or even how we are 

doing that.” I seemed to be as forward as I could with 

Cassidy. He was a welcoming person and I did not want to 

give him too much trouble for not knowing the answer to 

the question. 

“The only thing that we know, as citizens of this 

city, is that our ancestors survived the end of the world and 

then continued to reproduce. It would be assumed that with 

such a small number of ancestors that we would have all 

eventually ended up reproducing with brothers or sisters, 
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but there are computerized chips placed within each 

individual on the day they are born that does not allow 

them to find a sibling attractive. If such a case should 

occur, then the chips have a no fail solution that does not 

allow reproduction to occur. There were but eight survivors 

and all of us descended from those eight. Each couple were 

required to reproduce exactly four children that would go 

on to reproduce exactly four more children from their 

partners from the other family. Microchips were also 

developed to ensure that reproduction always allowed for 

four perfectly healthy children from each family.” Finally, 

someone was giving us something that made sense and 

explained quite a bit. 

“The chips were developed in the year 2386 and 

sent back to the survivors. They were also given the 

materials and the knowledge of how to make these chips. 

We have been preparing for the end of the world in 2015 

for over a century.” 
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“Well, now you’ve lost us,” I gave Cassidy the most 

confused expression I could. 

“Time is not linear as you had thought it was in 

your time. If we could not save the world in 2015 in the 

year 2386, all time would stop and human life would cease 

to exist, leaving not even a memory that it ever existed. 

You are now wondering how the world could continue on 

past 2015 into 2386 if it ended in 2015. It is very confusing 

to just speak that sentence, so I understand. Time travel is 

possible and if time were in fact linear then we would have 

no time in which to travel to other than the one that we are 

in. All time coexists at the same moment; the year 5 billion 

exists at the same moment as 2386 and 2015. This allows 

for us to travel between time periods.” 

“I guess that makes sense. But the answer to who 

our ancestors are has yet to be answered and it is the most 

puzzling question of all of them.” 
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“The device only speaks what people have typed 

into it. Not every piece of knowledge is saved there. Some 

information is too scared to allow storage for all to view. 

However, it so happens that I know the answer to your 

question and I now think that I am ready to share it with 

you. Please keep your shock in good composure, as this 

answer is not an easy one to receive.” 

We all perked up at his speaking of knowledge of 

the answer. We had awaited this explanation for our entire 

time here in the future and it was about to be revealed. 

“You six are not the survivors, nor are you the 

ancestors. You have been given life just so you will be 

saviors for the entire world, within all time periods. There 

will be a birth of four children and it is your job as saviors 

to retrieve them and return them to the year 1745. It is 

imperative that they are placed there and survive all the 

elements that you and them will be put through. As you are 

very well aware, the year 1745 was heavily populated and 
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thus that means you are not ancestors of these four 

children. When the year 2015 arrives, only the very best 

selection of the original four’s descendants will survive. 

There will only be four and they will be the most improved 

human life that this world has ever known. Once you have 

completed this task you have the choice of staying in the 

year 1745, but knowing that all your descendants will die 

by the year 2015, or you can choose to return to the year 

2386 and live out lives that harness progress and the 

knowledge of the fact that your descendants will most 

likely continue on through the rest of time.” 

“Wow, that is truly a very mad theory. We get to 

travel to 1745?” I asked him with the utmost curiosity. 

“Yes, indeed, you will see all the aspects of life in 

America before America was America, if you survive your 

mission.” He seemed pleased to be the bearer of this news. 
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“So where can we find these four children?” I asked 

him. 

“The four children are at this point unknown, 

however they have markings distinguishing them from the 

rest of the population. They also behave in a manner that is 

superior of that of normal human beings. Your best bet 

would be to look for young children behaving boldly, 

conquering brave situations, and dominating the other 

children. To narrow down the search, it is likely the case 

that they will be around schools. Look there first.” He 

seemed to said all he had to say and we really did not have 

much more to ask him. 

Cassidy put out the pipe and looked at us with 

satisfaction, he had explained everything and he knew it. 

We had all become calm from the smoke and from our new 

knowledge, and with that we got up and left Cassidy’s 

presence.  
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We headed back out into the city but before we left 

Cassidy’s yard, we figured it was time to have a group 

meeting without the presence of an authority. Eleanor was 

eager to speak to me, so she went first. 

“Benji, do you believe what this man said to us? It 

seems rather odd that someone would save us just so we 

could save some children. Why couldn’t they just transport 

the children back to 1745 without the help from us? This 

whole situation is so odd, that I don’t know what I believe 

as truth and what is a lie.” Eleanor was frustrated from her 

confusion. 

“Well Eleanor, like you said, this entire situation is 

so odd, that things that don’t make sense might as well be 

true and as long as we are unsure of its validity, then we 

should pursue everything we are told to. While I do trust all 

the people we have encountered, it is still possible that 

humans manipulate other humans for their advantage, so 

we will just have to remain cautious when trusting them.” 
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Eleanor spoke words of truth, it did not make any 

sense that we would be brought from our time to this one to 

save some children and bring them to 1745. It would make 

more sense to have the people of this time do it and seems a 

waste of time to do what they did. I suppose it was one 

more question we would need answered. At least we had 

our purpose now. 

“My children were supposed to grow to be great, if 

it is not my offspring that are not the great survivors, then I 

am not sure I want to continue with the mission. I mean, 

where the hell are their parents and why are they not the 

ones saving them?” Kyran asked and was serious. 

“Kyran, while you may think that you and 

everything you touch is gold, it is simply not true. These 

kids happen to be the survivors and there is nothing we can 

do to change that.” I could not see how Kyran could at 

times be so ignorant. 
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“Yes I can change that, by not saving their asses. If 

I don’t go through with the plan then they are not at all 

survivors and my children can grow to be them.” Kyran 

always missed the point. 

“You don’t get it Kyran, the survivors are chosen, 

they have been bred to be strong and to carry on the world. 

They have chips imbedded in them that are dire to the 

survival of all human existence, you can’t just change a 

billion years of fate.” 

“I don’t care about fate, I don’t care about 2386, all 

I want is 2015 and my life and my children.” 

It was hard to sympathize with Kyran, but I figured 

it was worthless to argue any further, we were wasting time 

and I was wasting breath. 

“I see what your saying and I don’t know what to 

tell you Kyran.”  
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“Fuck all of you and fuck 2386.” With that he shut 

up. 

Octavia looked at me like she was waiting for an 

okay to speak, so I nodded at her and she spoke up. 

“I am ready to save the world and to save time, 

however, it seems we are not being rushed to do so, I think 

we should explore this city just a little more and then head 

to the schools to look for the children.” 

“That is a great idea honey,” Malachi said. 

“Don’t call me honey, you know how I hate that.” 

“I’m sorry,” Malachi put his large head down like a 

child being scolded. 

I had never seen Octavia been so forward with 

Malachi and I had also never seen Malachi be so 

submissive. It seemed like Octavia was growing away from 

Malachi, but this was the first time that she voiced it. 

 125 

“Let’s walk around for awhile and explore the 

world, when we are satisfied with our experience, then we 

should continue the mission. Do you agree Benji?” 

Malachi gave me a look of jealousy and of anger. 

His fiancé was beginning to confide in another man, that 

man being his best friend. It seemed that Malachi saw 

Octavia as the love of his life and it was clear that the 

perspective was not mutual. 

“Yes, Octavia, I agree that we should explore this 

new world and maybe by chance we will find these 

children that we are supposed to be looking for. There are 

eight children that we are supposed to find, with only a few 

clues as to where they may be located, so let us get to it.” 

With that I motioned for us to head to the center of the city. 

We began to walk away from Cassidy’s small 

dwelling and into the city which seemed to draw one in. 

Cassidy’s dwelling set on a dirt road and was quiet; the city 
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could be seen from it but not heard. Once his dwelling 

became an object in the distance, the noise of the city could 

be heard. It was not noise like that of cities of the 20th 

century; no it was a peaceful busy noise, the noise of 

progress. Cars, trains, and buses where mute because this 

city did not have any. We could see a type of monorail 

system sprawled out between the buildings, the tram made 

zero noise. The time spent inside Cassidy’s dwelling had 

allowed for the day to begin from the start. We could now 

see the city in the daylight for the first time since we have 

been here. 

We walked towards the city as the sunrise had given 

way to a grim overcast that seemed to envelope the city 

with its massive darkness. It was still more visible than it 

had ever been and through the raindrops we could clearly 

see this futuristic city. The skyline was becoming more 

visible with each step we took towards the city.  
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A mile from Cassidy’s dwelling we passed fields of 

dandelions and crops of corn and soybeans, it was not 

much different from a rural area in 2015, so it felt familiar. 

What did not feel familiar was the crew tending to these 

gardens and crops. They were mechanical and worked 

highly efficient compared to their human counterparts. 

These mechanical beings also made zero noise, further 

adding to the relaxing nature of this future world. We 

slowly passed through the plant area on a hardened dirt 

road, drawing nearer to the city of Progress, New Indiana. 

We finally reached what seemed to be the urban 

limits, where the city surrounded us from every direction. 

Bike paths seemed to be the primary roadway that weaved 

in and out between the moderately tall buildings and small 

monuments dedicated to events that once occurred before. 

They either were for bicycles or cars that were extremely 

skinny, bicycles were what traditional logic concluded, 

skinny cars is what the logic of this future world 
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determined. The thought was barely brewing when a 

bicycle passed by on the path; traditional logic still had 

some pull in this new world.  

“I could not live in a world that does not utilize 

automobiles as their primary mode of transportation. A 

fucking bicycle, what are we, five?” Kyran was such a 

naïve bastard.  

“Bicycles are safer, cleaner, and actually allow the 

operator to arrive to their destination quicker than operators 

of motor vehicles. Given the size of this city, bicycles are 

the best mode of transportation for them. In a rural area I 

could see them being impractical. Kyran, you have to open 

your god damned mind a little.” I gave him a little shove 

with my critique.  

“Don’t touch me,” Kyran yelled at me and then 

pushed me back.  
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We would have had an all out brawl if were not for 

Octavia and Amelia coming in between the two of us. 

Kyran deserved it, but he would have to wait to receive his 

beating. 

“You two need to chill the hell out, the whole time 

here you two have been fighting like children and you have 

been best friends since grade school. Cool it out or we will 

never achieve our goal of saving the whole fucking world.” 

Octavia then gave me that look again and all I could think 

about was how I would have her, Malachi be damned.  

Amelia was starting to appear in a new light also; 

maybe in time her looks would grow on me. Who knew in 

this weird world, maybe I could have all the women I 

wanted and no one would have an issue with that. At the 

edge of this bicycle freeway we found a map of the city and 

all the important locations. 
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The map read: New Indiana, popular destinations 

and their locations. The map showed us where the mall 

was, where the government offices were, and most 

importantly showed us were we could find a school. There 

was one odd item on the map that was in the shape of a 

triangle. Triangles themselves are not odd, but the writing 

on this one gave a slight alarm. The triangle was a location 

on the map, but above it in big red letters it read: Do not, 

under any circumstances, attempt to set foot on the grounds 

of this location.  

“Oooh, so scary,” mocked Kyran. He was becoming 

quite an annoyance, but I agreed with his sarcasm on this 

one. 

“Yea, we are definitely going to figure out what the 

hell is in that place,” I said with my leadership honed and 

my alpha status confirmed. 
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Eleanor in her conservative manner become worried 

of the consequences of entering a place that clearly said not 

to enter, “But what if we are killed or imprisoned? I do not 

think it is a very good idea.” 

“Your wife is such a pussy dude,” Kyran finally 

struck a nerve. 

“Alright,” I said as I cocked back my arm and 

swung at his face with as much force as I could. I got a 

good hit in on his left eye and with the force he fell hard on 

the ground. I was going to place my body over his and 

knock the life out of him, but Octavia came between the 

two of us once again. This time she seemed to be fully on 

my side, cussing at Kyran and grabbing me with a soft but 

firm grip. 

Eleanor was growing knowledgeable of the obvious 

passion that was occurring between Octavia and me. In 

time it probably would not matter, we were all growing in 
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different directions, some for the better and some for the 

worse. 

Kyran was falling further and further into a dark 

place that took his immature nature and his impulsive 

personality and combining them into a horrible disease. It 

was hard not to think that he would eventually cause our 

demise, but that is something I would not allow; I am 

alpha, I am supreme. 

The anger settled quicker than one would think and 

even though deep down inside the anger may have been 

stored up for use at a later time and place, we were all 

getting along again. We could now continue our journey 

deep into the bowels of this city. The city that was here in 

2015 no longer had any tributes to its once great being. It 

was now New Indiana in the city of Progress, nothing of 

Indianapolis existed anymore. No ruins, no monuments, 

and no remembrance of the city that once was. We 
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mentally wrote down the directions to the school were we 

could hopefully find this kid. 

The outside of the city continued to fade into the 

background and the inner part of the city became our 

surroundings. Like the cities of the old time, markets and 

storefronts were on all sides of us. These stores were 

slightly different, as they offered none of the wears that the 

stores from our time in our center city offered. Restaurants, 

clothing stores, and business offices were not what made up 

these storefronts. These stores all seemed to be those of 

only the most practical uses. Clothing was no longer sold 

like it had once been and food was obviously materialized 

out of thin air. Business had seemed to have changed as 

they no longer required little cramped rooms in which 

people in suits and ties could discuss nonsense. 

One store in particular stood out, over the front door 

was a sign that named the location as: The Body Shop.  The 

sides of the windows claimed that this place could 



 134 

rejuvenate a person’s body using natural techniques and 

oxygen tanks. It seemed that the doctor selling snake oil 

had been reborn in this new age.  Through the windows we 

could see people hooked to machines by all orifices of the 

body. The nose hooked up to what appeared to be oxygen 

tanks, the arms through IV’s. Their feet were concealed 

into some type of enclosure that we could not even imagine 

was doing. This store was odd, unlike the rest of the city, 

which seemed to have retained the style of old, but only 

better. The neon lights of The Body Shop were in stark 

contrast to the adjacent storefronts. 

Next to the The Body Shop was a store that could 

only be described as a bookstore, only that it had no books. 

The only defining characteristic that made it appear as a 

book store were the people lounging in chairs looking at 

their hands which had nothing in them. It looked like they 

were reading even though they were doing nothing. We 

assumed that that this was some future device that allowed 
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the reader to materialize books from nothing and have them 

also appear as nothing to any onlookers. Bookstores were 

good, they represented knowledge and knowledge 

represented progress; progress is good. The rest of the 

shops were only what the people of the city needed, not 

what the people were told they needed by advertisements. 

We left the city center and headed down an alley 

that seemed to be the quickest route to our destination. The 

alley was dark even in the middle of the day. It smelled of 

trash and old buildings, like mildew on a wet day. It felt 

familiar because cities used to smell like this. It seems that 

even though these humans were the most evolved that a 

human could be, they still could not solve simple human 

problems. If they could not keep their streets clear from 

trash and odor, what would make one think that they could 

solve any other issues? I put this thought in the back of my 

mind; I would use it in my overall critique of the future. 



 136 

The alley spilled out into an open park, surrounded 

by bike paths. The park had play structures scattered 

throughout it. The park was comforting and felt like we 

were not in a city, it felt like we were in the middle of a 

forest, in the low part of a valley. This was not a 

perspective, but the way the park was designed. It made 

one feel like they were actually in a valley. I knew this 

theory was true because my companions also felt that. 

“It feels as though we are really in a valley in the 

middle of a forest, but yet we are in a city. The city 

surrounds us, that I am sure of because I saw the city all 

around and then we arrived in this valley,” Malachi seemed 

mesmerized by the feeling of being a place that he actually 

was not. The rest of the group voiced their feelings of being 

lost in a place they were actually not at.  

This would not be odd, given the places that we 

have been via technology, but what did feel odd is that this 

place felt like it was not being created through technology, 
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rather it felt like we were actually there. It was like we 

were teleported briefly to this valley and if we were to 

reach its boundaries it is likely that we would be 

transported back to the city. The air in the valley smelled 

like a morning in the mountains, it was crisp and 

refreshing, like we were breathing for the first time in our 

lives. Fog could be seen in the foreground, hanging over 

the mountaintops, which were sure to not be real or 

reachable. We decided to relax in the park and then we 

continued to its boundaries. 

We reached the boundaries of the park and we 

found ourselves in a very busy intersection. It reminded me 

of the images I had seen of Times Square in New York. 

Only instead of taxis and vehicle traffic, there were just 

people and bicycles. It did not appear cramped either, like 

how when there are a bunch of people gathered in a small 

location. It felt like everyone had their own personal space 

and everyone was in harmony. This harmony seemed to 
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spread across this area and touch every person uniquely. I 

felt like everyone was at the peak of human evolution. I felt 

this because it seemed that everything had a purpose and 

that purpose further created harmony.  

Octavia looked at me and with her eyes could 

communicate the connection that we had. I could almost 

see the future in them, but it was too hazy. Maybe we had 

developed telekinesis and ESP or maybe I was just falling 

for her. Time seemed to slow as the six of us stood in the 

middle of this large intersection. I could look at each of my 

comrades closely and thoughtfully. 

Octavia was the first person I slowly analyzed. I 

saw in her a strong leader, a passionate woman. I felt a 

strong desire to hold her close to me. Then I looked at 

Eleanor. I saw a reliable woman who deeply cared for that 

which she cares about. I felt guilt, I felt sad. This woman I 

have spent so much time with, cared mutually for, and 

would die for was becoming a less an object of my love and 
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more a meaningful companion. Next, I looked at Malachi, I 

saw a strong compassionate man. I felt betrayal.  I was in 

love with his fiancé, and given time I am sure that this will 

create tension. Then Amelia. Her rough look made me see a 

free person. One not concerned with the rules of being a 

woman. I felt desire for her as well, but not on the level as I 

did for Octavia, more of a lust. Her body was gorgeous and 

her mind knew how to use that. In Kyran, I saw jealousy, I 

saw greed. I saw a selfishness that would lend to our 

demise. I felt betrayal once again as he was once my best 

friend. I knew that if it came to it and Kyran got in the way 

of saving the world, I would end him. My thoughts of 

betrayal did not last long. 

Time sped back up. All the harmony that existed 

had ceased. Kyran stepped back into a bikeway and we 

watched as a speeding machine clipped his neck. It quickly 

sliced through the skin, blood began flowing. The bone 

came next and finally the machine came through the skin 
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on the other side of his neck. Blood began to spatter on all 

of us and the harmonious people in the intersection. 

Kyran’s lifeless body fell to the ground, his knees hit first, 

then his chest. His arms to his side. The bikeway soon 

filled with blood, the blood then flowed into a large mess.  

Amelia screamed out for Kyran, the sound of her 

voice was one of fear and anger. “Kyran! You saved me 

from my wretched life only so you could die so 

meaningless,” She dropped beside his body and kneeled. 

She grabbed his hand. “May your soul rest easily and your 

existence not be in vain.” Amelia then discovered his 

decapitated head, she picked it up by its hair, the way a 

warrior grabs his slain enemy. Amelia then shouted at the 

crowd, who had long stopped working in harmony, “This 

man’s death shall not be for nothing! You fuckers and your 

sick fucking games will stop immediately or I will murder 

each and every one of you, and then I will murder your 
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families.” Octavia quickly grabbed Amelia off her soapbox 

and tried to calm her down. 

“Sweetie, you can’t talk like that to these people. 

They are strangers and likely had nothing to do with what 

just happened. I think it was just a freak accident. These 

things happen, you know?” Octavia embraced a reluctant 

Amelia. 

“Yea, that’s just fucking convenient isn’t it. The one 

man that is having disagreements with the group is now 

gone. How fucking perfect.” Amelia gave me a disgusted 

look, like it was me who had done this to Kyran.  

Amelia shoved Octavia away and charged at me, 

she had picked up a scrape piece of metal and held it like a 

knife. She held it high like she was aiming for my neck. 

Eleanor quickly stepped in front of me, taking a large blow 

from the metal. Octavia gained control over Amelia. 

Malachi and her pinned Amelia to ground. Eleanor fell and 
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was bleeding badly. She could hardly speak. Blood was 

coming from her mouth. 

Eleanor looked into my eyes, I could see that she 

was fading. Blood was rolling down the side of her face 

that she was spewing from her mouth. She grabbed my 

face, but was very weak. Her eyes began to tear, as did 

mine. Eleanor said, “Benji, please see through this mission, 

make sure you save this world so that my family may be 

alive to remember our sacrifices. I love you for always, my 

sweet man.” And with that, she was gone. I looked at 

Amelia with a rage I had never felt before. I would kill her. 

“You bitch, you just killed my wife!” I was going to 

kill her while she lay helpless on the ground. The same way 

she took the life of my helpless wife. I ran over and began 

punching her in the face. With each blow she became 

weaker. I had her blood and skin between my knuckles, her 

spit and slime from her body trying to compensate for the 

pain. She looked up at me as I was about to take the ending 
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thrust to her face. She smiled. It was an evil smile, like she 

enjoyed both the pain I was causing her and the pain she 

had caused. I landed the last punch in skull and she then lay 

lifeless underneath me. Malachi was visually enraged by 

my killing of Amelia and from the emotion felt by this 

entire situation. 

He came at me. Him being such a stronger man than 

me, I needed a weapon. I was able to scoop up the knife 

that Amelia had taken Eleanor’s life with. It was either me 

or him. 

“You big stupid fuck, what are ya gonna do? You 

going to kill me?” I was feeling all the adrenaline that one 

could possibly feel. 

“You murdered Amelia out of vengeance. I will 

murder you out of rage!” Malachi then struck me with his 

large fists. I fell to the ground. He held onto my wrists so 

that I was not able to reach his skull with my knife. He 
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landed a few hits to my face and I began to feel weaker. 

Suddenly there was a strange noise, a buzzing, and Malachi 

was distracted. I used this opportunity to slice his throat 

with the knife. His blood spilled out all over my face and 

chest. He collapsed and I pushed him off to my side. I lie 

there next to him, badly hurt and bleeding. 

I looked up to the sky and hoped this was all over. 

That we had failed our mission and that most of my friends 

were dead. When all the sudden there was a darkness that 

enveloped my vision of the future sky. Octavia was 

standing over me. I thought I would finally have her, that 

this was meant to be. We were to kill all the others and me 

and her were really the ones to save the world. 

“You selfish bastard. You’ve killed all the people 

that mean anything to you. You as their leader, have led 

them to death. You are a failure; you are a disgrace.” 

Octavia then produced a large metal object from behind her 

back. She pulled it over her head, then with one swift 
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movement was able to swing it against my skull. As my 

body lie lifeless, I watched as I rose above it. An out of 

body experience as I headed to the afterlife. Octavia was 

now the true leader. She would be the savior of the world. I 

began to feel tired. I lost consciousness, surely, I would 

wake in hell. 

Chapter Four 

 When I awoke, I saw Amelia, Eleanor, 

Octavia, and Malachi. I did not see Kyran. I guess that 

wherever we died and went to, Kyran went to the opposite. 

I suppose we didn’t go to hell after all. When I looked at 

my surroundings, I saw us standing in the same intersection 

where most of us had died. I looked around and noticed that 

all the people were once again acting in harmony. I looked 

down and saw Kyran’s lifeless body. Surely, we didn’t all 

just imagine that horrific scene. 
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“Oh my god, I can’t live without you Kyran,” 

Amelia was still holding his lifeless hand. I wanted to ask 

why we were all still alive, but before I could, a flash of 

light burst above Kyran’s body. When we were able to see 

again, Kyran’s head was back on his body and he was 

alive. 

“What the fuck!” I shouted at whoever was 

listening. All the others looked confused too. 

Kyran spoke up, but was gentle with his words, “I 

have seen the end. It is terrifying. We must continue on 

with our mission and get along. Otherwise, there will be 

things that happen to us that are much worse than death.” 

Amelia embraced Kyran, obviously traumatized 

from his death. “Oh my god Kyran, never leave me again.” 

She rested her face in his shoulder. Their bond seemed to 

grow stronger. 
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Octavia and Malachi on the other hand seemed to 

be unaffected by the whole situation. Their bond was 

neither stronger nor weaker, but just weak. My bond with 

Eleanor appeared stronger to Eleanor, but I felt a fondness 

growing for Octavia. My wife had just died and been 

brought back, but yet I was having feelings for another 

woman. I felt like a horrible person, a despicable man.  

We all gathered ourselves once again in the 

intersection.  We looked around at this vast urban space. 

We wondered what had just happened. Octavia turned 

around and looked at the exit from the park. She touched it. 

It looked like it went on forever, but it ended right in front 

of us. Octavia’s touch made the screen ripple to the sky. 

We went to the bikeway and reached out in front of 

us. This scene did the same thing. Ripples to the sky. 

Another simulation. What was the lesson for us to learn this 

time? We didn’t have to wonder long. 
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The screen spread open from the park. A man 

walked in. He had on a blue one piece uniform with a 

nametag that said Bob. He approached us and then just 

stood in front of us. This awkwardness seemed to last 

forever. One of us spoke up. 

“In 2386, Bob is still used as a name?” I was only 

trying to ease the awkwardness with humor. 

“Bob. 2386. Relevance,” Bob said with no emotion. 

We all looked at each other slightly confused. 

“What the hell Bob? Are you alright?” I asked. 

Bob’s eyes rolled back in his head and his pupils 

began to spin. 

“Get the hell back, guys!” I yelled because this guy 

looked like he was going to explode. 
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“My name is B.O.B. Being Over Being. The year is 

2386. You are Benji. I see that certain names are cross-

species.” 

“Ha-fucking-ha, you’re a real fucking comedian, 

aren’t you Bob?” I said jestingly and embarrassingly.  

“Anyways, Sir, you and your ragtag crew have just 

experienced a workshop simulation. Designed to bring 

teams of people closer together by showing where the 

largest tensions reside.” Bob then pulled out a sheet of 

paper. 

“This paper tells me what it makes of the analysis of 

your simulation.  I will read it if you will allow me.” 

“Well, read it.” I said in an impatient manner. 

“First I must warn you that what you felt deep 

inside is all within this sheet and the results could create 

further tensions.” 
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“Just read the damn thing.” I was growing tired of 

the future’s constant games. 

Bob didn’t say anything. He put his finger to his ear 

as though he was turning on some kind of speaker or 

something.  

“I have just received notice that I am not to read 

you what was written at any costs. I can only summarize 

what is here.” 

“What the fuck, Bob? Who are you talking to and 

why can’t we see it? You just asked if we wanted to.” I was 

starting to become furious. 

“If you, as a group, were to hear what the others felt 

during our simulation, the mission would automatically be 

failed. The crisis and tension between your group would 

become to strong to focus. I was talking to the people in 

charge of your mission and this information is news to me 

as well. I sincerely apologize.” 

 151 

“What people in charge, Bob?” 

“The people.” Bob seemed to be jesting. 

“What the hell are you Bob? What is a Being Over 

Being?” I no longer cared what he had to say about our 

simulation. 

“Benji, you need to focus on the mission and the 

simulation. I am prepared to summarize what it all meant. 

If you would only take the small amount of time to listen.” 

“You know what Bob, Fuck you. How do I know 

you’re not some kind of mind altering enemy or something, 

and by further listening to your nonsense, we are actually 

jeopardizing the mission?” 

“Benji, if you will be a good boy, I will gladly tell 

you what it is that I am. I mean, if it will calm your small 

little mind to know what I am, then I must tell you!” 

“Alright guys, I’m done. Let’s get on with our 

mission.” I motioned for us all to walk away. 
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“Benji, don’t you think we should hear what he has 

to say? It seems quite important. We will have all been 

traumatized with that simulation for nothing if we just walk 

away.” Octavia was showing her practical side, which 

seemed to make up most of her sides.  

“How do I know he isn’t part of the simulation. The 

annoying simulation and the ability to walk away from it? 

How do I know if anything is fucking real anymore?” I was 

moving from angry to scared. 

Octavia took my hand, no one else saw her do it. 

She held it tight. “Benji, you have to trust me. Will you 

please just trust me?” 

I couldn’t help but feel submissive to her strong but 

soft hands. “Yes, Octavia, I will trust you.” 

“Okay Bob, what the fuck is it you were going to 

say?” 
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“A reasonable man you are, Benji. Being Over 

Being is the acronym for things like me. See, I am just an 

artificial intelligence. I am here to guide you to a successful 

mission. The results of the simulation showed there were 

strong tensions and currently redirecting bonds within this 

group that if unchecked would lead to the failure of the 

mission. My goal now is to accompany you until I deem 

that these issues are resolved. I assure you that my 

company will be as pleasant as you allow. Resistance will 

be met with very unfavorable conditions for your group. So 

I ask that you please cooperate.” 

“Well I guess we really don’t have a fucking choice 

then, do we?” I wasn’t too happy about a tagalong smartass 

robot. 

“No, Benji, you do not. Shall we carry on then?”  

“I suppose.”  
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With that, we arose from the small area that housed 

the simulation. We were still in the park. The trees and the 

landscape all still looked perfectly beautiful. Every inch 

seemingly placed where it belonged. The whole world that 

we could see was like this. Everything purposefully placed 

exactly where it belonged. 

“Should we continue to the school?” Eleanor asked. 

Usually, Eleanor would be the one to want to 

continue on the path that least lead to the goal, but this time 

she wanted to progress. 

“Yes, Eleanor, we should.” Octavia assured her 

leadership. 

“Say, Bob, do you know the best path to get to the 

school?” I seemed to be the mediator between Bob and us. 

“Yes, Benji, I know precisely the best way. But I 

have something better.” 
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“Are you going to teleport us there?” I was half 

joking. 

“No. I know where all the children are.” 

The groups jaws dropped. If this were true, then our 

job had just become that much easier. We would no longer 

be using trial and error in our attempt to retrieve the 

children.  

“That would be useful information. You better not 

be fucking with us.” I was sure that he was. 

“The school contains one child. His name is Ben. 

He has been tested and has shown that he is ready for the 

task of avoiding the end of the world. We should head there 

first.” 

“What about the other three children?” Eleanor 

asked. Finally someone else was speaking to Bob. 

“Yes Eleanor. One child is at the hospital. She has 

just been born.” 
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“How are we to take an infant, with no ability to 

survive on its own, and place it in the past to save the 

world?” Eleanor asked what we all were surely thinking. 

“This child is of the newest batch. By the time you 

retrieve it, it will be far more advanced than any human you 

have ever met.”  

“Batch, that’s an odd way to describe a child.” 

Eleanor was a traditionalist. 

“They are not children in the sense that your feeble 

mind imagines them.” 

“Don’t be a dick to Eleanor, Bob, I’ll quit this 

mission right now.” I couldn’t believe the amount of 

asshole contained in his software. 

“Simply stating facts, Benji.” This fucking guy, I 

swear. 

“Anyways, Bobby boy, what about the other kids?” 

I was tired of hearing him talk. 
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“The third child is in the fields taking in precious 

natural nutrients and connecting his body with the land. He 

will be superior in his ability to create environmental 

sustainability in the time long ago.” 

“And the fourth child?”  

“That I do not know, Benji.” 

“You just said you knew where they all were. Are 

you messing with us again?” 

“No, Benji, it’s not so much that I do not know 

where the fourth is as it is that the fourth does not exist yet, 

therefore having no location.” 

“But you do know when he will exist and where?” 

“Benji, when the time comes, you will know.” 

“You all are so goddamn mysterious. It’s quite 

tiring, honestly.” 
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“Trust me, it’s for your and your group’s benefit 

that you wait until the time is right.” 

“Whatever you say, Bob. Let’s get moving.” 

We began to walk towards a line of trees on the 

other side of the park. We were growing tired and needed 

rest. There was an area that looked perfect to set up a camp. 

So, we did. We were able to make a fire and order some 

instameal from Bob. We all talked for a while until 

eventually we fell asleep on the ground next to each other. 

Bob was a smartass, but for some reason he made us feel 

safe. We could sleep knowing that Bob wouldn’t let 

anything happen to us. 

I awoke the next morning and looked around at my 

surroundings. I saw Octavia, still sleeping and figured that 

the rest were out taking in the beauty of the park. The more 

I awoke, the more I noticed that we weren’t in the park 

anymore. I looked at the ground and it was an orange dust 
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on top of hard tan rock. In front of me was a large cliff that 

led to a canyon. Behind me was forest, but not like what 

was in the park. The trees were very large and mostly bare 

until a long way to the top. The air was moist and a slight 

fog surrounded us. Octavia began to wake. 

“Malachi, where are you?” Octavia looked barely 

awake and I could tell her vision was blurred from the sleep 

in her eyes. She yawned and stretched. As she extended her 

right arm fully above her head, I began to notice fine details 

about her. Like how her armpits had grown the smallest 

amount of hair from the lack of being able to shave. I liked 

the rawness of it. The power that gave her. The bottom of 

her shirt had risen enough to show her stomach a little 

above her belly button. Her stomach was slightly chiseled, 

her belly button the perfect amount of roundness. Her hair 

looked as beautiful as it did the night before, like it was 

fake. Her eyes glowed as they slowly met mine. 

“Benji, have you seen the others?” 
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“No, I just woke up a few minutes ago and noticed 

that we aren’t even in the park anymore.” 

“Oh shit, we aren’t.” She looked terrified, but 

slightly excited. 

She began to call out for the others and I joined her. 

“Malachi, where are you!” we screamed in tandem. 

“Eleanor! Kyran! Amelia!” No answer from any of them. 

We noticed a rustic looking sign with faded letters printed 

on it. 

There was an X and a line drawn from what looked 

like our location. Hangman’s Gap, the sign pointed and 

said that we were there. The line crossed several dangerous 

sounding places: Deadman’s River, Death Gorge, Valley of 

No Return, Never-ending Strait, and the worst of all 

Impossible Climb. It seemed as though we had no other 

choice but to go forth and reach that X. 

“Octavia, are you game?” I gave her a serious look. 
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“Yes, Benji, I am if you are.” She seemed to 

confide in me. 

Kyran woke up. He looked around at his 

surroundings and noticed that he had has arm wrapped 

around Amelia. She was still snoring. Kyran smiled and 

removed his arm from her. He stood and up and stretched. 

He noticed that he was covered in sand, but couldn’t 

remember there being any sand when he laid down. He 

looked around and noticed a diverse group of palm trees. 

He heard a sound he hadn’t heard in this new world. The 

sound of waves crashing against the shore caught his 

attention. He began to panic slightly, thinking that the 

whole future world was just imagined in his dream. He 

thought that he had fallen asleep on a vacation he didn’t 

remember taking. Amelia began to wake up. 

She sat up, unaware of the changing of scenery. She 

yawned. “Kyran, baby, what is that noise?” 
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Kyran admired her rough edginess that was 

displayed in various locations around her body. Her large 

sections of tattoos that covered in arms, or the one that was 

peeking through her short shorts. He loved that her hair 

made her look like a savage in all its raw aggressiveness. 

While her beautiful face was hidden behind years of 

damage, her body had not yet felt that toll. She had large 

perky breasts that conformed perfectly to the curves of her 

hips. She had no bra on and a crop top. The skin from her 

neckline to the top of her breasts were visible in her shirt. 

Kyran felt aroused by her flawless skin and her raw 

appearance. He went over to embrace her soft sleepy body.  

“Was it all a dream?” he asked as he held her in his 

arms with his chin rested on her shoulders. 

“No, I don’t think so Kyran. I don’t know where we 

are now, this world is moving too fast.” Amelia loved 

Kyran’s ego and his foolishness. He was like an adult child, 

unpredictable and always fun. She loved his spontaneity. 
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His military cut made her feel protected. His large arms 

made her safe. She had been homeless for ten years before 

she met Kyran. She made ends meet by selling her body. 

The thing about Kyran that no other man she had sold 

herself to had was that he seemed sincere.  

Amelia was ready to quit her lifestyle, so it might 

have just been that Kyran was at the right place at the right 

time. Amelia found Kyran extremely attractive, both 

physically and mentally. In the small time that she had 

known Kyran, she had fallen in love with him. They were 

now inseparable. Amelia was hoping that he would propose 

to her, but was now having doubts about their future given 

their extreme situation.  

“Where are the others?” Amelia still embraced with 

Kyran asked. 

“They must have left without us. Figures, selfish 

pricks.” 
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They noticed a sign on the edge of the beach. On 

the top it read, Cove of Redemption. There was a line drawn 

to a place that had the universal symbol for hospital. The 

line was long and not knowing the scale, they figured it 

would take weeks to reach. The destinations along the way 

had no labels, only small round and black dots. They had 

no idea what awaited them, but they had no other choice 

but to attempt the trek. 

“Kyran, I love you. I am ready to journey anywhere 

are paths shall take us.” She gave him a kiss. 

“Amelia, I love you too. I can’t believe that’s the 

first time we’ve said that, but I truly mean it. I too am 

willing to make this journey. As long as I have you by my 

side I have nothing to worry about.” 

Eleanor awoke alone. She always woke up wrapped 

up in her lover’s arms. Today was the first time in many 
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years that she hadn’t. She felt lost. She felt deeply terrified 

that something was wrong. 

“Benji, dear, where are you!” She screamed out. 

Malachi was in the distance and to Eleanor he was 

just a shadow. 

“There’s no one here but us.” He whispered. 

Eleanor, in her frightened state did not recognize his 

voice. 

“Wh-who are you?” 

“Eleanor, it’s me, Malachi. I can’t find Octavia or 

any of the others. I think it’s just me and you here.” 

Eleanor appeared shadow like to Malachi as well. 

There was a dense fog that made their own hands hard to 

see. They both were afraid because they each lost the one 

thing that mattered most to them. Their partners were gone 
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and now they had to confide in each other, practically 

strangers. In the distance a lighted sign was visible.  

There was a place labeled only as Fields. Extremely 

vague in what kind of fields they were. A line was drawn 

from what they concluded was their location. Along the 

way there were destinations with calming names: Rose 

Garden Bluff, Temptation Gorge, Forest of Peace, Falls of 

Serenity, and Contemplation Lake. They knew they had no 

choice but to go together, no matter how much they were 

strangers. 

“Malachi, I am in deep pain for my lover. I know 

that we must take this journey together. I know that we are 

practically strangers, but that will not be the case when we 

are through. I trust you enough, do you trust me.” 

“Eleanor, I wholeheartedly agree with all that you 

have just said. My heart has never hurt so bad wondering 
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where my dear Octavia is. I do trust you Eleanor, we must 

begin this trip.”  
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Chapter Five: Benji and Octavia 

 I continued to look at the gorgeousness that 

was Octavia, I was astounded at every subtle move she 

would make. I began to take note of all the beautiful ways 

she moved her body. When she was frightened, she would 

bite her bottom lip and her pupils were grow larger, nearly 

filling in all the blue in her eyes. When she would become 

enraged, her posture grew larger and her brown eyebrows 

pointed towards her nose. Her nose started from her brow 

ridge and perfectly peaked slightly above her mouth, just 

like all noses, only hers did it more elegantly. Her lips were 

round and thick, we she would speak I could hear the 

crispness of them and the moisture with each syllable she 

spoke. When I would see Octavia, my heart would beat just 

a little faster and my stomach would become weak. Right 

now, staring at Octavia, I feel weak. 
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“Hello, is there anyone inside that thick skull of 

yours?” Octavia was snapping her fingers in my face. I 

wonder if she noticed me staring. I wonder if she could feel 

even the slightest of what I was feeling towards her.  

“Yes, sorry, I must have zoned out,” more like 

zoned in I thought. 

“Looked more like you were staring at my ass,” she 

said jokingly but also like she knew that I was doing just 

that. 

“You wish,” I jokingly said back. 

“Well, so what if I did?” She smirked. 

“For real?” I asked seriously. 

“What? No, I was joking asshole. I love Malachi 

and you’re married to Eleanor. Did you hit your head while 

you were sleeping?” Her tone no longer seemed to be flirty, 

but deadly serious. 
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“Ha, no. I know I’m married, dick.” Octavia was no 

longer smiling. 

“We should head towards the river. It looks like that 

ledge there is climbable enough that would can make it 

down to the valley. We will have to be careful because it 

would be easy to slip and fall.” Octavia waved her hand to 

motion that we go. 

We stepped over the ledge and I went first. I 

grabbed for Octavia’s hand but she jerked it back, 

suggesting that she needed no help. The ledge led us to a 

narrow path filled with large rocks. We would be able to 

use the rocks to climb down, but it was obvious that any 

mistake would cost us our lives. We could see the river but 

it looked small. It would take us nearly all day to climb 

down to the valley. As we walked and climbed further 

down the ledge, the climb became harder and the distance 

between each rock longer. It was beginning to get hot and 

sweat was pouring down both mine and Octavia’s head and 
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arms. One rock was especially tricky. I nearly slipped and 

called back for Octavia to watch it. I had my feet firmly 

planted on the next rock and turned to face Octavia as she 

descended.  

Octavia put her left foot down first and had a solid 

hold on the side of the rock. I moved closer so I could catch 

her if she happened to fall. She went to put her right foot 

down and could not find any solid place to put it. I could 

tell that her arms and left leg were getting tired. If she fell it 

would be about a fifteen foot drop and definitely make her 

immobile at the very least. I saw her back start to push out 

further than her foot was. Her hands were too sweaty and 

she was losing her grip. Her nerves from that must have 

made her leg weak and it slipped from its hold. She was 

now only barely holding on by her hands and it would only 

be a matter of time before they gave.  

“Just let go Octavia! I promise I will catch you!” I 

yelled and hope she heard. Only seconds passed and she 
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was tumbling down back first. I tried as hard as I could to 

align myself with her trajectory. She fell into my arms, her 

head against my chest and her legs forward. The 

momentum almost brought me to my knees, but I held 

myself up. I stood there holding her in my arms. 

It was only seconds, but the adrenaline turned into 

passion. I could smell her hair as it pushed up against my 

face. I could feel her body in my arms as I held onto the 

backside of her thighs. She was exactly how I thought she 

would feel, as odd as that is to say. The fact that she just 

went through a traumatizing situation made me feel dirty 

thinking like that about her. I set her on the ground and she 

turned to me. 

Her eyes were wet, whether from the wind or from 

the fear I didn’t care. Her pupils filled up most of the 

blueness of her eyes. She embraced me and I knew it was 

what anyone would do after being saved by a person, so I 

embraced her too. 
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“Benji, oh my god, that was too scary.” She began 

to appear more fragile than I had ever imagined her. 

“I know, it will be alright. At least you know that 

you can trust me now.” I had hoped this was actually true.  

“I do trust you Benji,” she looked at me and I could 

see her pupils shrinking. 

We continued down the ledge. In the distance we 

could see the sun reaching the horizon. The river was 

edging closer and closer. This portion of our journey would 

be over soon. As the sun shrank, so did our distance to the 

river. We finally set foot on level ground. It was still red 

dusty terrain, but at least the rocky ledges were over. The 

river raged. It sounded aggressive, like it was ready to 

swallow us whole. The night had fallen and we were tired. 

There was a sign at the river’s edge. We went to 

read it. It said, “Congratualtions, you have made the first 

step in completing your mission. Find a place to catch 
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some sleep and when you wake you will take a boat to your 

next destination.”  

Octavia looked at me and her pupils were once 

again large. She felt fear different than other people. I could 

tell that when she was fearful she was not weak. I could tell 

she wanted to face fear head on, but no matter her 

fierceness, fear is not an emotion that can easily be hidden.  

“Benji, let’s find a place to sleep. It’s beginning to 

get cold and it will only get colder, so let’s find a place that 

will protect us from it.” 

“There is a cave or something over there cut into the 

canyon, maybe we can make that work,” I pointed to where 

there were some shrubs and what looked like a cave. 

We headed over to the cave and checked it out 

before going in. 

“It looks like we can barely fit, it will be tight, but 

we can make it work,” Octavia motioned for us to go in. 
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The cave only allowed for crawling. There was 

exactly enough room for Octavia and me to lie next to each 

other and not much more. It was as though it was made for 

this precise situation. 

“It’s still cold in here, so we should probably use 

each other for warmth. Since you’re so obsessed with my 

ass and I don’t want to be poked by your flashlight tonight, 

I will hold you,” Octavia seemed pretty adamant about me 

not getting frisky with her. 

“That works, but you better not poke me with your 

flashlight,” I said knowing that if she did have a flashlight, 

I’d probably let her poke me with it. 

“You asshole, I don’t have a flashlight, even though 

I know how much you’d like that,” She smiled I guess 

because it was pitch black inside the cave. 
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“Okay, if we’re going to do this, grab on. Let’s get 

some sleep because we will need it for that boat 

tomorrow.”  

I felt her soft hands wrap around my chest. She put 

one of her legs over mine and we were entwined as one. I 

felt her warm breasts on my back and her feet on my legs. 

She was most definitely right about being poked with a 

flashlight, it would have happened immediately. 

We slept solid throughout the night. When we woke 

up, the sun was barely visible through the cave. Somehow 

during the night, we had rolled. I had my arms wrapped 

around her chest and she still faced me. I wanted badly to 

kiss her, but knew the consequences. The light hit her face 

so perfect that I felt like I was watching nature highlight its 

most perfect artwork. She began to wake. She acted though 

she was going to kiss me and fulfill my dreams. 
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“Eww, get out of my face. What happened to me 

holding you. I thought you were Malachi. I can’t believe 

you let me almost kiss you. You’re disgusting.” 

“You’re the one that didn’t roll when I rolled. Plus, 

the one that almost kissed me. I would have let you,” I 

smiled, unsure if she could even see my face. 

“Fuck off, Benji, me and you ain’t ever happening.” 

She smiled slightly. 

“We’ll see,” I said mostly serious but in a joking 

tone. 

She didn’t seem to be put off by the idea, but I 

could tell she was being cautious because she also knew the 

risk of acting on any emotions.  

“Anyways, once you cool your hormones down, we 

should find that boat.” 

We crawled out of the cave and headed towards the 

river. There right beside the sign set a rafting boat. It was as 
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though someone had placed it there while we slept and 

were exposed. Someone was out there and could have 

harmed us. We had to be more careful. 

“What the fuck,” Octavia asked as she pointed at 

the boat. 

“Who knows,” I said knowing how strange this 

place was and my inability to make sense of it. 

“Well I guess the looking for the boat task won’t be 

so hard now,” Octavia trying to find humor in the stress 

said. 

“Get it in the water, let’s get this over with,” I 

pointed to the back end of the boat. 

We pushed the boat into the water being careful not 

to lose it in the raging current. The water made an eerie 

sound each time a wave would slap a rock. The rocks that 

we could see appeared deathly. They were sharp and pointy 

in every direction of what was exposed of it. Once we were 
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in the boat we would have no choice but to fight the current 

until we reached smoother tides.  

“Octavia, I know that you know that once we get in 

this boat we are in it until we finish. It will take all of our 

strength to survive. So I ask, hoping that when you answer 

you are as sure as you can be, are you ready?” 

I could barely see the blue in her eyes but that was 

now becoming her normal look. I stood in the water with 

half of the boat on the shore and half in the raging tide.  

“Benji I am certainly ready to get this over with. 

Just be careful not to get a boner when I get in the boat.” 

It was becoming clearer that she was flirting with 

me, but also that she used humor to deal with stressful 

situations. 

“Okay, let’s go!” 

She climbed in the boat and we were no longer on 

the shore. We were in the current with all that we had. 
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There were no life jackets and only two paddles. We could 

not survive falling out of the boat. Life jackets wouldn’t be 

much good anyways as the jagged rocks would surely kill 

us before the water did. The water raged and the rocks 

seemed to make fun of us. Each paddle took our full 

strength. We became weaker and weaker each time. I could 

see it in Octavia’s face that this was the most trying thing 

she had ever had to do, it was mine as well. Giving in and 

letting go meant certain death. It’s not often that a man is 

faced with almost certain death. The fact that holding on 

was getting so hard and that our arms were beyond the 

point of numbness made this journey seem like it would 

end in death. 

When one is that close to death, the mind begins to 

think of deep, but meaningless things. Words lose value, 

consequences seem to fade from existence. I could barely 

find the words to speak and didn’t want to waste any 

unnecessary energy, but I looked at Octavia. I felt the 
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butterflies every time I looked at her. If I were going to die, 

I wanted her to know. 

“Octavia, I think I’m falling in love with you!” I 

yelled to her. The water was so loud that screaming was the 

only way of communicating.  

She looked me in the eyes. The face she made was 

one I hadn’t see her yet make. She looked confused, 

betrayed, and angry. I could tell that I had made a mistake 

by letting her know my true feelings. Now I would suffer 

the consequences of never having her and her telling my 

wife my stupid words. I would be left with no one. She 

began to move her mouth to make words. I braced for the 

worst. 

“What?” She screamed back. I couldn’t tell if she 

hadn’t heard me or if she was at a loss for any other words.  

“Nothing!” I screamed back, hoping she hadn’t 

heard me. 
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“Oh, okay, I can see the water looks like it mellows 

out up here in a few hundred yards. Maybe we are getting 

close to the end.” She hadn’t heard me. Thank god. We 

were also to the end of the raging river, but most 

importantly she hadn’t fucking heard me.  

“Okay, great. How are you feeling?” She looked 

obviously exhausted. 

“I’m fine, I need rest and food when we stop 

though!” 

“Me too,” the thought of food and how we would 

obtain it filled my mind until we reached the calm water.  

We traveled only a few more hundred yards with 

the calm current of the river until we passed a sign facing 

out towards our path. It read, “Welcome to the Valley of No 

Return. It is named thus for multiple reasons. One of those 

is because the river you have traveled to this point only 

flows this way. The second is for the actions that will be 
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taken here are irreversible. Steer your vessel towards the 

west bank and dock.” We traveled past the sign and docked 

on the west bank.  

“What actions do you think we will take here?” I 

asked Octavia. 

“I have as much of a clue as you do. But, obviously 

their actions that can’t be taken back. I bet we fight to the 

death.” It seemed like she was joking. 

“That would be funny if that weren’t a very likely 

option here.” 

“Yeah, I guess that was in bad taste.” 

We got out of the boat and walked ashore. The land 

was still desert like, but the valley had more forestry. The 

shade was welcome in the heat, so we found a spot to rest 

for awhile. 

“What do you think happened to the others?” 

Octavia looked sincerely worried. 
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“They could be dead, they could be anything 

really.” I was trying to think practically. 

“Dead! Benji, you’re not helping me keep my 

moral.”  

“They probably aren’t dead if they are a part of this 

mission as well. I honestly don’t know and would rather 

not think about it right now.” 

“But don’t you miss Eleanor? I miss Malachi so 

much, I just want to squeeze his big fluffy cheeks.”  

“Yes, of course I miss my wife, but the adrenaline 

from all this action, all this time travel has made it hard for 

me to worry about her right now.” I looked at Octavia. I did 

miss my wife, but in the same kind of way I missed Kyran 

or Malachi. As a friend. I didn’t miss her touch and I didn’t 

miss her affection. She often left much to desire in that 

regard.  
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“Tell me about Eleanor. She seems so lovely, so 

caring, so compassionate. I wish I cared for people only 

half as much as it seems that she does.” Octavia looked me 

in my eyes and I could tell that she really wanted to know. 

We hadn’t had much time to talk about anything that 

wasn’t right in front of us, so I needed to talk as much as 

she did. 

“Eleanor is an amazing woman. You seemed to 

have gathered that. She cares deeply about the things she 

cares about. She has been a loyal compassionate wife and 

friend for as long as I have been with her.” I looked at 

Octavia who seemed dissatisfied with my blunt answer. 

“That seems like a standard reply, something you 

tell everyone, not a lot of emotion in that.” Octavia looked 

at me. 

“I mean what else would you want me to say?” 
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“What do you love about her, what about her makes 

her the one over anyone else?” Octavia obviously wanted 

to get deeper than what I was willing to get. To win her 

over though, I might just have to go there. 

“Actually, I love her as a person more so than as my 

wife. She’s a great friend but often doesn’t see exactly eye 

to eye with me. I used to like to say we were Ying and 

Yang, but I no longer feel like that’s an accurate 

description. She’s just kinda been there for so long, ya 

know? It’d be too hard to live without her at this point.” 

“So, you’re saying you don’t want her to be your 

wife anymore?” Octavia seemed to perk up when asking 

this question. 

“No, I would never say that. I don’t want to live 

without Eleanor. I couldn’t picture a life without her in it. I 

just don’t have the passion I once did for her. I used to 
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worship the ground she walked on, but I think she did 

something to me.” 

Octavia grew deeper into the conversation, “What 

did she do?” 

“It wasn’t one explicit event or anything, just a long 

game of emotions. She didn’t seem that into me when I first 

got with her. She even once stated that it was true by saying 

her friend suggested we get together. Later she acted like 

she never said that. She was always at odds with me.” 

“What do you mean always at odds with you?” 

Olivia asked still deeply interested in what I was saying. 

“Like if I was hot, she was cold. I wanted to do 

something, she didn’t. I think the thing that messed me up 

the most though was that she rejected my affection early 

on. She now says that I’m not affectionate, but if she were 

paying attention, I was very affectionate when we first got 

together. The more affection I gave her, the less she gave 
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back. I quickly learned to act the least amount interested in 

her in order to get the optimum affection back from her. 

I’m just tired of trying anymore, I need someone exciting.” 

“Need someone exciting? Are you planning on 

finding that?” Octavia looked curious. 

“I mean, no, probably not. I wish she was exciting.” 

“I’m exciting.” Octavia seemed to know how her 

saying that would make me feel. 

“Yes, I think so too. What about Malachi, what do 

you love about him?” I wasn’t really that curious, but I was 

done talking about my problems. 

“Malachi is just a big ol teddy bear. He’s sweet and 

kind, and he is very loyal like your wife. You know, 

honestly, he’s not that interesting either.” Octavia looked 

like she just had a major epiphany.  

“Like, how so?” This was good, maybe we would 

both realize how much better we would be together. 
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“He just doesn’t like to do a lot. I mean he tries, but 

often just has the most miserable time when he does the 

things I like. Or he just sits on the sidelines and is a 

spectator. I love him, the same way you say you love your 

life. But, honestly, forever with him is scary now that I 

think of it. I don’t want to spend forever with someone that 

I don’t find interesting. Oh how much of this world I would 

miss!” Octavia seemed to feel exactly like I was. We had a 

major emotional struggle in common. 

I was going to go further on that subject, but the sun 

was setting. We needed to find a place to sleep. We were 

now in the Valley of No Return, so we also had to be alert. 

Food and rest would help us achieve that. We needed to 

figure out both. We got up and walked down a perfectly cut 

path. We came to an opening in a field. The setting sun lit 

the area perfectly. Flowers surrounded the backside of the 

area. Fireflies were beginning to light up the shadows that 

the sun missed. On the ground there was a traditional red 
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and white checkered blanket with an old-style wicker 

picnic basket. A note was tied to the handle. 

The note read: Relax, talk with your partner. In this 

picnic basket is enough food to give you energy for the next 

leg of your journey. There is also some red wine so that you 

may unwind. Stay the night here, but remember, what is 

done is done. I picked the note off the basket and showed 

Octavia.  

“What is done is done, huh? Is this the spot I’m 

going to murder you?” Octavia had a dark sense of humor, 

but I found it kind of charming. 

“What makes you think that I’m the one that’s 

going to die?” 

“Because I’m stronger than you, obviously.” 

Octavia was becoming extremely flirty. I was becoming 

more worried because if it kept up things would happen and 

there would be dire consequences. 
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“Yea? Prove it,” which was probably the worst 

thing I could have said. 

Octavia ran at me and knocked me on the ground. 

She was way stronger than I ever imagined. We rolled a 

few times as I tried to gain control. My efforts were 

pointless. Octavia had me pinned to the ground, her hands 

around my wrists. She sat on top of me and I could only 

imagine the dirtiest of things. Looking up at her, I felt 

powerless. Her hair was in front of her face and she looked 

wild. She was no longer human, but an animal. After she 

held me for a second, securing her dominance, she put her 

face in my ear. 

“Let’s do it,” she seemed excited. 

“Do what?” I kind of hoped of an answer, but just 

wanted to be clear. 
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“Fuck me, you know you want to Benji, I’ve seen it 

in your eyes since the moment I met you.” She wasn’t 

wrong. In fact, she couldn’t have been more right. 

I had to make sure I was in the clear, “What about 

Eleanor, what about Malachi?” 

“Fuck them, their probably fucking each other right 

now.” Which was a thought I hadn’t quite had. She was 

probably right. 

We began to kiss. I hadn’t felt such a passionate 

kiss in such a very long time. She held my face as I held on 

to her waist. I could have kissed her forever, but we had to 

move on. She took off her shirt and I finally saw how 

amazing her body was. The curves started at her waist and 

ended at her breasts. She took her bra off and her amazing 

breasts fell out and perked back up, her nipples pointed 

outwards. She smiled a sexy smile and bit her lip. She 

flipped her hair back as she put her hands on my stomach 

 193 

and intensely rubbed up to my neck. She pulled my shirt 

off. 

We were now bare from the waist up. She laid her 

breasts on me and kissed my neck. I could feel the warmth 

from her breath. I held tightly on to her back as she began 

to gently move up and down with her hips on mine. I 

grabbed her neck and we kissed a little more. She put her 

mouth back at my ear. She gently bit it, then spoke a few 

beautiful words. 

“Benji, I think I love you,” She said breathily, her 

mouth warm on my ear. 

“I think I love you too, Octavia.” I felt like I meant 

that, more than I’d ever meant an I love you before. 

“Take me, Benji, have me, I’m all yours, forever 

and ever.” 

I unbuttoned her jeans, I felt her hair. It felt good on 

my hands, it felt real. I felt something more than just lust, I 
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could feel something run through my veins, it affected all 

my senses. I put my hand between her legs and I could feel 

how intense this was becoming. She was breathing heavy, I 

thought she wouldn’t last long. She pulled my hand away 

and forced me back on my back.  

She grabbed my pants and pulled them off 

aggressively. She put me into her mouth and was different 

than I had ever felt. She actually enjoyed it as much as I 

was enjoying it. I grabbed her body and pulled her up over 

me. It was the most passionate sex I had ever had. We 

stared into each others eyes the entire time. It felt like we 

were one person. I had never felt that and if I had, it had 

been a long time. We finished, out of breath, and she lay on 

top me. She put her head next to mine and we kissed. 

“Oh my god, Benji, that was amazing.” She had 

sweat above her lip. It was undeniably sexy. 
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“I’ve never felt like that before. I don’t think I ever 

want to leave you. I think I am madly in love with you. I 

want to hold you everywhere we go. I feel very into you 

right now.” I was losing my mind, all I could think about 

was her, her body, her touch, her smell. The way she 

talked. The way she moved. The way she touched me, 

looked at me. The way it seemed like she felt exactly the 

way I did.  

“I feel exactly the same Benji. I think this is what 

love actually feels like. What the hell were we feeling 

before? It pales in comparison to what I’m feeling right 

now.” Her eyes looked very different now. They looked cat 

like, animal like, something not human.  

“I just want to have sex with you forever, so that I 

can always be one with you. I want to feel you forever. Oh 

my god, I’ve never been this in love before.” I sincerely felt 

an extreme emotion towards Octavia. 
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Octavia grabbed the wine and food. “We have a lot 

to accomplish and that might be very hard to do with a 

penis inside me. But, we can drink this wine and fuck all 

night if you want to. Tell me you love me every chance that 

it sounds good. I love you, Benji.” 

“I love you Octavia. God you’re gorgeous.” She 

truly was the most beautiful human I had ever saw.  

We sat on the picnic blanket and ate the food. We 

stayed naked, we almost felt like Adam and Eve, except 

with way more sex. I never took my hands off of her and 

her me. I touched her anywhere I felt like, she enjoyed 

every second of it. She touched me passionately. She 

seemed as in to it as I was, which was a new feeling. I 

wasn’t touching her for sex, I was touching her because I 

loved her body and I loved her. Neither of us fell asleep 

until the sun was coming up the next day. There was never 

an explicit timeline, so we figured we could sleep during 

the day. We became one all night, in more ways than 
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sexual. We talked between sessions, I felt so much more for 

her each moment she talked. We fell asleep laying as close 

to one another as we could. 

I awoke the next day and Octavia was staring at me. 

I was still holding her naked body as close to mine as I 

could. 

“Hey beautiful,” I said, hoping that nothing had 

changed since the night before. 

“Good morning, loverman,” She hadn’t changed her 

mind. 

We stared into each other’s eyes for quite a while, 

seemingly saying everything, but speaking no words. 

Eventually we decided to get up to figure out our plans for 

the day. 

“I love every part of your body,” She said curiously, 

“Let’s not get dressed the rest of this journey so I can watch 

all of you.” 
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This was exciting to me, it seemed thrilling, new, 

and exciting. “Yes, I totally agree, but we might be 

distracted with admiring each other’s bodies.” 

“I don’t care, I’ll die happy,” She seemed to be 

forgetting that we were supposed to be on a mission to save 

humanity. I didn’t care, I was just as happy being with her. 

“What about Eleanor and Malachi?” This was an 

obvious problem now. “I want to be with you Octavia, I 

couldn’t see myself watching you with Malachi.” 

“We tell them the truth. It will hurt. It will hurt like 

nothings ever hurt before. But it will hurt me more to live 

my life knowing that I passed on true love and that two 

people that are meant to be together are living apart.” This 

made so much sense, but I felt like actually telling them 

would be so much harder than she made it seem. 

“I agree, I love you Octavia and we are meant to 

be.” 

 199 

We walked, bare, back to where we docked the 

boat. There was a sign facing the path. It read: You are bare 

and have made choices you cannot reverse. You obviously 

are fine with that and now you must complete your journey. 

You have now completed the required task of forming a 

bond with truth. The rest of this trip will be easy, so that 

you may continue to build on your newfound truth.  

“How the hell did they know that?” I asked, 

knowing the answer already. 

“Well, it is the crazy future of 2386. I wonder if 

they watched us. They probably did, nasty freaks. How do 

like these titties, future fucks!?” I loved how unfiltered she 

was. I could tell that this was an unfading love and that we 

were perfect for each other. 

“Oh, I love those tits baby,” I’ve never talked like 

that before. 
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“If you love them so much, why don’t you marry 

them?”  

I tackled her on to the ground and we had sex again. 

It seemed like we would never complete this journey. 

“We have to get in the boat, Octavia. It is called the 

Never-ending Strait after all. Once we get in there though, 

we can keep doing what we are doing. The current should 

be enough where we can just float on to the end of it.” 

“That’s right. Carry me Benji, we can do it on the 

way to the boat.”  

We did just that and walked to the boat. We too 

busy staring into the depths of one another’s souls to notice 

the boat. We fell into it and continued doing what we were 

doing. The momentum forced the boat off the shore. We 

were on our way. 

By the time we had finished what we started on the 

shore, we were surrounded by water. I started to think 
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about how we would eat, no matter the distance we needed 

food. 

“How will we eat out here, sexy?” I was beginning 

to call her names now. 

“You can eat all you want of me baby,”  

“That I will do, but we need actual food.” 

Octavia looked around like there would be some 

kind of island of food if she looked hard enough. She 

looked down in the floor of the raft and noticed a hatch. 

“Maybe there?” she said as she pointed. 

I grabbed the hatch and pulled up on it. I expected 

to find a small space that hopefully contained food. I was 

very wrong. When I opened the hatch, it was obvious that 

there was more space than it seemed realistic that could be 

there. Elaborate stairs curved into an amazing granite floor.  

“What the hell?” Octavia asked. 
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“It’s the future, 2386. Don’t question it.” I said, 

repeating her earlier sentiment. 

We followed the stairs down to the space that defied 

logic. The floor spread out to a large living space with 

chairs and other human comforts. There was a large kitchen 

area with a machine that had the label of Instameal. There 

was a door that led to a bedroom with a king size bed and a 

jacuzzi. We would make the most of our time here and by 

that we meant would mostly be attached to each other, no 

matter how long the trip took. 

Months went by. Octavia and I had become as close 

as anyone could possibly become. We spent most of our 

time having the most passionate sex ever and the rest we 

spent talking. We spent zero time apart. If we weren’t 

having sex I was holding her hand at the very least. We had 

absolutely no fights. We quickly could compromise on any 

disagreement that we had, which were far and few in-

between. We kept no secrets and laid out all our flaws. The 
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relationship was perfect, the true meaning of soulmates. 

She was always exciting. Every day was new with her. It 

was apparent that we would never not be happy together. 

We could feel a hard movement on the outside of 

the boat. For months we had been on calm waters and 

forgot all about even being on a boat. We figured we could 

check it out. We opened to hatch, looked out and saw land. 

We also saw our friends. We would have to soon do the 

impossible and explain our new relationship to Eleanor and 

Malachi. 

Octavia looked deep into my eyes and at the same 

time we both said, “The Impossible Climb!” We both knew 

we could do this. We had to do this. 
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Chapter 6: Kyran and Amelia 

Kyran looked around. The sound of waves against 

the shore were relaxing. He could stay here forever. The 

map wasn’t very clear and there were no labels that gave 

away what to expect. He decided he should follow the path 

and see where it led. 

“You ready baby?” He asked Amelia as he slowly 

let go of her. 

“I’m with you honey,” she said as she smiled and 

began to walk beside Kyran. 

The path led to a little area cleared into the palm 

trees. There was one little shack made out of straw. 

Surrounding the shack was a little moat that led to the 

ocean. The moat had a fountain and looked more like a 

pool. A ramp led over the moat and to the shack. On top of 

 205 

the shack was a sign that read: Redemption Cove. Kyran 

and Amelia went inside the shack.  

The shack was larger than it appeared on the 

outside. There were no rooms. The bed, the shower, the 

toilet, and the kitchen were all out in the open. There was 

no privacy in this shack. Every moment here would be seen 

by the other. On the counter in the kitchen was a note. The 

note read: Stay here until you are told to leave. You will 

know when you are told. You have no tasks, only to stay 

here until it is time to leave. Please enjoy your stay.  

“What is this? Some kind of trap?” Kyran asked 

Amelia frustratingly. 

“I think we should try to enjoy it here and just hope 

for the best.” Amelia was the most optimistic of the two. 

“Fuck that, Amelia, what? Stay here and die? Are 

you fucking mad? I should have left you in New York, so 
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you could keep fucking those nasty old men, fucking slut.” 

Kyran had an unchecked rage that was easily provoked. 

“Yea? Maybe I should go back to New York, at 

least them nasty old me knew how to treat a lady.” Amelia 

also had bite, she took no shit. Kyran needed that. 

“Fuck you, bitch.” Kyran yelled. 

“No fuck you, you piece of shit. So much for 

paradise, you could ruin a wet dream.” Amelia was exactly 

what Kyran deserved. 

Kyran went outside to kick seashells, while Amelia 

stayed inside and laid on the bed. 

Kyran’s rage soon subsided and he was able to 

think clear. He thought about how bad he treated Amelia 

and how much he really did care for her. He thought about 

how bad it was that he used her rough past against her, 

knowing there was nothing she could do to change that. He 
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had asked her to come with him after all, knowing her job 

and using her services. He was the dirty old man. 

Amelia wanted to cry, but she was too tough for 

that. If Kyran saw her crying, he would only use it against 

her later. She hated that Kyran could find the most hurtful 

thing to say and easily tear her completely down. Amelia 

thought about how her uncle used to molest her. She 

vividly recalled the many times as one long horrible 

nightmare. 

Amelia’s mother was a druggie and cared more 

about men than she ever cared about Amelia. Her uncle 

often took care of her. At first, she had a great time, it 

seemed like he would give her anything she wanted. Soon 

she would find out that he had ulterior motives behind his 

kindness. One night, her uncle snuck into her room and 

began fondling her. She tried to scream for help but he 

forcefully covered her mouth. The more she struggled the 

more he seemed to enjoy it. She learned not to struggle, it 
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would be over quicker that way. This, to her uncle, made it 

seem like she liked it. It got more intense with it as time 

passed by, trying more and more things on her. She learned 

things that a 12-year-old should never learn. 

The longtime abuse led to her abusing drugs and 

alcohol. Her need for drugs required money. Money could 

easily be obtained by using what had been used up 

anyways; her body. She made enough money to sustain her 

drug habit. One night she overdosed on heroin and ended 

up in the hospital. After her discharge she had to enroll in a 

rehab program. She was one of very few to get clean and 

stay clean. Her hooking on the other hand was harder to 

break. It was a steady income and she was more in control 

doing that than she would have been working some low 

paying serving job. She wanted out and was beginning to 

make plans. Those plans were in the very early stages when 

she met a client named Kyran. 
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Amelia spent only one night with Kyran and was 

immediately sold on the idea that he would be her savior. 

She had heard it so many times before, but she didn’t 

believe it, she liked Kyran and she had found her escape. 

She quickly fell in love with Kyran, as he was a very caring 

man. This is why it hurt so bad when he tried to bring her 

back down to a level that’s less than human. Kyran was 

supposed to be different and for the most part he was, but 

sometimes he could seem like more of the same. 

Amelia was still laying on the bed when Kyran 

came back in. She had her chest down on the bed. Kyran 

laid on top of her and began rubbing her back. They would 

fight intensely and often, but always made up with just as 

much intensity.  

“I’m sorry, baby. It was very wrong for me to bring 

up your past like that. I’m really good at hurting people, 

apparently.” Kyran’s rage was unmatched by his heart. 
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“Baby, you could never hurt me more than I’ve 

already been hurt. I understand your rage, as I share the 

same emotion. I know its not you when you’re feeling it, 

rage can make you say things you don’t mean. I’m sure 

I’ve said things I shouldn’t have when rage has taken 

over.” Amelia was smart, she always was. If anyone would 

have taken the time to notice that when she was younger, 

instead of her body, she would have likely been a very 

successful woman. 

“Yea, remember when you said I had a babydick?” 

That was pretty damn hurtful. 

“That wasn’t rage, baby.” Amelia smiled. 

“Yea? That’s not what you say when you can only 

get half of it in your mouth.” Kyran took down his pants 

and smacked Amelia in the face with himself. 

They made up passionately and aggressively. They 

knew they loved each other, but the sex was aggressive. 
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They were both full of rage and it was better to take it out 

this way then to have a brawl every time they felt full of 

rage. They often tied each other up, but when they didn’t 

have time to plan they used other methods. They would 

choke each other until they were blue, smack each other in 

the face and spit on each other. It took a large amount of 

trust to perform in this manner. It was obvious that they 

highly trusted each other.  

They finished quickly and got up. That was the 

same routine they always did. They never laid and talked or 

continued into further rounds. It was a one and done thing, 

probably because of the energy it took to perform that way. 

They put their clothes back on and went out on the porch of 

the shack. 

“Where do you think the others are?” Kyran asked 

“Probably dead,” Amelia sincerely answered. 
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“You really think so?” Kyran became seriously 

concerned. 

“I mean, it’s a possibility. They’re not here, so, 

what the fuck are they doing?” 

“I don’t know. We should probably be focusing on 

what it is we’re supposed to be doing.” 

“Kyran, the sign said stay here and do whatever. 

Sounds like a pretty important task to me.” 

“Yea, I guess it has been pretty intense lately. We 

deserve a break, don’t we baby?” 

“Fuck yes we do, Kyran baby,” Amelia seemed 

delighted to take a break from this new confusing place. 

They looked out at the oceanfront view, something 

they both dreamed that they would one day have. They felt 

the rage somewhat reside deep within them. Here, forever 

long it is, they can rest their minds. There was nothing to 

worry about but one another. If anything, they could work 
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out some of their problems. Kyran had his own history do 

cope with as well.  

Kyran was born to a middleclass family. One that 

could pull off the appearance that everything was normal. 

That, of course, was not the case. Kyran’s dad cheated on 

his mom every chance he got. He loved to spend money 

and often sold his possessions to pay his debts. This rubbed 

off on Kyran. Kyran would spend money on things and 

then sell it all off in one fell swoop. This left Kyran with 

nothing of value. His house would at one moment be full of 

expensive furniture and then a week later he would have to 

sit on camping chairs. Kyran had a stable life for a while. 

He was briefly married and had a kid in the marriage. Once 

he grew tired of it, he moved away and left his kid along 

with all his possessions. This was something he was 

entirely comfortable doing after all. Kyran was a master of 

bullshit. It often helped him achieve a place in certain 

social circles were having things or accomplishing things 
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was the membership card. Kyran could lie his way into or 

out of anything. This combined with his art of leaving 

made him the perfect manipulator.  

Amelia saw through this.  Kyran could lie as much 

as he wanted to anyone but her. She would let him know 

when she wasn’t having his lies. She also knows that Kyran 

would never up and leave her because he loves her too 

much. It’s obvious that he does by the way he looks at her, 

by the way he listens to her. Amelia can read people, after 

all, she’s survived by being able to read how dangerous the 

men she sold herself to were. Amelia and Kyran made a 

perfect couple, even if they didn’t always see it that way. 

They understood the rage inside of the other and they were 

used to dealing with it. One could calm the other or if they 

both got hot, they were able to reach the peak grabbing at 

each other’s throats. They could use the time at Redemption 

Cove to grow into each other.  
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Amelia and Kyran fought a lot while on in the cove. 

But they were able to quickly figure each other out. Every 

moment together meant that they could figure out how to 

read one another. They had a lot of sex. They had to get 

creative with it when they wanted to get more aggressive. 

Kyran learned how to use the palm trees to make rope to tie 

Amelia up with. They once buried one of them in the sand 

and left only the head out. Whoever wasn’t buried was able 

to use the head however they saw fit. It was an interesting 

experience to say the least. 

Months went by and Amelia and Kyran grew as 

close as they possibly could. One day they heard a large 

sound come from some undistinguishable place. The voice 

said: “Go to the Lake!” It said nothing more and nothing 

less. 

“The lake? The lake? Thanks for being so 

goddamned specific Mr. Skyvoice.” Kyran screamed as he 

raised his fists to the sky. 
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“There was a lake a few miles from here, baby. 

Remember the lake where you tried to see how long we 

could hold our breath underwater while having sex? It 

looks like it spills out to another larger body of water.”  

“Yea, that was fun. I remember the lake. Let’s go 

there.” 

They left towards the lake. When they could see it 

in the distance, they saw two of their other friends standing 

on the shore. They quickly ran to them. 
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Chapter 7: Eleanor and Malachi 

Eleanor looked through the dense fog. The morning 

sun was on the horizon and they would soon be able to see 

clearly. Eleanor felt a strong sense of emptiness, she was 

for the first time, separated from the one she was closest to. 

She felt like her life had ended because she didn’t know 

what fate had befallen Benji. She thought that it was very 

likely that he was dead. Little did she know that his fate 

was much worse than death. 

“I think we should head through that path up ahead. 

It is the only logical place to head. Hopefully the rose 

garden is beautiful, it might take my mind of my worries.” 

Eleanor wanted to confide in Malachi, anyone really, but 

she had a hard time confiding in anyone that wasn’t Benji.  

“I agree,” said Malachi, just as worried about 

Octavia as Eleanor was Benji. “I hope she’s okay. She is 

the love of my life and I just couldn’t picture going on 
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without her.” Malachi felt also a large sense of dread. The 

only lover he ever had was gone and he knew not what fate 

she had fallen to.  

These two lonely lovers, separated from what they 

hold most dear would have the hardest time overcoming 

their emotional struggles. The journey laid out sounded 

peaceful, relaxing, but the emotion of loss would distract 

them from the beauty. The point of their journey was to 

overcome their long held latching on of single individuals; 

to broaden their social network. They were meant to see 

their similarities and that was supposed to make them fall 

in love; soul mates. In the case of Eleanor and Malachi and 

settling of goals may have been in order. It was said that if 

they didn’t fall in love, they had to at the very least form a 

strong unbreakable bond. This task would be trying, but it 

had to be done.  

They headed towards the garden and the fog began 

to cease. They could see the many colors of roses spread 
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across an endless field. It was the most peaceful place they 

had ever been. The wind gently blew against Eleanor’s long 

blonde hair. The sun glistened in her eyes. If Malachi so 

happened to be ignorant of this, then it would truly take 

moving mountains to make them see that they were made 

for each other. 

Malachi towered over Eleanor. His large biceps 

seething through his shirt sleeves. Each tattoo running from 

his shoulder blade cutting off at his wrist was a 

representation of an emotional scar. Some happy, most sad. 

What Malachi lacked in intelligence it made up for with his 

stature. Eleanor needed strength and consistency, Malachi 

were both those things.  

They stopped to look at the roses. The pink and 

white petals still moist from the morning haze. The smell 

filled the atmosphere and if there was a heaven, this is what 

it’s smell like. Eleanor was concentrating on a small bee, as 

it moved from flower to flower, and she tripped over a rose 
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vine. She fell to the ground and looked up at Malachi with 

confusion.  

Malachi handed her his hand to help her up. She 

grabbed it. The moment their hands met she felt something 

she didn’t know she was longing for. His strength made her 

feel safe and comfortable. She looked up from his hand and 

met his eyes with hers. She could vividly see a future with 

him, with kids and a stable future. It all moved inside his 

pupils. She was shocked and quickly let go of his hand. 

“I shouldn’t feel this way,” she thought to herself. 

“Benji will forever be my lover.” She had never thought of 

being with another man. The thought alone was the 

harshest sort of betrayal. She remembered how she came to 

enjoy the simulation when she first came to the future 

world. She was able to contain herself. 

“I was just trying to help you,” Malachi said, “Why 

did you get so frightened.” 
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“No reason, I just, uh, thought that bee had landed 

on me.” 

“That’s it? You’re afraid of a bee?” Malachi asked. 

“Yes, sometimes bugs frighten me.” 

“Okay, well, are you ready to continue the 

journey?” 

“Yes, I think I am.” 

Malachi thought a lot about Octavia, in fact, he 

couldn’t get her off his mind. Malachi had never been with 

another woman seriously like he was with her. He was 

especially not with someone as beautiful as her. He never 

viewed Eleanor as a protentional mate. She was his best 

friend’s wife and it was hard to look at her through any sort 

of romantic lens.  

They continued through the gardens, taking in all 

the smells and all the beauty that surrounded them. They 

barely spoke to each other, mostly because Eleanor was 
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afraid that she might catch unwanted feelings. They came 

to the bluff and if they thought the rose garden was the 

most beautiful thing their eyes had ever seen, they were 

quickly mistaken. 

The bluff ended in a shallow stream. Slick large 

rocks formed the riverbed. Old beautiful trees lined the 

shore. The bluff slightly lost elevation until it ended in the 

bottom of the gorge. The climb down would just take a 

casual stroll, nothing intense. They headed towards the 

gorge, ready to complete the next step in their journey. 

“Malachi, I’m sorry I’ve been so quiet. It’s just I’ve 

been thinking a lot lately.” 

“About Benji?” 

“Yes, about Benji. Are you worried about Octavia?” 

“More than I’ve ever worried about anything.” 

“We can take a break and talk more if you’d like. 

I’m not sure what awaits us, but I would love to know the 
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person who might possible risk his life with me.” 

 “That sounds good, did you have any subject in 

mind?” 

“Yes, actually, I did.” Eleanor seemed nervous. “I 

want to talk about the simulation that we went through 

when we first arrived here.” 

“Okay, I will listen.” 

“When we went through, my simulation gave me a 

man that slept with me. I didn’t want to enjoy it, but I did. 

When Benji went through, he had a beautiful nurse try to 

have sex with him. It eventually turned nightmarish for 

him, while my turned from nightmare into an amazing 

dream. Being without Benji has made me start to deeply 

think about that situation again.” 

“How did you feel once it was over?” Malachi was 

concerned. 



 224 

“I felt like I wanted it again. I put that thought away 

and hoped to never have to access it again. But being 

without Benji for so long has made that thought harder to 

resist.” 

“I understand,” Malachi said, “If you enjoyed it so 

much, maybe it is something you want. What about the 

experience made you enjoy it?” 

“It’s a rather intimate thing, honestly. I’d rather 

not.” 

“It’s just me and you, you can tell me anything, if 

you want.” 

“If you promise to not tell anyone.” 

“Of course, Eleanor, I am the best at keeping 

secrets.” 

“Okay. He was three times larger in size than 

Benji.” 
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“Oh wow.” 

“I thought you said I could trust you.” 

“You can, Eleanor. I guess I just wasn’t expecting 

that. So, size really does matter, huh?” 

“Not just the size, the girth. At first it was painful. 

But then it got better, so much better. I felt senses that I 

didn’t even know existed down there. I find myself 

thinking about it and how much I want to feel that again. 

But I love Benji and I couldn’t betray him like that. Having 

the thought alone is bad enough.”  

“I understand what you mean. Sometimes I wish 

that Octavia would settle down and quit trying to do so 

much. I just want to sit at home and watch football, but it 

seems like every day she has something new and exciting 

to try. At first, it was exciting, but now it’s just exhausting. 

My point is, I can see how having a fantasy of something 

you don’t have is normal, and honestly, probably healthy. 
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You haven’t acted on it and you’ve only told me. I see no 

harm in that.” Malachi made the most sense anyone in this 

world had made in a while to Eleanor.  

“God, Benji is like that too. Always doing new 

things. It’s exciting sometimes, but mostly he just makes 

me tired. Can I tell you something about him.” 

“Sure, go ahead.” Malachi perked up. He liked 

gossip as much as most women. 

“I was never that attracted to him. At first, my 

friend was with his best friend and we thought it would be 

cool to date best friends. We were together for a while, I 

guess neither one of us broke up with the other and we kind 

of just got comfortable. At this point though, my whole life 

is Benji. I do love him now, but I still am not that attracted 

to him. Sometimes he is even repulsive. When he tries to 

touch me I back away, not because I don’t want touched, 
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but because he grosses me out. I can’t quite place what 

exactly about him grosses me out, but its something.” 

“Wow, that’s pretty intense. So, you’ve never been 

attracted to him, yet you two have the longest relationship 

of all of us here.” 

“Pretty much. I’ve never thought of other men 

either, well until the simulation. Now I am kind of 

wondering if I’ve missed out on better possibilities. Do you 

ever feel like that, Malachi?” She looked curiously at him. 

“No, Eleanor, I honestly can’t say that I have. 

Octavia is the only woman I’ve ever really been with and I 

am lucky to have her. I love everything about her and 

wouldn’t wish for another. All her flaws are as beautiful as 

the rest of her. I don’t think any two people can love 

absolutely everything about the other.” 

“Oh. Well. That’s lovely that you two are so in 

love.” 
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“I think Octavia gets bored with me. I don’t think 

she feels exactly the same way about me as I do her. If it 

came to a point where she would be better off without me, I 

care so much about her that I would gladly end our 

relationship.” 

“Thank you for talking with me about this. I feel a 

lot better getting this off my chest.”  

“We should head down to the gorge. I’m tired and 

could really use a bath in the water.” Malachi pointed 

towards the deeper portion of the stream. It was deep 

enough that it would be perfect for cleaning off the grime 

of the future world.  

They headed down the to the gorge. It was 

beautiful. Birds chirped and animals hopped around as if 

they were unaffected by the presence of humans. They 

reached the edge of the stream, there was a sign that read: 

Temptation Gorge. There were no instructions, just the 
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name of the location. They thought nothing of any deeper 

meaning behind the name. The sun shined on both of them 

and perfectly lit up their features. 

Eleanor’s jawline perfectly conformed to her 

cheeks. They got rosy red when she felt any emotion. Her 

blue eyes reflected the old trees and the sun sitting behind 

them. Her long blonde hair seemed to glow.  

Malachi’s large chest was easily visible through his 

now torn t-shirt. His tattoos made his biceps seem even 

larger than they were. His glasses rested on his nose but 

made him seem even more powerful than he was. His large 

hands could make anyone feel safe and they were starting 

to make Eleanor feel that way.  

“Eleanor, I’m going to take a quick bath in the 

water, if that’s okay?” He looked at her. 

“Well, yes of course, go ahead.” 
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“Well, I’d…I’d prefer to take off my clothes. I’m 

very sweaty and a cool rinse will make me feel so much 

better.” 

“That’s okay too, we are all born naked.” 

“I’d really prefer if you didn’t see me, is what I was 

trying to say.” 

“That’s fine, I’ll go over to that log and face the 

rocks. I don’t like people seeing me in the nude either.” 

Eleanor went to the log and sat. She watched the birds fly 

around between the trees and the moisture of the rocks 

slowly turn to dripping water. The water would eventually 

meet the stream, all a show of the interconnectedness of the 

world. 

Malachi took off all of his clothes and waded into 

the water. The water was cold and gave him goosebumps. 

He dunked his head under and the water soon felt relaxing. 

He splashed the water in all his crevice’s. Making sure to 
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cover every inch of sweat with it. He did this for a while, 

making sure he was clean. 

Eleanor got curious as to what was taking so long, 

so she slowly turned to check on the status of his shower. 

He was facing her, but his eyes were closed as he was 

splashing water in his face. She was about to turn around 

when her eyes went a little to far below his waist. She was 

shocked at what she saw. 

“Oh my god, he must be ten inches at least,” she 

thought to herself. “His width is as large as Benji’s length. I 

bet it would feel amazing. If only I can put that on Benji, 

then life might get a lot more interesting.” 

Malachi began to open his eyes and she quickly 

turned back around. He came out of the water and put his 

shorts back on. He left his shirt off so that his six pack was 

still exposed. He walked over to Eleanor and placed his 

hands on her shoulder. She could feel him up against her 
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back, she thought of other places she would like to feel 

him. She tried to place this thought far out of her mind, but 

it was too overwhelming. After all, the simulation was just 

that, a simulation. It wasn’t real and she hadn’t actually 

experienced any of the things she had done in there. Here it 

was, standing right behind her, she couldn’t help her 

curiousness. 

“You know, Malachi, Benji and Octavia probably 

died. What if we have to live forever without them?” She 

was trying to be manipulative, but wasn’t very good at it. 

“I don’t want to think that they did, not until there is 

proof.” Malachi would not be turned. 

“Even if they didn’t die, it’s just us here. We have 

to assume that we are all that’s left.” 

“I guess, Eleanor. What are you trying to say?” 
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“I..I, um. I want to have sex with you.” She said 

quickly and unsure that she really did. She would prefer to 

have sex with Benji, only that he had the size of Malachi. 

“What, now?” Malachi looked very surprised. 

“Now, hear me out. You have a very large penis. 

Probably larger than the simulation. I want so badly to 

know what that feels like.” 

“You watched me bathe?” 

“No, I only glanced back to see what was taking so 

long. But then I couldn’t help notice how large you were.” 

“I thought I could trust you. I thought you were 

loyal to Benji. You’re just a lying traitor.” Malachi was 

becoming visually upset. 

“No. I do love Benji. Just. Nevermind. I’m sorry I 

brought it up. That was a horrible thing for me to ask of 

you. I’m such a horrible person.” Eleanor was becoming 

frightened of herself. She had never thought of another 
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man, but now she was asking an almost stranger to take her 

right then and there. 

“It’s okay, Eleanor, You’re not a horrible person. 

I’m sorry I said that. It’s just no one’s ever been as excited 

as you are to have sex with me, not even Octavia. It’s 

shocking, honestly.” 

“Don’t take this the wrong way, but, it’s not that I 

want to have sex with you so much as it is that I want to 

have sex with your huge dick.” 

“So we could go back to our lovers once we found 

them and if they are still alive?” 

“Yes, of course, I want no one but Benji, but I also 

don’t want to live forever not knowing what being sexually 

fulfilled feels like. Just put yourself inside me, Malachi, I 

promise everything will be fine after this. No emotions, no 

attachment, just sex.” Eleanor loosened her top to where it 

showed her large cleavage. Malachi was only slightly 
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turned on by that. Eleanor would have to try very hard to 

turn him on enough to enter her. 

Eleanor took her top completely off. She removed 

her bra. She began to rub her nipples. Malachi watched and 

seemed only partially interested. He was so uninterested 

that he become distracted by a passing bird. Eleanor 

grabbed his hand and placed it on her breast. She forced the 

movement of it. He was still not interested. Eleanor placed 

her hands on his abs and rubbed up to his chest. She rubbed 

hard, trying to expel her lust for him onto him so that he 

may give it back. Still not much. Eleanor had an idea. 

She removed her pants and placed her panties to the 

side. She began rubbing herself. She occasionally placed 

two fingers inside, knowing that was only barely what 

would soon be in there. Her fingers began to become messy 

from herself and she started to moan. She could see that 

Malachi was beginning to become aroused. 
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“I want your big dick inside me, make me cum over 

and over.” Eleanor was not used to talking like this and in 

fact and never masturbated herself. But to feel what she felt 

in the simulation again, she was willing to go to extremes. 

 She stopped rubbing herself and motioned for 

Malachi to come over to her. She grabbed his shorts and 

pulled him right up to her naked chest. She laid on her back 

and pulled him out. She placed what she could inside her 

mouth, it wasn’t much. She tried as hard as she could to 

taste all of it, but she only gagged herself more and more. 

She forced Malachi’s hands on to her breasts. She grabbed 

on to his waist as she pulled him further and further into her 

mouth. She got most of it, but still left a lot out. 

Malachi started to become fully aroused. Eleanor 

was wetter than she had ever been. With Benji she almost 

never got turned on. She honestly hadn’t finished in years. 

When she had had enough of him in her mouth she 

motioned for him to sit on the rock. Malachi’s lack of 
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enthusiasm meant that if she was going to fully enjoy this, 

then she would have to do all of the work. She climbed on 

top of him and placed only the tip inside of her. 

She could feel his girth spread her wide enough that 

it ripped her slightly. She moaned like she had never 

moaned before. Only barely in and she could tell she was in 

for an amazing time. She forced herself down further, 

pausing occasionally so that her natural lubrication would 

allow more of him to go in. Eventually she was all the way 

on it. She felt it in her chest. Her whole body began to 

tingle with excitement. 

She sat all the way on it for a moment. It was kind 

of painful, but the joy overwhelmed it. It was exactly as 

good as she thought it would be. She immediately finished. 

Finishing gave her a spark and she began to move up and 

down on it. At first it was hard to move, but she helped 

provide it with the means to freely move. She could feel it 

in her guts. Each movement was like nirvana. She came 
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each time she went down. It felt like it would take a century 

to move herself the full motion of it only once. She closed 

her eyes and imagined Benji’s face. This made her 

suddenly regret her decision. She had came some number 

over twenty times, so she had got what she wanted. But 

now she wasn’t sure if it was the right thing to want. 

She climbed off of Malachi, who never was given 

the chance to finish himself, and began to cry. 

“What about me,” Malachi wasn’t concerned with 

her crying. He knew exactly why she was. But she was the 

one who talked him into this, but now she had left him 

hanging. 

“Oh, go fuck yourself,” She said through her tears. 

“Wow, Eleanor, just wow,” Malachi put his clothes 

back on. 

Eleanor was beginning to feel a strong sense of 

regret and remorse. She was tempted by the superficial. She 

 239 

felt everything she wanted to feel from it, but she had 

overlooked how much she would fail to cope with the 

consequences. She couldn’t help but think that now her 

relationship with Benji would surely be over. Her long 

marriage over in a flash, just as she had made her decision 

to pursue her lust was with hast. Little did Eleanor know 

that her marriage was already over and that it was Benji 

who had made the actions towards its end. 

Malachi was not easily bothered. So, Eleanor’s 

anger and guilt was not success in making him feel anger 

towards her. He went over to her and grabbed her shoulder. 

“I feel it too, the sense of betrayal. We can keep this 

to ourselves and nothing will have changed. I could see that 

you desperately needed that. Think of it as a onetime gift to 

your curiosity. Now you know and you may now never 

have to wonder.” Malachi’s heart always chose the best 

words for his mouth to say. 
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“I suppose. I just can’t help thinking about how I 

felt nothing towards you, but felt so much towards the act 

of sex. It’s very unusual as I have always viewed sex as 

something to be done only between two people who love 

each other very much. You know, the birds and the bees. I 

guess what bothers me the most is that my whole view of 

the world and sex, has been wrong. What else could I 

possibly be wrong about. Is there no God? Is existence 

pointless and without purpose?” Eleanor was seriously 

perplexed. 

“Now, don’t go and have an existential crisis.” 

Malachi tried to lighten the mood. 

“A what?” Eleanor never was into intellectual 

conversations. 

“An existential crisis. It’s when some event in your 

life makes you question your very existence and its 
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ultimate decent into nothingness. Most people have them, 

some more than others.” 

“Oh wow. No, I’m not questioning my existence. 

Just my choices. I think I will be fine. I think I want a 

divorce.” 

“What? A divorce?” Malachi was hoping it wasn’t 

him who spurred this new development. 

“Yes, Benji will never satisfy me mentally and 

especially physically. I want to live a satisfying life. I want 

a large man, that seems to be something that is very 

important in living a satisfied life. At least to me it is. I 

always thought that the most important aspect of loving 

someone is that you valued your time together. How wrong 

I was. I don’t feel anything from you, mentally, but I’m 

sure we have a lot in common if we ever got around to 

discussing it. You said you like football. I love football.” 
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Eleanor was beginning to change her perspective on all 

facets of life. 

“Yes, I do love football. But, I love Octavia. The 

sex with you was okay, but I’d rather take my chances with 

her.” 

“Oh, fuck Octavia. She dosen’t love you. And I 

know that you know she doesn’t. Leave her and be with 

me. I can provide you with more than she ever could.” 

“Like what,” Malachi really didn’t care to know. 

“I can cook and I can clean. If you want to be left 

alone, I can do that. I have become so accustomed to 

pleasing Benji, that I can guarantee you that you will 

always be pleased. Now, as it may not be possible that I 

will ever love you mentally, you can always be assured that 

I will love you physically. What do you say, Malachi?” 

It didn’t take much to persuade Malachi. Once he 

was talked into eating a jar full of hot dog juice with only 
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the temptation of twenty bucks. “I guess, Eleanor. But, are 

you always going to leave me hanging when we have sex?” 

“No, I promise. That was the only time. My 

emotions got the best of me. I know now what I want. I 

want your dick and I guess I’ll take the rest of what’s 

attached to it.” 

“Oh, wow, so romantic.” 

“I can be romantic sometimes,” Eleanor said, totally 

missing the sarcasm. 

“Yea, so I guess we are together now?” Malachi 

seriously misunderstood the agreement he had just made. 

“Yes, until we die, now bring yourself here and let’s 

go a few more rounds,” Eleanor had lost all of her 

innocence. What the innocence had served to cover up was 

her relentless evil. She was selfish under her sweetness. 

Her loyalty was only a means to serve her desire to have 

and keep what was hers. Now that she had freed herself 
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from that burden she could be what she truly was. She was 

strong now and in control. She had what was hers and she 

would keep in that way. Malachi was fine with it because it 

didn’t care much for romance. Eleanor seemed genuinely 

into them, more so than Octavia ever seemed. This was a 

trade that he was fine with making. 

They went one more round and that was enough for 

Eleanor. She was never much for marathon sessions. She 

had now become a changed woman. Liberated from her 

desire for stability with a man she knew she’d never love. 

With Malachi, those feelings were stated up front, she no 

longer had to put on a charade. Once they finished, they 

didn’t speak. They put their clothes back on and attempted 

to figure out the next portion of their journey. 

“It looks like we should head into that forest over 

beyond the river gorge,” Malachi said. 
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The forest was misty, like it the bluff was when 

they had awoke. The trees were old and tall, they swayed 

against the gentle breeze. For any other two people, they 

would have been in paradise, but for Malachi and Eleanor, 

they were indifferent. 

“Yes, I hope there are no mosquitos in there. I hate 

bugs so much,” Eleanor said. 

They began to venture towards the forest. They 

would not acknowledge the new relationship they had 

formed. It was as though they were still strangers, even 

having just committed a most intimate act.  

The forest was silent, as were they. Eleanor walked 

behind Malachi, trusting that he knew what he was doing, 

but mostly wanting him to be the first to approach any 

danger. There was no danger. The forest was peaceful, just 

as the name implied. 



 246 

It could have been relaxing, even euphoric, if 

Eleanor and Malachi weren’t having their brains eaten 

away by thoughts of guilt and regret. Though they said they 

were fine, they had both agreed to leave the people they 

thought they loved. It would take much more than just 

saying that they would overcome the feelings. They walked 

further in the forest. 

There was a spot bare from trees. Two beds, not 

one, were against the tree line. They were small, but looked 

comfortable. White sheets and white pillows covered the 

bed. It looked calm. They decided that they should rest, it 

had been a long day. The two finally spoke. 

“Thank God that there are two beds. Could you 

imagine the two of us sleeping in the same one?” Eleanor 

said. 

“Could you imagine? We might end up having sex 

or something, and that would be no good,” Malachi said. 
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“Just shut up, Malachi,” Eleanor said. 

The sun decided that it would set on the opposite 

side of their little hideaway. It shone through the trees. The 

branches created perfectly lined shadows and the rays of 

the sun were visible through the mist. The sounds of 

crickets chirping filled the air. The leaves bristled with each 

gust of wind, making its own music. They were tired and 

decided to go to sleep. 

“Good night Eleanor,” Malachi said. 

He waited for a response, but one never came. 

Eleanor wasn’t sleeping, she was just being a bitch. And for 

no good reason, Malachi knew. He had done nothing to 

deserve the attitude she was giving him. He couldn’t 

believe that he had actually agreed to be with her. No way 

that this would last very long, he surely thought.  

Malachi couldn’t sleep. His thoughts ate it him so 

bad that he couldn’t concentrate on sleeping. Each thought 
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would connect to another one, until the point he was so far 

away from the original one. Or they would repeat, simple 

sentences replaying so much pain, over and over, and over.  

“I can’t believe you cheated on Octavia.” “I can’t 

believe you cheated on Octavia.” “I can’t believe you 

cheated on Octavia.” “You’re a fool.” You’re a fool.” 

Trying to sleep would be a fruitless effort, he had to 

something. He walked to the tree line and noticed an old 

path that had been grown over. 

Malachi pulled back the bushes that now rested 

where a trail had obviously once been. Once he cleared the 

brush away from a few yards of trail it began to look as 

though it was never overgrown. He followed the trail until 

the trees got smaller and smaller, eventually becoming 

mere shrubs. The path turned to concrete, the trees turned 

to walls.  
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Malachi was now walking along a corridor in a 

building. The whole place he was at was a building. The 

gorge, the river, it was all fake. He walked until the hallway 

met a door with a window. He looked inside. There was a 

desk and at the desk sat a man. He was monitoring screens.  

“This is all fake and we have been watched,” 

Malachi whispered.  

The man at the desk turned around. He appeared 

shocked that his subject had discovered the other side of his 

experiment. The window in the door began to recede into it. 

The man stood up and began to walk towards the door. 

“What are you doing?” The man asked. 

“What am I doing? Where am I? Why are we being 

watched?” Malachi said. 

The man’s face become enraged. He was a small 

man, likely standing on a chair to reach the door. His big 
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head looked silly on top of his small shoulders. It would be 

hard to take any aggression he had serious. 

“Do you want to die?” Asked the little man. 

“Do you?” Malachi said. 

“No. Seriously. If you ask me one more question 

and do not complete your prescribed journey you will die.” 

The air got a little denser. The atmosphere got 

hotter.  

“You could take a chance and not believe what I 

say. But I guarantee that you will die. I know you are not 

willing to take that risk.” The little man said. 

Malachi wanted to knock his big stupid face into his 

tiny stupid little body, but he knew that the truth was 

probably being spoke. He backed away from the door and 

headed back to his bed. The forest had become dark now. 

Malachi went to sleep knowing that he was in a fake 
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environment and considering all his recent acts as 

meaningless.  

The morning was again misty. The two woke up 

and yawned. Malachi went to the tree line to relieve 

himself. Eleanor sat on the other side to do the same. The 

two were still like strangers, caring very little to be much 

more.  

“Come over here and do me,” Eleanor said. 

Eleanor was using Malachi for his one asset. It was 

unlike her to take advantage of anyone. She used to be the 

most caring person. Going forward, Eleanor would be 

changed and it would be for the worst. No more sweet 

innocent woman, just a horny manipulative animal. 

“I don’t really feel like it. We need to get going,” 

Malachi said. 

“I don’t really care what you feel like, Malachi. 

Now get over here and give me what I asked for.” 
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Malachi regretted his decision more with each 

passing moment. Eleanor had become a horrid person. He 

couldn’t wait to be done with the journey, just so that he 

could escape her presence. He had no idea how he would 

ever be in a long-term relationship with her. He did what 

she asked, only so that she would leave him alone.  

Malachi laid there like a rock while Eleanor grinded 

on top of him. His motionless body was exactly what 

Eleanor wanted anyways. Eleanor quickly finished, but 

Malachi did not. He was once again left hanging. They 

dressed and headed back towards the path.  

The path led through the misty forest until they 

reached the top of a large waterfall. There was a bench 

perched at a perfect view of the falls. Had they had a better 

bond, they might sit on the bench and feel at peace with the 

actions. However, these two had not formed any sort of 

bond with the other. The task was complete because the 

two had agreed to leave Benji and Octavia, that was the 
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highest priority. The fact they hated each other was 

irrelevant. 

They looked at the bench. The journey had just 

began a new day so they were full of energy. They didn’t 

want to sit, they wanted out of the forest. Malachi would 

have told Eleanor about the door and the little man, but he 

wanted to say as little as possible to her. Mentioning the 

door and the little man would have led to even more words 

having to be exchanged between the two. That’s the last 

thing he could ever think of wanting.  

The falls spilled into a lake. The lake connected to a 

large channel that spilled off into other streams and rivers. 

The path ventured past the bench down a slight hill. The 

falls splashed against the rocks at the bottom and then 

peacefully dripped into the lake. When they reached the 

bottom of the hill and were in front of the lake, they saw a 

marked spot on the ground.  
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The spot had letters written on it. The letters said: 

Wait here until you know what to do.  

“Well that tells us everything,” Eleanor said. 

“Just calm your attitude Eleanor,” Malachi said. 

“You know what, Malachi, I fucking hate you.” 

Eleanor said. 

“At least we agree on one thing,” Malachi said. 

They looked at each other with red faces. They 

would have fought if they hadn’t seen two figures in the 

distance walking towards them. It was Kyran and Amelia. 
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Chapter 8 

Kyran and Amelia began to make out that Eleanor 

and Malachi were standing on the shore of the lake. They 

picked up their pace because they were happy that after 

months of not knowing, their friends were finally there. 

They were standing face to face with Eleanor and Malachi. 

They appeared happy, but Malachi and Eleanor looked 

noticeably flustered.  

“Oh my god, I can’t believe you guys are alive!” 

Kyran said. 

“You two are here, oh great,” Eleanor said. 

“What the hell, Eleanor, we’ve been gone months. 

We thought you guys were all dead. That’s how you greet 

us?” Kyran said. 

“Months? Try days asshole,” Eleanor said. 

“Wow, just wow, Eleanor. Malachi, how are you 

doing?” Kyran said. 
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“I was doing good until this bitch decided she was 

no longer going to be a sweet person,” Malachi said. 

“What the hell happened to you guys?” Kyran 

asked. 

“Well, we ended up in a beautiful place. Mist, rain 

forest, and waterfalls. It was almost euphoric.” 

Kyran and Amelia were extremely interested to hear 

how Malachi and Eleanor’s journey was. They both looked 

at him as they listened. Eleanor had her back towards them. 

She was staring out over the lake.  

“Until, Eleanor here saw me naked.” Malachi said. 

“Seriously? Are you that hideous? Oh my god, 

wow. That’s fucking hilarious. That fucked up your whole 

journey?” Kyran asked. 

“No, I wasn’t hideous. I just have a huge dick.” 

Malachi said. 
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Kyran and Amelia were fighting back their tears as 

they thought Malachi was pulling an elaborate and very 

good joke.  

“Apparently, Miss Bitchy face over there had a 

fantasy about jumping on top of some big ol cock and when 

she saw mine she couldn’t resist.” Malachi said. 

“Eleanor, seriously? She’d never do a thing like 

that. Plus, she’s married to Benji. Quit fucking joking 

man.” Kyran said. 

“I’m not joking, Kyran. She fucked me numerous 

times, never once got me off, and now says she’s leaving 

Benji for me.” Malachi said. 

The sun was setting over the lake. Benji and 

Octavia were no were in sight.  

“She hates me though and, honestly, I kind of hate 

her too. I’ve already done the deed, so Octavia probably 

will leave me anyways.” Malachi said. 
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“I guess,” Kyran replied. 

“Well, she wants a relationship, she’s into to me 

when we’re fucking, and leaves me alone most other times. 

Sounds like a perfect relationship to me.” Malachi said. 

“So basically, you’re like her bitch,” Kyran said. 

“Fuck you, Kyran.” Malachi replied. 

They let it rest at that. Kyran didn’t really care to 

understand what the hell Malachi was talking about and 

definitely didn’t care to explain how he had spent three 

months aggressively fucking the hell out of Amelia.  

The two pairs of individuals stood at the shore of 

the lake. One pair had become as one, while the other 

became dysfunctional. It was like the journey was meant to 

draw out each person’s true being. There they were, true 

human essence, staring silently out to an endless lake. 
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When we saw our friends, we were happy. Dread 

eventually came over us as we walked from the hatch to the 

tip of the boat. We knew we would have to betray Eleanor 

and Malachi and as soon as our feet touched the shore, it 

would probably happen then. We walked for what felt like 

hours towards them. I couldn’t wait to discover what sort of 

experience they had had. We reached the shore. I briskly 

walked towards Eleanor, she was facing with her back to 

the rest of the group. I figured she was probably upset that I 

had left her. Octavia went to Malachi, but there seemed to 

be some sort of resistance from him. Did they know? 

“Eleanor, how are you?” I asked. 

“Fuck you Benji,” Eleanor said quietly. 

“You know, don’t you?” I asked. 



 260 

I figured I would get to the point. The group 

couldn’t hear us. I knew they couldn’t because surely they 

would have reacted to what just unfolded. 

“Know what, Benji? That I acted on my fantasy that 

the simulation gave me and fucked Malachi’s huge dick?” 

Eleanor said. 

“Fucking what?” I asked. 

“Oh what, you’re upset now? Like you ever cared 

for me anyways. You always looked down on me, like I 

was inferior to you.” Eleanor said. 

The sky had turned to night and the moon was 

bright over the lake. 

“But you know what Benji?” Eleanor became 

fierce. 

“You’re inferior. Your small dick never satisfied me 

and now that I’ve seen satisfaction, I don’t need you.” 

Eleanor said. 
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“Well, I was going to tell you that I was leaving you 

for Octavia, but I guess you made that easier.” I said. 

“Leaving me for Octavia? Seriously, you little piece 

of shit? Fuck you and your little skinny slut.” Eleanor said. 

I figured I would leave it at that. Eleanor had 

become someone else. There was nothing more to say to 

her. I felt a sense of emptiness hit me hard in the chest. I 

had been with Eleanor for years and thinking about being 

without her made me hurt. Maybe she was meant to appear 

has an evil witch. Maybe this was supposed to make it 

easier for me. Whatever it was, it worked well in my favor. 

I could see that Octavia was having a harder time breaking 

the news to Malachi. He appeared to be crying. Now that 

Eleanor had become quiet, I could barely make out what 

they were saying. 

“But, I still love you Octavia,” Malachi said. 
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“I know you do, Malachi, I’ll always remember the 

times we’ve shared.” Octavia said. 

They hugged and it seemed that it went easy. I 

thought that Malachi was begging her to stay, but he was 

just telling her goodbye. Too bad I couldn’t do the same 

with Eleanor, because I know I will truly miss her. 

I still remember when we met. She was amazingly 

beautiful, like no other woman I had met. Through the 

years though she lost her zest for life, if she even ever 

really had it. I’ll never forget the great times I had with her. 

She seemed different now, I wondered if it was the same 

Eleanor. Had she been replaced by an evil clone. Nah, I 

could tell it was still her. It was like everything I hated 

about her was now all that she was. Good riddance, my life 

now has meaning, if only just because of Octavia. 

I tried to remember what the hell we were doing 

three months ago, but I had a hard time. I saw that Kyran 
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and Amelia appeared to be in a way better mood than 

Malachi and Eleanor. I went to ask Kyran to refresh my 

memory. 

“You two look good,” I said. 

“You’re damn right we do,” Kyran replied. 

“What were we doing before we were all separated? 

It seems falling in love with Octavia for three months has 

messed with my memory.” I said. 

“Well, I don’t remember either, I was too busy 

fucking Amelia for three straight months.” Kyran said. 

“Shit, that means we’ll have to ask those two 

horrible assholes over there.” I said as I pointed to Malachi 

and Eleanor.  

Kyran and I walked over to Malachi, he seemed to 

be the most reasonable of the two. 
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“What were we doing before we got separated,” 

Kyran asked. 

“Fuck you guys, man,” Malachi said. 

“What’s your problem, big man?” Kyran said. 

“Just leave his grumpy ass alone,” I told Kyran. 

“I guess we will have to ask Eleanor.” I pointed at 

her. 

We walked over to Eleanor, she was staring out at 

the lake like she was dazed. As we approached, she turned 

to us. Her eyes were glowing red. She seemed mad but 

competent. 

“Do you remember?” Kyran asked her. 

“Yes, I do, but I’ll never tell.” Eleanor said.  

Of course, Eleanor would be the one to know what 

we were supposed to be doing. If she wouldn’t tell us, we 

would make her tell us. 
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“Kyran, grab her legs,” I said. 

Kyran didn’t ask, he just did. He grabbed her legs 

and I grabbed her arms. She resisted, but we were able to 

contain her. I figured Malachi would step in to defend her, 

but it seemed like he could care less. He stood at a distance 

and just watched us. We placed Eleanor in the water face 

first. 

“Make sure you keep her legs held tight, Kyran, this 

is going to be difficult.” I said. 

I held Eleanor’s arms, the arms I used to hold for 

joy, the arms that were the arms of my dear love. I held her 

face just above the water and I had my hand on the back of 

her head. I never looked at Eleanor and thought that I could 

ever harm her. I could never see myself doing this, but here 

I was doing just that. 

“What are we supposed to do!?” I yelled. The spit 

hit my lips and slid off as it joined the air. My hands 
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clenched against her back and her head. I was angry for 

more than her not telling us the dire information. I could 

feel my teeth bite down into my gums. She didn’t answer. 

Kyran held her legs tight and I pushed her face 

under the water. She squirmed, but we held on. I counted to 

30 and brought her up. 

“Now tell me our task,” I said. 

“Fuck you,” Eleanor said. 

We pushed her back under the water. Octavia, 

Amelia, and Malachi all came over. 

“What the hell, you are going to kill her!” Malachi 

screamed. 

“Well make her tell us what the fuck our task is,” I 

yelled back. 

“I can’t make her do anything,” Malachi said. 

“Yeah, he’s her bitch, didn’t ya know,” Kyran said. 
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Malachi ran into the shallow water. He came at 

Kyran and punched him in the face. They both exchanged 

punches for a moment. Eleanor was able to break free. 

Eleanor lunged at my waist. She was able to pull me under 

the water. She held me there for what seemed like forever. 

I gained control. I pulled my head up over the 

water. I gasped for air. Eleanor was now beating on Kyran. 

Her and Malachi were doing great damage to his face.  

“Everyone stop,” I yelled. 

They did stop, which was kind of surprising given 

the fact that I had just tortured Eleanor. They looked at me 

as the water worked its way to calmness. 

“We have to remember what our task was. Eleanor, 

if you remember you should tell us, otherwise we will be 

stuck here forever,” I said. 

They all seemed to hear and understand the words 

and what they meant. 
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“God, I couldn’t imagine being stuck here forever 

with any of you,” Eleanor said. 

She seemed to have immediately forgotten that we 

had just attempted to drown her. 

“We were looking for some retched children or 

something. We were supposed to place them in the past to 

save the stupid world,” Eleanor said. 

“Oh yes, I remember. Thanks Eleanor,” I replied. 

“Benji, if you ever come close to me again, I will 

fucking end you,” Eleanor said. 

The night had become hazy and I could tell that we 

were all tired. I was tired. 

“Well, with that out of the way and everything off 

of our chests, I suppose we should figure up a game plan,” I 

said to the group. 
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“Yes, and would should also figure out what each of 

our roles will be, so that we can avoid unnecessary 

tension,” Octavia said. 

Damn did I love her. We were both equal in our 

leadership roles with neither drowning out the other. It was 

perfect. I think she was made up of zero flaws. I could tell 

she viewed me as passionately as I viewed her. I found 

myself just staring at her at times. The smallest little 

movements made me in awe. I would often catch her 

staring at me too, and I know she was in awe of me.  

We all went to a space that had rocks in a circle 

around a smaller circle. We placed wood in the smaller one 

and lit a fire. Kyran somehow knew how to start a fire with 

just two sticks, thank God for his trivial talents. We set 

with our partners around the fire, ready to begin our 

discussion of our future journey. Malachi and Eleanor sit 

far apart from each other and the group. It felt awkward, 

but the rest of us just ignored it.  
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Octavia stood up and faced the group. Her beautiful 

hair blew gently against the wind. She was dressed now, 

she put on clothes that were left in the hatch of the boat. 

She wore a white top with straps that were held up by her 

smooth shoulders. The bottom of the shirt stopped directly 

above her belly button, the roundness of which looked like 

it was worn as an accessory to the shirt. She wore a white 

skirt, that stopped well above the knees. It fit snug, and was 

able to move with her body rather than against it. Her hips 

filled it out with perfection and as the skirt rested on her 

thighs, the outfit was only completed with her body. She 

wore no shoes, her feet strong against the ground. She had 

fashioned a headband out of a lone rosebush when we were 

lost in paradise. It held onto her head and made her look 

like a goddess. To me, she was such. 

“There are four children that we must find. We 

know where three of them are. We should stick together 

and obtain them one by one.” Octavia said. 
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I got up and stood next to Octavia. I couldn’t go any 

more seconds without having my hands on her. I put my 

arm around her waist as I stood next to her. 

“We know that they are located at the Fields, the 

Hospital, and the school,” I said. 

“The fourth is nonexistent currently,” Octavia 

added. 

“We should go first to the fields, since it seems 

likely to be located closer to this rural land,” I said. 

Before I could suggest how we go about getting to 

the other locations and in what order, Malachi spoke up. 

“This world is all fake, nothing is real,” Malachi 

said. 

“Well that sure is mysterious, Malachi. What the 

hell is that supposed to mean?”  I asked. 
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“In the forest I found a path. That path turned into 

concrete surrounded by walls. Those walls led me to a 

door. In the door was a window. In the room was a little 

man. He told me to go away or face immediate death.” 

Malachi said. 

“I tell you what, Malachi, you troubles sure do have 

some hilarious spins on them. It’d be half funny if it wasn’t 

so serious,” Octavia said. 

“I guess that means we will first have to get out of 

the simulation before we can find out where the fields are,” 

Kyran said. 

That seemed impossible and I hoped dearly that it 

wasn’t true. I was growing tired of simulation after 

simulation. Before I could attempt to figure a way out of 

the simulation, the sky turned screen like. It was like it was 

a huge television. A dark figure appeared and was in the 

shape of a face. 
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“The children are in the simulation. Do not exit, I 

repeat, do not exit,” said a voice in the sky. 

Malachi looked to the sky and said, “Fuck you little 

man!” 

It was the most hilarious thing I had heard in a very 

long time. I tried to hold in my laugh because this was quite 

a serious situation. It only made it worse. I laughed so hard 

that my jaw hurt and my eyes teared up. Octavia laughed 

too, then Amelia and Kyran followed. Malachi looked like 

he was becoming furious, but he actually started to laugh as 

well. Eleanor just stared at us, eyes still red with rage. 

It seemed that we all needed a good laugh to loosen 

the tension. Malachi looked like he was in a better place 

with all of us, but Eleanor most definitely wasn’t. I wanted 

to continue planning our mission, but I also wanted the 

team to feel united. 

“Eleanor, seriously, what is your issue?” I asked. 
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“Nothing Benji, just leave me alone,” She replied. 

“Look, I know that it hurts a little that you and me 

are over, but at least try not to be such a hateful bitch. For 

the sake of saving the world, if nothing else?” I asked. 

“I’m not a bitch, asshole. But, if it’ll make your 

little hippie group not get their poor little feelings hurt, then 

I guess I can try to pretend to be in a good mood.” Eleanor 

said. 

I looked at Eleanor, she looked different. I used to 

look at her and feel something, but now when I saw her I 

felt nothing at all, not even guilt. She looked like a sad 

woman. A woman that would grow old and angrier as the 

years passed. She would die lonely, she knew that too. 

Maybe that’s why she was so pissed off. I looked her in the 

eyes and saw a soulless void. 

“You’ve changed,” I said. 
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“I haven’t changed, I’ve always been like this,” 

Eleanor said. 

“Well I must have missed it for all the years we 

were together. Anyways, thank you Eleanor for agreeing to 

trying to be a part of a united team.” I said. 

I looked at the group. It looked enhanced. Even 

Malachi and Eleanor looked fiercer. They were angrier, but 

maybe that was just their way of dealing with their 

newfound personalities. Kyran and Amelia looked like they 

knew exactly what to do. Like if I were to give them 

instructions, they would follow every order with no 

questions and perform them precisely. They seemed more 

in love than when we first met them. I could tell they were 

soulmates. I thought about how maybe that whole three 

months journey’s sole purpose was for all of us to forge 

newer and stronger bonds. 
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“Okay group. We look amazing. I think we are 

ready for this new task,” Octavia said. 

“First, we will go to the fields and get that child. 

Second we will retrieve the child from the school, and 

finally retrieve the infant that was born at the hospital. As 

for the fourth child, we will figure that out when we’ve 

found the other three,” I said. 

I looked over at Octavia to meet her eyes for 

agreement. She looked pale. The vividness that is always in 

her seemed gone. She looked very sick. 

“Octavia, are you okay?” I asked. 

She tried to say something, but before she could she 

threw up all over one of the rocks. 

“Eww, gross woman. What’s wrong with you,” 

Eleanor asked. 

“I’m fine, I just felt a little nauseas,” Octavia 

replied. 
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She looked back at me and I could see that 

vividness back her. Her eyes once again were shining, her 

body was radiant. Maybe she had eaten something that 

didn’t agree with her stomach. When I thought of food I 

remembered that we hadn’t ate in quite a while. We had 

been lucky enough to easily find food or an Instameal at all 

the places we ended up. I hoped I would not have to hunt 

for food and longed for an Instameal. 

In the distance I saw a light in the water. It was red 

and looked like it was under the water. Was it a submarine? 

I couldn’t make it out. It got closer and closer until it hit the 

shore. The light was bright, but I still couldn’t make it out. 

It rolled onto the shore with its treaded tracks. At first, all I 

could see was the tracks, but when it got more out of the 

water I could see that it was some sort of device. The red 

light was on top of the square box that sat up top the tracks. 

It read Instameal. These people must be mind readers as 

well.  
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We each ordered our favorite dish. The fire burned 

long into the night. We ate and talked. Eleanor remained 

quite distant, but Malachi seemed to enjoy chatting. We 

talked about our journey’s and how each one was an 

intimate experience for the couples. Occasionally we would 

discuss the dirty details of what we did until someone 

would become too embarrassed. We ordered some hard 

drinks from the Instameal and drank until we were very 

loose. Everyone had a great time talking. Eleanor drank no 

alcohol and said almost no words. She replied to questions 

when asked them, but otherwise she was becoming an 

outsider. The group was not concerned much with her 

because we were having a great time with the rest of us. I 

only hoped that she would eventually come around because 

I did not know what her fate might be if she didn’t. 

The night grew old and we grew out. We fell asleep 

around the fire. We put enough wood on it so it would keep 
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us warm through the rest of the night. I laid next to Octavia 

and faced her. I held onto her tight. 

“I love you, Octavia,” I said. 

“I love you more, Benji,” she replied. 

“I can’t wait to see you in the morning,” I said. 

She had fallen asleep. I looked at her pretty face for 

a few moments longer before I had fallen asleep too. 

Kyran and Amelia also laid next to each other. 

Kyran was behind Amelia and had his arms wrapped 

around her. The fire reflected off of their faces. They fell 

asleep soon after we did.  

Eleanor slept alone on the other side of the rocks 

and next to the water. Malachi slept closer to the group, but 

also alone. The night would be cold for them, and so would 

the rest of their lives. When we came into this world it 

would have seemed there was hope within them both. I 

hoped that it wasn’t this mission that made that burn out for 
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them. Maybe they were meant to burn out quick, like a star 

too strong for its own weight. Maybe they were supposed 

to come into life head on with no regards for the 

consequences. But, I couldn’t help but feel like this was 

some of Octavia and I’s fault. I couldn’t think like that 

though. I couldn’t imagine not being with Octavia now, 

besides Eleanor was with Malachi in her journey.  

I still couldn’t understand why she slept with 

Malachi, maybe out of necessity. That didn’t make any 

sense though, because she was never a very sexual person. 

She even said she didn’t need sex. Unless she was lying. I 

was thinking too much. I closed my eyes back and fell 

asleep in my lover’s arms and her in mine.  

We awoke the next day. I still held on to Octavia. 

When I moved she also woke up. She looked at me and 

smiled. We kissed as we talked with our souls. We got up 

and looked at the group. Kyran and Amelia were already 

awake and eating breakfast. They had ordered some eggs, 
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bacon, and grits. It smelled delicious. Octavia and I both 

ordered the same thing. We ate quietly and looked out at 

the water. The fog sat inches away from the water and the 

sun slowly poke up from the horizon. I didn’t see Malachi 

or Eleanor anywhere. I figured they had ventured off close 

by to use the bathroom or something. 

“Kyran, have you seen Eleanor or Malachi?” I 

asked. 

“Nope, not at all. We’ve been up for about an hour 

and we haven’t heard or seen anything from them.” Kyran 

said. 

“I wonder what they could be off doing. Neither 

seemed to like the other so it’s kind of odd that they would 

have went together,” Octavia said. 

The grass was dewy still from the moisture of the 

night. I could feel the wetness on my face. I got closer to 

Octavia to stay warm. 
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“I really hope that they’re both okay. They seemed 

pretty messed up yesterday,” I said. 

I looked around on the rocks that we were sitting 

on. It seemed weird that Eleanor was no longer going to be 

my wife. So many years together. Even if they were 

troubled years, I had known no life without her in it. I think 

that having the company of my soulmate will help me 

overcome these feelings of loss that will surely only get 

more intense as time goes on. While I was lost in my mind, 

I quickly regained focus when I saw a piece of paper on 

one of the rocks. 

I went to grab it. 

“Hey, look guys, I found this. It says something,” I 

said. 

“Well what does it say?” Kyran asked. 

“It says: Dear others, Malachi and I have decided 

to disembark from the group for a while. We will rejoin you 
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sometime in the near future. It is with our sincerest 

apologies that we give you this news. Love, Eleanor and 

Malachi.”  

“Wow, that doesn’t sound like something Eleanor 

would write. Disembark?” I said. 

“Yeah, who cares. They were kind of a drag 

anyways,” Kyran said. 

“I guess you’re right. I just hope they find 

themselves,” I said. 

We didn’t dwell on the fact that we had once again 

lost some group members. It seemed that no matter what 

we did, things always worked in our favor in this world. 

We gathered around each other to discuss our mission. The 

four of us were strong now, our relationships built on 

foundations of concrete. Surely the tension would subside 

now. 
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“So let’s head down that path that goes away from 

the lake,” Octavia suggested. 

The path lead to an area that we could see as flat in 

the distance. It made sense that that flat land would 

possibly contain the fields. We decided that we really had 

no choice but to go down the only path that lay ahead of us. 

Four people were stronger than six, if the other two were 

misfits. And on we were. 

  

 285 

Chapter 9: Ben 

The path was dirt and it was surrounded by trees. 

The trees were in various shapes and sizes. It no longer felt 

relaxing, but rather it felt tense. We no longer took time to 

take in each new section that our feet carried us through. 

We only looked forward, hoping that the land we had seen 

up on the hill by the lake was coming up.  

We walked fast but we didn’t run. We needed 

energy because it was hard to tell when we saw the land 

how far away it actually was. We started when dawn broke 

and we figured it was somewhere around noon. The sun 

was beaming directly in the middle of the sky. The 

tempature felt higher than 100, but we had no way to tell. 

The sweat poured from every pore in our body. Our hair 

wet like we had just bathed. We looked like savages.  

We had all removed our tops, even the women. It 

didn’t seem any different than if they were men. We had all 
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wrapped our shirts around our heads to protect us from the 

sun. The path became narrower and the trees began to grow 

into the path. It was harder and harder to tell if we had 

strayed from the trail. It felt like we were in the middle of 

the forest with no path to guide us. The sun moved quickly 

and was now sitting on the edge of the earth. We had no 

desire to spend the night in the forest and we had hoped we 

would soon reach its end.  

In the distance we could see a small spot of light. It 

shined through the trees and blasted us in the face. It was 

the sun going down. It also meant that we had reached the 

flat land. We hurried with the rest of our energy to the edge 

of the forest. We climbed past the last tree and stepped over 

the last of the shrubs. We looked out and saw a field. It 

stretched out from the exact spot of the tree line and went 

as far as the eye could see. 

It was hard to tell what was growing, if anything at 

all. The places where a person might plant a seed looked 
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different than any place I had ever seen. There were enough 

spots to place a million seeds in a one-inch spot in the soil. 

This went on forever, for every one-inch there could be a 

million plants. This sort of technology could feed the whole 

of humanity. I quickly lost that thought and looked out in 

the distance. 

“Look up there. There is some sort of building. We 

can make it before nightfall, if we hurry,” Octavia said. 

We began to walk quickly through the field. The 

ground was hard and didn’t feel like soil. There were no 

fences along the borders of the field to keep people out. 

The closer we got to the building, the more living plants 

there were growing from the seed holes. I could see people 

walking along a dirt path that led out of the fields. They 

were planting seeds in the empty holes. I wondered how 

long it would take to plant a million seeds, especially if 

they were all planted one by one.  
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The building was in front of our faces, but we 

couldn’t find a door. We were looking for a window or 

some way to enter when the walls began to make a noise. A 

door appeared where there previously was not one. The 

building was red and looked like a barn from the old times. 

The door opened and we expected someone to greet us. No 

one greeted us. 

We walked in and expected the space inside to 

reflect the space on the outside. The interior spread out for 

miles. There were people in lab coats mixing liquids in 

beakers. They each stood at tables. On the tables fruits and 

vegetables would sprout from the liquids. They wore name 

badges on their coats and on the opposite side of that was 

the Instameal logo. I guessed that we were now inside an 

Instameal factory. I surely hoped that this wasn’t some long 

con that the Instameal company was playing to grow their 

profits in the past. We didn’t know where to go so we 

looked for obvious places for a child to be. 
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We walked past the people in lab coats, they didn’t 

even glance at us. Either they didn’t see us or we just 

mattered very little to them. There were no signs of 

anything that would obvious contain a child. The world was 

new to us and maybe the obvious wasn’t very obvious. I 

figured I could ask one of the lab coats.  

I went up to one and grabbed his shoulder. He was 

tall with very long legs. He was wearing jeans and a red T-

shirt underneath his long white lab coat. He didn’t turn 

around when I grabbed him, but I had to ask anyways. 

“Excuse me, sir, we are looking for a child. Can you 

tell me where I may find him?” I asked. 

He turned to me, but it wasn’t a he, nor was it was a 

she. It had no face, it was just a head shaped nothing. There 

were spots that all those human features should be, but they 

were void. The machine lit red lights underneath his false 

eye spots. The spot where its mouth should be lit up like a 
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barcode and the few vertical lines started moving 

horizontally. It was terrifying.  

“Alert! Alert! Human. Human.” The machine 

screamed with the worst sound I had ever heard.  

I stepped back and looked at the group. Kyran held 

onto Amelia and Octavia ran to grab me. The building’s 

lights dimmed and red strobes began to light around the 

entire facility. Of all the tasks and death defying events we 

had previously partaken in, this was by far the most intense. 

Sirens soon began going off. This time we seriously 

thought we would die. 

We wanted to head for the exit, but we could hardly 

see. We just kind of cowered with each other against what 

seemed like a wall. The lights were growing more intense, 

as were the sirens. We could see thousands of pairs of red 

lights rolling towards as a very fast pace. The building was 
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now completely dark except the overwhelming of red. We 

held onto each other tight. 

The rolling red lights were directly in front of our 

faces and right when we thought death would soon be ours, 

the lights came back on. The rolling red lights had turned 

into thousands of faceless somethings. They all looked like 

humans besides their faces. I’m still not sure how they were 

able to roll, but they were definitely rolling. Suddenly, the 

machines parted like the Red Sea. A young boy came 

walking up in the space they had made. 

“Hello Octavia, Benji, Kyran, and Amelia. I have 

waited so long to finally meet you.” The young boy said.  

“Who are you,” Octavia asked. 

The robots all faced us like curious children, they 

no longer seemed terrifying.  

“My name is Ben. I am to go with you to the past.” 



 292 

“Nice to meet you, Ben. How old are you?” Octavia 

asked. 

“I am five, Octavia,” Ben said. 

The boy greeted us all. He was short, even by five-

year-old standards. His vocabulary was especially large for 

his age.  

“Octavia, I know you are an extraordinary leader,” 

Ben said as he shook her hand. 

Octavia smiled. 

The boy then greeted me.  

“Benji, you too, are an extraordinary leader. 

Without you, we wouldn’t be here. You will be an icon,” 

Ben said. 

This caught me off guard. It sort of smacked me in 

the face and woke me up. We were in the future. These 

people already know our fates. When any other five-year-
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old would have told me I would be an icon, I would have 

not at all took it seriously. But since this child was 

obviously very intelligent and he was in the future, I knew 

he meant what he said. An icon, I couldn’t imagine me 

doing anything even close to worthy of that title, surely he 

was exaggerating.  

Ben walked over to Kyran and shook his hand. 

“Kyran, you are a part of a great team. You are an 

essential piece of the whole,” Ben said. 

Kyran smiled and seemed embarrassed. The boy 

then walked over to Amelia. 

“Amelia my dear, you have spent your whole life in 

trial by fire. That ends now. You are going to be 

remembered as one of the greatest women in history,” Ben 

said. 

Amelia turned bright red. No one had ever told her 

that she was great.  
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Ben then walked back away from the group, turned, 

and faced us all. 

“I know that two of you are not with us today. I 

understand why. The people in this group are extraordinary. 

You will be remembered for your greatness,” Ben said. 

“I am ready to go with you, but first I must tell you 

everything I know about creating and sustaining a viable 

environment in the past or in the future,” Ben said. 

Ben motioned for the machines to go back to their 

jobs. The building felt large again. We followed Ben and he 

took us to a room where a few of the machines where 

working. He shewed them out and chairs formed from the 

air. He motioned for us to sit. He sit at the head of the table. 

“How did these chairs appear,” Kyran asked. 

“You guys have had the Instameal, right?” Ben 

asked. 

“Yes, it’s amazing,” Kyran replied. 
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“Well they work the same way. Atoms form in the 

correct way to form the chair. The chair never existed until 

we needed it. Once we are done with it, it will no longer 

exist. No trash, it doesn’t take up space, it’s exactly what is 

needed,” Ben said. 

“Wow, that’s amazing,” I said. 

“Yes it is, and speaking of that, it is important I 

share with you all everything I can about maintaining a 

world that will last until the end of time. Most of the reason 

the world ended in 2015 is because humans had failed to 

take care of it,” Ben said. 

“Yea, we were pretty nasty to mother nature,” 

Amelia said. 

“Precisely. The amount of pollution was cyclical. 

Humans had been polluting for so long that breaking the 

cycle was near impossible. The end of the world was 



 296 

exactly what was needed to save the world. If that makes 

any sense,” Ben said. 

“It kind of makes sense, but the hard part is 

understanding how the world can be saved if it has already 

ended,” Octavia said. 

“Time is not linear. In your timeline, the world 

doesn’t exist, you didn’t save it. In this timeline, the world 

exists because you saved it,” Ben said. 

“That is still hard to understand. Wouldn’t we exist 

in this timeline in 2015 and still not know we were to save 

the world. If we didn’t know, the world would end and you 

wouldn’t exist. Oh god, I’ve got a headache,” I said. 

“It’s very hard to explain. But think of it this way: 

we exist because of each other. We wouldn’t exist if the 

you that knew to save the world didn’t exist and vice versa. 

It’s not simple to explain the mechanics of time and we 
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have more important things to worry about, like saving the 

world,” Ben said. 

He didn’t make it super easy to understand much of 

what he said, but he did seem a little less mysterious than 

anyone else we had met. The way he talked made us 

quickly forget that he was only five years old. I looked to 

the kid as a guide, an intelligent elder who was wiser than 

me, so it was hard for my mind to put logic to that. 

“So, let’s get to it Ben. I’m very curious to learn 

about the ways of the future,” Octavia said. 

“So, you know, we make most of our goods from 

nothing. We align the atoms in their proper place and they 

create food, clothing, buildings, and basically everything 

that we use,” ben said. 

“That’s so amazing,” I said. 
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“That single fact means that we do not expel wasted 

energy back into the environment. Pollution is not a 

concept we have to cope with here in 2386,” Ben said. 

“I can feel that the air has a different texture to it, if 

that makes any sense,” Amelia said. 

“Yes, of course it does. Pollution latches on to the 

particles that make up air. You likely even tasted it. Being 

surrounded by clean air after not knowing it your entire life 

must be truly mesmerizing,” Ben said. 

“I knew I could feel something odd in the air, but 

couldn’t place it,” I said. 

“Goods are one thing, moving humans is another. 

Our transportation is accomplished with human powered 

machines. They are based off the bicycle. The difference 

here is that the solely human powered machine could only 

reach slow speeds. This is obviously less efficient in 

moving humans in large distances,” ben said. 
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Ben had pulled up a screen from the table. The 

screen displayed moving images and blueprints of each 

object he was describing. We watched as a bicycle was 

shown and then taken about through graphics. New parts 

where placed back on the bicycle as it was rebuilt. Ben was 

on key with each movement the screen made. 

“The solution to this was to create a solar powered 

engine that used all the energy it obtained without any 

waste. This translated into a clean powerful machine that 

created zero pollution,” Ben said. 

“That’s Amazing,” Replied Octavia.  

Ben unbuttoned his shirt a few buttons to reveal a 

marking on his chest, above his nipple. He pointed it out to 

the group. 

“You see this marking here?” He asked. 

The group nodded that they did. 
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“This means that I am one of the children to be 

brought back,” he said. 

“Well, we never doubted that you were, kiddo,” I 

said. 

“I didn’t think you had, but I wanted to show it so 

that I may speak on how I got it,” Ben said. 

“We would love to hear your story,” Octavia said. 

“When I was born I was placed in a field. Vines and 

branches attached to my limbs,” Ben said. 

He showed us markings on his arms and legs where 

something had once inserted itself into him. 

“I became the earth. I was the plants. I was the air. I 

was also human,” Ben said. 

Ben buttoned his shirt back up and looked at us 

again. Ben was the height of a five-year-old boy, about 4 

feet or so. His mind was more advanced than any of ours 
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could ever be no matter the training we tried. His short 

brown hair and his innocent looking face would fool 

anyone into believing that he was just an average child. It 

was obvious that this was far from the truth.  

“When I became the elements, became the earth, all 

the knowledge was stored into my brain. I slept in the fields 

until I was three. While my body may have been resting, 

my mind wondered the vast interconnectedness of the 

earth. I flew with the air, sang as a bird, grew as a plant. 

This helped me to understand how to use the elements for 

human life, in a way that would not be abusive to mother 

earth,” Ben said. 

“And you are supposed to teach the people of 1745 

this,” I asked. 

“No, I cannot tell anyone what I know. I must 

discretely let my knowledge out by showing them,” Ben 

said. 
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“What if someone gets curious as to how you are so 

good at what you do?” Octavia asked. 

Ben looked serious and scared. He looked Octavia 

in the eyes. 

“They must not get curious, they couldn’t get 

curious,” Ben replied. 

“So, what exactly will you do when you reach your 

destination?” I asked. 

“I will teach the world what I know. I will show 

them how to use the earth,” Ben said. 

“How will you teach everyone? How will you be 

sure that the knowledge will spread and more importantly, 

that it will continue through time?” I asked. 

“We will teach our kids, first. Second, the way I use 

the earth and the way I will teach the past is so far superior 

than any of their methods that they will want to continue 

doing it the way I teach them,” Ben said. 
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“That makes sense, but it seems like it would be 

hard to control for human nature,” Octavia said.  

“I trust that it will work and you should too,” Ben 

said. 

“We will try,” I replied. 

Ben seemed to have ran out of words. While he 

didn’t actually tell us everything about sustainability, he 

did give us a great overview of the plan. People had treated 

earth poorly. Agriculture was what led to the earth 

becoming wasted, ownership of bordered off portions of 

land. When man owned the earth, he was able to do as he 

wished. Farming one’s own food was more sustainable than 

hunting and gathering. The problem was that it forced 

families into individual dwellings where their priority was 

no longer as a larger group but to look out for their own 

kin. Over time, tools were developed to make farming 
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easier. With less labor came more spare time. With spare 

time came further inventions. 

Inventions would require increasingly more labor, 

eventually requiring huge buildings to facilitate their 

massive construction force. This was a time called 

industrialization. The people didn’t know that they were 

screwing the earth for the future, they didn’t think like that. 

They were doing what was best for their families, providing 

them food by selling off their labor. Most people no longer 

owned what they produced, that was held by the small 

minority of factory owners. 

Under the economic structure of capitalism, 

maximizing profit was the main goal. Factories became 

larger, products were produced faster. Whole towns were 

built around these factories. The companies were like 

family to the people who spent their lives working in them. 

They were by no means treating the earth very well, but 
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they were the humans. Eventually the factories would have 

to cope with the great depression. 

The Great Depression made a lot of families go 

hungry. The United States were experiencing widespread 

poverty. All over the world, industrialization was a huge 

part of people’s lives. If the economy was not 

industrialized, the people lived in poverty or were isolated 

from it. After the depression, the economy once again was 

able to grow. 

Unions were created to fight for workers rights. 

Employees of large factories lived a well life of middle 

class. They could buy houses, take time off, and afford 

vacations. The earth still suffered the ravages of the 

pollution that the factories created, but it was hard to make 

them stop because of all the lives dependent on them. 

Eventually, all the factories were owned by shareholders, 

destroying the family image that long ago represented 

working in the factory.  
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These shareholders were the peak of capitalism, 

buying up businesses without really knowing how to 

sustain them. They would milk them for all they had and 

then sell them off or close them up. While most of the 

world felt that the major cause of factories leaving the first 

world was because unions asked for too high of wages for 

their employees, the fact is actually that the shareholders 

are.  

Factories left the towns that were formed around 

them and ruins began to show up in their place. In 2015, 

this was happening at an alarming pace. Not only were the 

factories creating pollution in new places, but what they 

had left behind was a wasteland. The world ended because 

humans had evolved in the wrong direction. They were 

now a virus infecting the earth. 

When I think of us humans and our role on the 

earth, being a virus makes the most sense to me. Especially 

now that Ben said we had screwed up so badly. When I 
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think of any other living or non-living organism on the 

earth, it is clear that none of them harm the earth they 

inhabit. Humans do. Everything the human does serves to 

ruin the earth further. When the first person planted a crop 

and kept it for their own family, little did they know what it 

would lead to. Ben had the solution though, I knew that he 

would.  

I escaped my mind after I thought of how we had 

ruined the earth. Ben was looking at me, knowing the 

thoughts that I had just had. 

“Benji, shall we go?” Ben asked. 

“Yes, I think it is time we head to the school to find 

the other child,” Octavia said.  

We walked past the faceless machines, their hands 

focused on their work. The building felt familiar now. It 

wasn’t scary like it was before. It seemed normal, growing 

food from nothing, growing everything from nothing. I 
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wondered if this was really going to work. Where would 

Ben say the food came from? How would he explain that to 

the people of 1745, the same people who would kill for 

blasphemy if someone didn’t ascribe to their holy book? I 

didn’t know the answers, but this had to work. 

We walked to the edge of the building, walls went 

high above us. Ben clapped his hands and a door appeared. 

We went outside and could smell the fresh air. The fields 

never ended. We would be lost with no sense of direction, 

but we knew Ben would help us find our way to the school.  

People were still working in the fields. They 

seemed to be getting joy out of it and were not actually 

workers. We could tell, even with our ancient minds, that 

they were connecting with the earth. They smiled and 

laughed. They rolled their bodies on the ground in a playful 

means of showing the earth affection. Bees and birds flew 

all around. The air felt gentle, like it was wrapping itself on 
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us, caressing our being. It felt magical, but we knew that 

this was the way the world was supposed to feel. 

Ben made a motion for us to stop. He turned and 

faced the group. We all focused on him because we knew 

what he would say was of dire importance. 

“You need to walk in that direction,” Ben said. 

He pointed to the east. We could see that the sun 

was setting in the opposite direction and that the shadows 

from the crops were dancing on the ground.  

“You will use the stars to guide you. There will be 

one brighter than all the rest, follow it. Sleep during the day 

and travel at night,” Ben said. 

“But aren’t you coming with us, Ben?” Kyran 

asked. 

“No. I will meet you when you find the rest. It will 

be a long while and you do not need the burden of keeping 

me safe on a journey that is meant for you,” Ben said. 
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“What was the point of finding you now, rather than 

just meeting you when we leave?” I asked. 

“The point was to first take a journey so that your 

group can grow stronger. The second point is so that you 

can understand us more by meeting us in a habitat,” Ben 

said.  

Ben looked at us and we could tell that he was 

being sincere. It would have been a large burden to care for 

an extra member of the group, especially a child and a 

stranger. We were fine with leaving him. All the other 

people who had told us important information or that have 

given us meaningful tasks had not led us astray. For that, 

we trusted Ben. 

“Okay Ben, that will make our journey easier,” 

Amelia replied. 

“Besides not being a burden, once we all are visited 

by your group, we will have to make sure that our jobs are 
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taken care of when we leave. We will have to activate the 

next in the line of our field. I will be taking care of that 

while you find the other children. Good luck,” Ben said. 
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Chapter 10: The School 

We left immediately after Ben said his goodbyes. 

We headed east as the sun set behind us. We watched as the 

sky grew dark and the stars rose above us. They all looked 

the same, none brighter than the others. We thought we 

would surely be lost. 

“Where is that damn star?” Kyran asked. 

“Maybe it has to be a little darker. Let’s continue 

heading east. So far we haven’t lost the direction,” Amelia 

said. 

The sky did grow darker. All the stars grew 

brighter. One star that was directly in front of us began to 

shutter. It looked like a light, struggling to turn itself on. 

We thought that we would surely witness it shoot from the 

sky. Moments passed and the star turned on. A flash shot 

out across the universe and hit us in the eyes. This was the 

star we were to follow. The star knew its purpose.  
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We walked the small dirt road for miles. There were 

no automobile tread tracks and that felt odd. Small treads 

from bicycles instead filled their place. The fields 

continued to surround us. They brushed against the wind 

and sung a small whistle. The air felt moist and smelt of 

wheat. It grabbed our hair as it passed by. 

In our world the air felt aggressive. It would come 

barreling out from the heavens and would smack us in the 

face. Our noses would run and a chill would run down our 

spines. The air felt so different here, like it was an 

extension of ourselves. It would take some getting used to, 

especially now that we knew that it was different, Ben 

confirmed it. We walked with the earth as it spun it daily 

spin.  

The dirt road turned to dirt trail and it narrowed as 

the night went on. The fields had turned to short trees and 

shrubs. Moonlight splashed itself on flowers, lending to a 

magical feeling. Fireflies flew past the trees, adding a 
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yellow tint to the cool night air. The trail curved and 

zagged along dips and valleys. We walked up and would 

walk down, the elevation made it hard to see our star. We 

took a sharp curve around a bend and the left side of the 

trail opened itself up to a small stream. 

The stream gently smacked the rocks it flowed 

through. The sound it made was relaxing. We could hear 

the animals of the night making their natural music. The 

peaceful environment was making us sleepy, but we knew 

we couldn’t stop until daybreak. The star was directly 

above us now, but we could still tell the correct direction. 

We stopped by a stream to take a drink of water. 

This was possible now that the world was free of pollution. 

It was amazing that back in 2015 that we couldn’t even 

drink water out of its natural source. That the water had to 

be filtered back to its natural state. It seemed to be 

counterintuitive to develop a society in that manner. Instead 
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of just obtaining water individually from the source, it was 

served to the masses from a water treatment facility.  

The treatment plant would produce further pollution 

and it created a cycle of never ending ruin. There were too 

many people on the earth for it to sustain itself with water 

from the source. The increase in population also had to do 

with factories and the leisure time they created. Ben had 

showed me the light, so much was making sense now about 

the collapse of the world. IF only we had seen it sooner, 

could we have changed it? 

I looked at my group as they drank from the stream. 

That appeared to me as animal like. Not that they had taken 

the shape of animals, just that they no longer seemed to be 

the major threat to mother nature that humans of the past 

once were. I watched Octavia move her wonderful body 

through the water. 
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I had been too preoccupied lately to notice her 

beauty, let alone the fact that we were no together. I 

envisioned us saving the world together and it gave me 

goosebumps. She was everything I ever dreamed of, this 

world was too. I started to think that maybe the end of the 

world was the best thing that could ever happen to me.  

Kyran splashed Amelia with the cold water. She 

shivered and then splashed back.  

“I’ll get you for that Kyran,” Amelia said. 

She splashed him in the face, he made an 

exaggerated shiver and flailed his arms in the air loosely. 

“Not if I get you first,” Kyran replied. 

They laugh and giggled like innocent children. They 

were more in love than when we first met them, I could tell. 

Maybe their journey had sent them to a place to redeem 

their love. I had to ask. 
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“Say, Kyran, how was your guys’ journey?” I 

asked. 

Kyran was getting ready to splash Amelia with a 

large amount of water. He paused when I asked him the 

question, his hands still cupped under the shallow stream. 

“We stayed in a place of paradise, it was amazing,” 

Kyran replied. 

“So it seems like the entire purpose was for us to 

build new relationships. In your case, build your current 

one,” I said. 

“So what happened with Eleanor and Malachi?” 

Octavia asked. 

“I don’t know honey, maybe something went 

wrong,” I said. 

“God, I love when you call me that. They did seem 

pretty off though, maybe that’s why they left?” Octavia 

said. 
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She looked at me with passionate eyes. Being back 

with the group made it hard for us to hold each other like 

we did when we were alone. I almost longed to be alone 

again, doing our own journey. I still held her hand or 

touched her at all times, but now we were larger than just 

two.  

“Maybe they had to try again,” I said. 

“That makes a lot of sense,” Kyran replied. 

Octavia again looked pale in her face. I could tell 

she was not feeling well. She tried to take a drink of water 

to soothe herself, but that proved to only make her sickness 

come faster. 

“Oh god, Octavia, are you all right?” I asked. 

Before she could answer, she threw up on the shore 

of the stream. The others made a queasy face and looked 

away. Octavia brought her head back up and wiped the 

vomit off of her mouth. 
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“I feel so much better now. I don’t know what’s 

gotten in to me. I feel sick, throw up, and then immediately 

feel better afterwards,” Octavia said.  

“Sounds like what’s gotten into you is a baby,” 

Amelia said. 

Octavia looked at Amelia. She held her stomach 

like that thought alone had made her sick. 

“Surely, that’s not the case, Amelia. How could I be 

pregnant?” Octavia asked. 

“Well, sex obviously,” Amelia replied. 

“You’re such a smartass,” Octavia said. 

Octavia looked at me and seemed both worried and 

happy. If she were pregnant she was going to have my 

child. Together we produced life, there was nothing more 

beautiful than that. Just thinking about doing that with her 

made me love her that much more. The butterflies came 

back and I am sure that she felt them too. We stared into 
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each other’s souls and got lost for a while. It was an 

extraordinary way for us to connect, to stop time and hold 

onto each other. We could tell the other all our secrets and 

we spoke no words. No time passed, but in each other’s 

eyes, we spent an entirety.  

When we finally let go Amelia and Kyran were 

looking at us in awe. They must of knew what we had just 

did and I suppose it looked as wonderful as it felt. The 

moon still shined on the stream, making ripples with its 

light. Flowers grew in the spot Octavia had lost herself. 

They were every color of the rainbow. They seemed to be 

watching us. The moon created a spotlight just for them. In 

the night full of colorlessness, the flowers were vibrant. 

The stream sounded like drips each time a part of it would 

venture up a rock. This spot was magical and we didn’t 

want to leave. 

We didn’t have to leave so we decided to sleep in 

this spot for the rest of the day. When we would wake we 
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could figure out a meal and clean ourselves in the water. I 

held Octavia close in my arms as I faced her. I wanted to 

make love to her, but I didn’t think that would be fair to 

make Amelia and Kyran hear us. They also fell asleep 

holding each other tight, facing away from each other. I 

wondered if that meant something psychologically. Maybe 

they had a different form of relationship than that of 

Octavia and I. Before I could wonder long, I fell asleep. 

Octavia’s head rested gently on my chest. 

We woke up and the sun was beating down on us 

from the west. I still held Octavia in my arms. When I 

moved she awoke. The stream was calmer today. The 

flowers that sprouted during the early morning hours had 

gone. Octavia’s eyes glowed as they met mine. I spent 

some time in them. 

“Benji, I can’t wait to have our child,” Octavia’s 

eyes said to me. 
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“My dear, I can’t wait to spend the rest of my life 

with you,” Mine told hers. 

Kyran and Amelia were standing over us, we hadn’t 

noticed. 

“You guys are weird,” Kyran said. 

“I think it’s cute,” Amelia replied. 

We looked up at them still holding each other. They 

seemed happier today. They were probably able to do what 

I longed to again do with Octavia. We could have done 

things out in the woods, but it wasn’t something we were 

ready to try.  

“It seems like is sometime in the late afternoon, we 

can’t leave until the sun sets. What should we fill our time 

with?” I asked the group. 

Kyran looked at me. He seemed to be in deep 

thought.  
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“We could find food and then possibly sit around 

and chat?” Kyran asked. 

“That sounds good. Where will we find food?” I 

asked. 

Octavia was still laying on the ground, her big blue 

eyes watching the conversation. 

“Before we left, Ben gave this to me. He slipped it 

nonchalantly in my hand and said we would find it useful,” 

Octavia said. 

She pulled a small pen shaped item out of her 

pocket. It glowed blue and looked fascinating. It was round 

and ended in a smaller round extension which then ended in 

a small ball as the tip.  

“What the hell is that?” I asked. 

“There’s a button on it. Should we press it and find 

out?” Octavia asked. 
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“Well, obviously,” I said. 

She pushed the button and a voice came out of the 

machine.  

“Select a meal,” it said.  

There were no options to choose from. It seemed we 

would have to remember what was possible or order what 

we had already ordered. But then the thought appeared to 

me that we could order anything we wanted, right? 

“I’ll take a Whopper with cheese, a small coke, and 

a large fry,” I said to the machine. 

“Fucking genius,” Kyran said as he gave me a high 

five. 

The machine made a beeping noise and then a blue 

ray shot out from its small ball point. Nothing came. The 

ray shattered in the air and created a blue dust. It was 

probably the most disappointing moment of this whole 

journey.  
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“Damn,” Kyran said. 

Octavia and Amelia both looked visually upset as 

well. It seemed that the future world had no concept of fast 

food and therefore would have been unable to input the 

required biological makeup of the Whopper sandwich into 

the machine. It wasn’t magical after all, just a mechanical 

extension of the human intellect.  

“I guess I’ll take a steak, medium-rare, and a baked 

potato,” Octavia said into the machine she was holding. 

The machine once again made a beeping noise, the 

blue ray shot out in the air. The blue dust turned into 

Octavia’s exact order. It levitated in the air gently before it 

made its way softly to the ground. Octavia retrieved her 

plate of nutrition and handed the machine off to me. 

I ordered the same thing. Octavia and I were so 

similar that even our tastes aligned. 
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Kyran ordered fish and chips. Amelia ordered some 

weird vegetarian meal. We all sit around in a circle and 

began to eat. The food tasted amazing. It might have been 

just a little better because we knew that no animals were 

killed to make it. This made me question Amelia’s choice 

to remain a vegetarian. The thought soon slipped from my 

mind as we got further into conversation. 

“Sometimes, I miss being in our time,” Kyran said. 

“Yea, I agree. Things might have been shit, but at 

least shit was normal,” I said. 

“I miss being able to get in the car and just drive,” 

Octavia said. 

“I miss the spontaneity of our time. There seemed to 

be no purpose, but it all made sense,” Amelia said. 

The time we left was all we had previously known. 

Even with all of its flaws it was ours. There were things 

that we would change, but it always felt like if we tried 
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hard enough, eventually those things would change. That 

was obviously a very wrong thought to have.  

“I remember how even though it seemed like the 

world was chaos, when I didn’t watch the news or think too 

deeply about societal issues, life was kind of okay,” Kyran 

said. 

“I mean, the United States government was quickly 

becoming a shitshow, though, and it was becoming harder 

to escape it,” I replied. 

“I remember logging in to Facebook and reading the 

comments. After I finished, I would want to punch a wall, 

or better yet, someone’s face,” Octavia said. 

We were beginning to get on a topic that would give 

us a very good reason to appreciate the new world that we 

found ourselves in. 

“Politics were like watching a train approaching 

another and having no control but to watch them both 
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implode on themselves. I couldn’t believe some of the 

bullshit that people in power would say. Worse than that 

though, I couldn’t believe how many people bought the 

bullshit. I hope this new world is better in all it governs 

itself,” I said. 

“Me too. I hope that people can debate using actual 

facts. I hope that people can see the other side of all issues. 

If we could have only done that in our time, that might 

have been all we needed to save the world,” Octavia 

replied. 

“But what if people are inclined to be nasty. What if 

human nature is selfish, where an individual is only capable 

of progressing their own self-interest, at whatever costs to 

the common good?” I asked. 

“But what if it wasn’t?” Octavia replied. 

“Then I would have no logical explanation for all 

the bad people do in the world,” I said. 
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“What if they were just confused?” Octavia replied. 

“How so?” I replied. 

“What if human nature was to be compassionate? 

What if our nature was to work as a group to accomplish 

the best for the common good? What if, because of the 

ancientness of our timeline and the impossibility of 

completely redefining the structure of society, we were just 

stuck in believing that all we did had to fall somewhere 

close to the framework of capitalism?” Octavia asked. 

“So, what you’re saying is that human nature only 

seems to be inherently bad because humans were afraid of a 

complete change of the framework that has, throughout 

history, made up their entire being?” I asked. 

“Pretty much,” Octavia replied. 

The conversation had got pretty intense in the sense 

that it was extremely passionate. We paused for a minute to 

see if Kyran and Amelia were paying attention. They had 
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fallen asleep. The sudden halt of noise coming from our 

mouths must have woke them. 

“Holy fuck, when you said chat, I thought you 

meant we would have fun,” Kyran said. 

“That was fun,” I replied. 

“If you’re a fucking boring ass loser,” Kyran said. 

“Whatever,” I replied. 

“I’m just pulling your leg. That was all interesting, 

you guys just got pretty deep with it,” Kyran responded. 

“If we don’t think deeply, we will be forever stuck 

as seeing all the solutions to all the human complexities as 

being simple. That’s probably why the world ended,” I 

said. 

Kyran was fighting with his eyelids to stay open. 

When I finished speaking he quickly jolted back to life. 
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“Sorry, jeez guys, and this is just your casual 

conversation? I couldn’t imagine how boring you get when 

you professionally discuss these topics,” Kyran said. 

The sun had made its way towards the horizon. It 

poked its head on the other side of the world. I wondered 

what it was like in other places on earth, but knew that I 

probably shouldn’t worry about that with the journey that 

lay before us. I looked towards the path that we would soon 

be traveling down. 

The stream continued its gentle flow around the 

rock bed. Crickets began to their nightly number. Fireflies 

appeared from nowhere and began to light the sky with a 

soft yellow. If we were quiet enough we could see how all 

the parts of nature served one another. The crickets 

signaled the fall of night, the fireflies lightly lit the stage for 

the crickets to perform. The birds of the night sat perched 

upon the branches to watch the show. The show served as a 

lullaby for their slumber that would soon come. The air that 
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brushed through the crickets legs to create the sound of 

chirping exhausted itself into the atmosphere. When that 

single molecule of air reached the end of the atmosphere it 

joined the particles of space to complete a dance. The earth 

air and space would dance all the way to our star. That star 

showed us the way. It was time to leave.  

We walked along the narrow dirt path as it 

continued to follow the stream. The moon within the 

darkness highlighted the features of the forest. We 

wondered who had formed the path, as it wasn’t a natural 

occurrence. We also remembered what Malachi had said 

about the man behind the window and the voice in the sky 

telling us that we were in a simulation.  

It all felt so real, as had all the other simulations, 

but we wondered why we couldn’t venture into the real 

world. Why were the children stored in the simulation? 

Was anything real? This question continued to weigh 

heavily on us when it occasionally seeped its way through 
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our minds. This new journey with less exciting experiences 

lent itself to allowing us to think. Thinking could 

sometimes be bad. 

“If a rock was looked real, in its molecular make up, 

its physical appearance, and everything about the rock was 

rock like, would it be a rock or a rock like object?” I asked 

Octavia. 

“Ah shit, here they go again,” said Kyran. 

“The food from the instameal is not actually the real 

object, so then, would that also only be food like?” Octavia 

replied. 

“What is the difference between the food and the 

food like object? The only one I can think of is its origin. 

Beef came from a cow, the beef from the Instameal was 

identically copied from the beef of the cow, so technically 

have the same origin,” I said. 
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“Except the beef came from the cow and the 

Instameal beef came from the instameal,” Octavia replied.  

“So, then not the same origin?” I asked. 

“I would say no,” Octavia replied. 

“Are you guys talking about beef or are actually 

trying to make some kind of larger point?” Kyran asked. 

“Can’t you see it?” I asked Kyran. 

“I can’t see a damn thing you’re talking about 

Benji,” Kyran said. 

“Well, it’s like this: If everything in the simulation 

is exactly like the objects it represents from the real world, 

what makes the simulation not the real world? How do we 

know that the real world is not also a simulation?” I asked. 

Kyran put both of his hands by his head and pursed 

his lips up and blew. He made a whooshing sound as he 

slowly moved his hands away from his head. 
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“Mind blown,” Kyran said.  

“That sounds like the Matrix,” Amelia said. 

“It’s exactly like the Matrix,” I said. 

“Well, it makes sense, but if it were true, then it is 

terrifying. How would we ever know what was real and 

what wasn’t?” Amelia asked. 

“We wouldn’t,” I replied. 

Kyran looked at us and smirked. 

“So, you’ve made exactly no fucking point, Benji,” 

he said. 

“No, I have made a point. In the future, simulations 

are real. I could imagine any sort of world I wanted and I 

could physically visit the place. I could stay there forever. 

Food is created from nothing as is all material items. I 

could build a house out here with absolutely zero effort and 

zero materials,” I said. 
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“It would be the perfect way to test different 

societal models,” Octavia said. 

“I wonder if you can create humans from nothing?” 

I asked. 

“That would be insane,” Octavia replied. 

“I wonder if the children were created like that?” I 

asked. 

“Terrifying,” She replied. 

We continued to walk the path. The stream had long 

ago ventured its separate way, running back into the forest 

to be with the other creatures that dwelled in it. The moon 

had disappeared and we carefully went forward with very 

little visibility. The trail emerged from the forest and 

widened. A small white picket fence lined the road. I 

remembered that borders where not a concept in the future 

so I figured it served an aesthetical purpose. It rolled with 

the land and curved when it did. It danced within the beauty 
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of nature, not against it. In the distance we could see a 

small building. 

It was hard to make anything about it out except 

that it was a building. It seemed brown in color, but we 

were not positive. We had hoped it was the school. If that 

were in fact true, we knew it would be better if we waited 

to visit until the afternoon. The sun was again readying 

itself to rise and we were tired. The crisp morning air had 

grown cool and moist. We figured it would serve us better 

to sleep bundled as four rather than two pairs of two. We 

laid with me wrapped facing Octavia, with her back to 

Amelia. Amelia laid with Kyran wrapped up from her 

backside. We still had unspent energy when we laid down 

so we began to chat. 

“I love your hair, Octavia, can I touch it?” Amelia 

asked. 

“Sure,” Octavia replied. 
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Octavia laid there and stared me in my eyes. She 

shared so much with me. She said she was excited, but also 

uncertain. I told her to go with the flow. I watched as 

Amelia’s hands slowly creeped from Octavia’s hair and 

firmly gripped her breast. Octavia’s eyes widened as she 

still stared in to mine. Amelia made it clear that she had not 

made an mistake as she slowly began to massage Octavia’s 

breast. Octavia began to sweat from her forehead. She 

became visually more excited when Amelia slipped her free 

hand down Octavia’s pants. 

I watched in Octavia’s pants as Amelia’s hand 

formed rocking movements in their texture. Octavia began 

to grind back into to Amelia. Small moans were exhaled 

from her sweet mouth. I watched with joy when suddenly, 

Amelia removed her hand and placed it on me. She still 

rubbed Octavia’s breast as she stroked me. I saw another 

hand be placed under Amelia’s onto Octavia. It was 

masculine. It was Kyran. I watched as the both caressed my 
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new lover. Amelia slid over Octavia and now faced her. 

Kyran was grinding at her back. Amelia grinded on me. 

Amelia and Octavia began to make out as clothes 

were slowly removed. First it was their shirts and they were 

nipple to nipple and tongue to tongue. Then they removed 

each other’s pants. I now had Amelia’s bare ass grinding up 

against me and Kyran had Octavia’s. Kyran and I both also 

removed our clothes. I could feel the sweat of Amelia’s ass 

on me. Her gorgeous crack gripped me as she slid up and 

down. I felt a hand touch me and it wasn’t Amelia or 

Octavia because I could see that theirs were busy. 

I noticed that it didn’t feel soft. It felt rough as it 

began to stroke me. It was Kyran. I felt very 

uncomfortable. I didn’t like men. But in the heat of the 

moment I let whatever happen, happen. I knew Octavia 

didn’t like women, but at the moment she had her hand full 

of Amelia’s pussy, why should I act any different? Because 

I was a man? Fuck that, this was a new world. 
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Kyran moved himself over Amelia and Octavia and 

behind me. It made me nervous. I couldn’t tell if I was also 

excited because I had Amelia’s ass on me, or if because 

what was about to happen was so far removed from who I 

was that it felt like the most extreme of adventure. Amelia 

flipped herself and was now facing me. She put me in her 

mouth. Octavia pleasured Amelia with her mouth. All the 

sudden I felt an intense pain behind me. I wanted to 

scream, but then it felt good. Kyran had begun to penetrate 

my ass. 

It was extremely weird but at the same time 

amazing. The four of us were now becoming one. We did 

everything. Sucked each other, licked each other. I could 

tell I wasn’t attracted at all to Kyran, like I said, I didn’t 

like men. But using his tool didn’t mean I had to like men. I 

watched as he penetrated Octavia, it was different than 

when we did it. It was rough. There was no sensualness to 

it. I penetrated Amelia as she kissed Octavia. We created 
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quite a mess and we did it way more than once. Everyone 

had a chance with everyone, but we were never separate. 

We were finished when we all became exhausted. I fell 

asleep inside Octavia and she was still holding onto 

Amelia. Kyran fell asleep inside Amelia.  

We woke up in the afternoon and all smiled at each 

other. Now that we had initiated the first time, this could 

now take place forever. We were not one couple, but still 

two. But when we felt like adding more to our sexual 

pleasure we knew that we knew two people that could be 

that extra something. We all stared at each other’s bodies 

one last time before getting dressed, impatiently planning 

the next time we would become one like this. 

Human sexuality was different than that of most 

other procreating beings. We did it for pleasure mostly. 

Why then, should we not explore other avenues of 

pleasure? Why had it been for so long that sex was a 

monogamous act that was only discussed in private? If sex 
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were to be discussed more openly then I think that more 

people would finally realize what it meant to be truly 

satisfied. The four of us now knew what it was like, when 

we opened ourselves to new ideas. 

We headed towards the school. It was close now 

and we didn’t have to walk far. We heard no children 

playing and the building appeared empty. We walked to the 

edge of the walls because we didn’t see any doors. Nothing 

happened. We stared for a little longer. 

“Open!” Kyran shouted. 

“I don’t think it works like that,” Octavia said.  

I pushed on the wall thinking that maybe this was 

some sort of manual wall. A short young girl with flowing 

brown hair appeared next to us. She was young, about 3 or 

4. She wore a form fitting suit like we had seen in the city, 

only hers had colorful flower patterns on it. Her smooth 
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brown skin pressed gently against the yellow of her suit. 

She looked like a ray of sunshine. 

“Umm, what are you guys doing?” She asked. 

“Just trying to get in this school,” Kyran responded. 

“Through a wall?” The girl asked. 

Kyran looked at the wall and then looked at the girl. 

He removed his hands from it.  

“Well how else to suppose we get in?” Kyran asked.  

 

“If it were me, I’d use the door over here in on the 

side,” she responded. 

We all looked at each other and had a nice laugh. 

We followed the girl through the door and entered a small 

room. The room was one large screen and had notes written 

all over it. It seemed like they were lessons and that the girl 
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was the student. She sat in a small wooden chair and looked 

up at us. 

“Are you here to take me back in time?” She asked. 

“Yes, that is why we have come to you,” Octavia 

said.  

“Oh joy, the girl said. I’ve learnt so much about it. I 

am to be the leader of the past. I will joy the people of 1745 

how to get along with each other,” she said. 

She looked like a perfect leader; strong, fierce, 

innocent. Her voice made me want to follow, her innocence 

made me trust her, and her strength made me respect her. If 

anyone could persuade the people of the past, it would be 

her.  

“What is your name?” Amelia asked. 

“My name is Joanna. Nice to finally meet you 

Amelia,” she responded. 
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“Likewise. How long have you been here?” Amelia 

asked. 

“Since I was birthed,” Joanna responded. 

“You’ve been all alone here?” Octavia asked. 

“Yes Octavia, I have never met another human until 

just minutes ago. You are truly wonderful creatures,” 

Joanna responded. 

“Are you not also a human?” Octavia asked. 

“Yes, I am human. All I’ve ever known is myself. It 

feels alien to speak to another,” Joanna responded. 

“What have you been doing here this whole time?” 

Kyran asked. 

“I’ve been learning the social structures of the past 

as well as the ones of the future. I have spent my time 

understanding the corrections future society has made to 

the failed structure of the past,” Joanna responded. 
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When she said that I thought about how the social 

structure of the past was always made up of hierarchies. 

One small group at the top and like a pyramid, the triangle 

got larger towards the bottom. It sufficed for the entire 

human existence, but I always thought there had to be a 

better way than for the majority to serve Kings and Queens. 

Democracy was supposedly a step away from serving 

royalty, but all one had to do was thing about it deeply for 

only a minor amount of time to see that we still served 

those who were supposed to serve us.  

“Tell us what you have learned,” I said. 

“I will,” she said, “just give me a moment.” 

She looked at each of us and seemed to be reading 

our body language. 

“Now, I know that I am only 4 years old, but my 

mind is more mature than any you have ever encountered. I 
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say this only as a warning to not feel shame when I discuss 

what I next will discuss,” Joanna said. 

“We understand. We just met Ben a few days ago 

and we could tell how mature he was. Go ahead with 

whatever you want to discuss,” I said. 

“I watched you guys this morning,” Joanna said. 

“You watched us what?” I asked, knowing exactly 

what she was talking about. 

“I watched your group grow a stronger bond. I 

watched as you, Octavia and you, Amelia felt each other’s 

souls with passion. I watched as you, Benji and you, Kyran, 

completely left your comfort areas and felt each other’s 

souls. I watched as all four of you became as close as you 

could possibly become,” She said. 

“So, you saw all of that?” I asked. 

“Not only did I see all of that, I made it happen,” 

Joanna said. 
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“Why would you do such a thing?” I asked. 

“If it wouldn’t have happened now, the desire and 

the thought would remain subconsciously in all of your 

minds forever. I could see that you all thoroughly enjoyed 

it,” Joanna replied. 

“I guess that is true,” I said. 

“One major problem with society is that it is so 

harsh on human sexuality. They all claim that they want to 

form strong human bonds. What do they think the purpose 

of sex is for? Some think to procreate, which only happens 

a few times in a human’s life. Why, then, do humans have 

so much sex? Why use condoms if the pleasure is not the 

strongest desirable point of sex. Pleasure can create bonds, 

as you have seen,” Joanna said. 

It did seem kind of weird to hear sexual talk coming 

from a 4-year-old. But, she was only 4 in her height and her 

stature. Her words were mature, she understood everything 
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she was saying. When I thought of it like that it made it less 

weird to continue having this conversation. 

“Let me ask a few questions,” Joanna said. 

“Go ahead,” I replied. 

“Amelia, did you enjoy the touch of Octavia? Did 

you enjoy feeling all her body on yours? Did her kiss make 

you feel connected to her?” Joanna asked 

“Yes, it felt euphoric,” Amelia replied. 

“And Octavia, did you enjoy the sensation of 

feeling another woman’s body on yours? The softness of 

each part of her flesh? The rushing sensation that ran up 

your veins into the pleasure centers of your brain with each 

movement of your hand on her skin?” Joanna asked. 

“Oh my god, just thinking of it is giving me 

goosebumps. Yes, very much so,” Octavia replied. 
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“Are you two in love? Do you look at each other 

and have butterflies in your stomach, or do you look at each 

other and only think of the strong bond that a sexual 

friendship brings?” Joanna asked. 

“I don’t feel anything emotionally for Octavia,” 

Amelia replied. 

“Me either,” Octavia replied. 

“Exactly. Now Benji, do you feel like you are 

attracted to men?” Joanna asked. 

“Not in the least bit,” I replied. 

“But you did enjoy having Kyran inside you, no?” 

Joanna asked. 

“Yes, but thinking about being physical with any 

other part of his body makes me want to vomit,” I said. 

“I feel the same way. I’ve never even once thought 

about being with a man. I don’t feel even remotely attracted 
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to Benji, but yet I feel close to him because of what we 

shared this morning,” Kyran said. 

“So, all of you are zero amount homosexual, yet 

you all enjoy touching the same sex as yourselves?” Joanna 

asked. 

“Yes, I’ve never felt so much pleasure,” I replied. 

“You see, future society has made sex as open as 

possible. All consenting individuals have sex often and 

with all other people who consent. It is done in public, 

there are special places, sort of like restrooms, where 

people can go and relieve that sexual tension,” Joanna 

responded.  

“That makes sense. Even though I’ve never had sex 

with the opposite gender, now that I have, I see nothing 

homosexual about doing so,” Amelia said. 

“Homosexuality does not exist. Heterosexuality 

does not exist either. It is a spectrum. Some enjoy more 
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homosexual acts than hetero and vice versa. The reason it 

was categorized in decisive ways in the past was because 

people didn’t know how to explain the fact that sexuality 

was fluid. This is but one way future society has figured out 

the true meaning of being human,” Joanna said. 

We all felt relieved that what we did was natural 

here in the future. If we were to do that in the past, we 

would be considered odd. Kyran and I would be considered 

gay, but Amelia and Octavia would see very little 

categorization. The future seemed to be allowing humans 

the most freedom possible. It was amazing to witness 

centuries of growth in a matter of months. 

We watched Joanna as she seemed to become more 

and more satisfied with our understanding on the social 

structure of the future. It was amazing how much she knew 

and how she was the savior of all of our failed attempts at 

organizing humanity.  
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“Do you guys know of communism?” Joanna asked. 

“Yes, of course,” I replied. 

“Well, societies in the past had tried it, but had 

failed because of the human greed behind the leaders of 

communism,” Joanna said.  

“Dictators?” I asked. 

“Yes, dictators. The most basic description of 

communism is that everyone is equal. We all put in the 

same and get the same. Some could put in more, but there 

is no reward for doing such. Some could put in less, but 

they will suffer consequences. Those consequences are as 

simple as taking equal to their effort, which is obviously 

less,” Joanna said. 

“Communism actually works?” Octavia asked. 

“It not only works, it is the only way that humans 

can thrive,” Joanna responded. 
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Communism was a bad word in the past. There had 

been so many attempts at it but with so much failure. 

Capitalism was the structure that most trusted, even as it 

propelled a small few into the top tier and left so many 

others hanging in poverty at the bottom tier. The way the 

people at the top talked about the reason people were stuck 

at the bottom, made it seem like it was their fault. This 

created a society that had little contempt for those born into 

poverty and who thus continued the cycle of it, by no doing 

of their own.  

“What makes it so different than the failed 

attempts?” Kyran asked. 

“The difference is that there is no way to gain more 

than any other person. If someone were to gain more they 

would not be well received. The attempts in the past 

required leaders, which led to power hungry individuals. 

Our communism is cyclical. If you haven’t noticed, once 
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things begin a cycle they are often hard to break,” Joanna 

said.  

“That makes a lot of sense,” I said. 

“How will you make the people of 1745 trust that 

you have the key to a better future for humankind?” 

Octavia asked. 

“I will show them, as I have shown you about sex. I 

will force them to build society in a communist structure. 

Then I will give them back their freewill. Once they have 

seen that communism is the only way, they will continue 

building society within that framework,” Joanna said. 

“Wow, that is amazing,” Amelia said.  

“The sun is setting. I think we should all go gather 

around the fire outside and further discuss society,” Joanna 

said. 

“I agree,” I replied. 
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“Kyran, remember, use the door not the wall,” 

Joanna said. 

Kyran gave her a look and proceeded to the door. 

We got outside and looked up at the sky. The sun had 

kissed the clouds and made them blush. Their greyness 

highlighted their texture. The blue sky provided a 

backdrop. The trees brushed against the wind. We found a 

spot on the ground and sat around the fire, ready to 

continue the discussion led by Joanna. 

“You have told us that all people put in equal 

contributions to society and receive equal contributions, but 

what about people who cannot input anything. The people 

who are handicapped?” I asked. 

“There are no handicapped. We have mastered the 

field of genetics to the point that there is not a single human 

born defective,” Joanna responded. 
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“What about if people get injured during their life?” 

I asked. 

“People don’t get injured,” she responded. 

“Is there death?” I asked. 

Immortality was an interesting concept in the past. 

The ability to live forever and never have to suffer through 

the pain of losing someone you love.  

“No. There is no death,” Joanna responded. 

“Wow, immortality. That is so hard to imagine,” 

Octavia replied. 

“Yes, humans cannot die and cannot be injured,” 

Joanna responded. 

“But, what if someone grows tired of living,” I 

asked. 
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“People will not grow tired of living. There is 

nothing else but living, why should they ever grow tired of 

that?” Joanna asked. 

“I’m not sure. What about over population? Surely 

if no one dies, that is bound to happen,” I asked. 

“We have figured that the perfect number of people 

to inhabit earth is 100,000. We are currently at only 30,000 

and we are all located close to each other,” Joanna 

responded. 

“What about leisure?” I asked. 

“That is taken care of through simulations. People 

only work when they feel like it. When they feel like being 

adventurous they just go into a simulation and can be 

anything and anywhere they want,” Joanna responded. 

“How do you control for population? How to you 

ensure that there are not over 100,000 people populating 

the earth?” I asked. 
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“We simply will not allow it. People are all in this 

together. If anyone doubts the design we currently we have, 

we simply allow them to show us alternatives and then 

show them through simulation, how it would not work,” 

Joanna said. 

“It seems like this is a place that has it all figured 

out,” I said. 

“It is. There is no more growth for humankind. We 

are at its peak,” She said. 

“What about space travel? Spreading the population 

over the rest of earth?” I asked. 

“We already can travel beyond the cosmos. We 

know the meaning of existence. We do not desire to spread 

ourselves over the entire space of the earth. It would be 

pointless to do so,” Joanna said. 

“What is the meaning of existence?” I asked. 

“There is none,” she responded. 
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“You’re joking, right?” Kyran asked. 

“No. We have traveled beyond the cosmos. When 

we reached the end it began again. So, we traveled to the 

end of that. We know that we are the makeup of a thing 

larger than ourselves. You know the living organisms 

inside of your own body?” She asked. 

“Well, of course,” I responded. 

“We are that, but in a much larger scale. We make 

up another being who makes up another being and so on. It 

is pointless to continue to travel into the other being’s 

realm of existence because we would never stop repeating 

ourselves. There is no end. Therefore, there is no point to 

life. We exist so that the being we make up can exist and he 

exists so that the being he makes up can exist. We tried to 

understand what it meant, but it means nothing when there 

is no sense to be made of it,” Joanna said.  

“You guys seriously discovered that?” I asked. 
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“Yes. We were as spell bounded by the discovery as 

you could imagine. But once we also discovered the 

repetitiveness of it all, it lost its magic,” Joanna said. 

“Now that you’ve told us the meaninglessness of 

life, is there anything else we should know?” I asked. 

“The last thing I want to tell you, especially after 

that, is that just because the broader meaning of life is void, 

does not mean that there is no value to life. Life is 

meaningful. The earth is a wonderful place. It does not 

matter that there is no reasoning for its existence, but it 

does matter that it exists,” Joanna said. 

“Wow, thank you Joanna. I guess we will be seeing 

you soon before we leave?” I asked. 

“Yes, me and the others will be awaiting your 

successful completion of the mission. I wish you all well,” 

Joanna said. 
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She got up from the fire and went inside. She had 

told us the answers to every question we ever had, in the 

past and in the future. We were filled with information and 

most of all, wonder. We decided to get together as a group 

to figure out the next step in our journey. 

It was night time and we were supposed to use the 

star to get to the school. We were never told how to 

continue on from here. We needed to know how to get to 

the hospital. The infant awaited us. It was the last child that 

we knew the location of. 

“There are two paths. Which one should we take?” 

Amelia asked. 

“I don’t think we should split up, so we have to 

choose one,” Octavia said. 

“I agree. Let’s decide on one together and go that 

way,” I said. 
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The two paths looked almost identical. One 

continued past the school. It was an extension of the one 

that we had taken here. The other path was back a little on 

that trail. It cut off and headed to the south. We would have 

to make a blind choice and hope that it was right. 

“We should go on the trail that heads south,” I said. 

“Why?” Kyran asked. 

“I like the way the curve looks,” I replied. 

“Well if that ain’t a great reason, then I don’t know 

what is,” Kyran said. 

“What do you think, then, Kyran?” I asked. 

“Let’s just go with that. You’re reasoning sucks, but 

at least you’ve made a choice,” Kyran said. 

With that dumb reasoning we had chosen to go 

south. I hoped that it was correct. We needed to start our 

journey in the morning so that we can walk during the light. 
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“What should we do now? I’m definitely not tired,” 

Octavia said. 

“We can have a little fun and then go to sleep,” 

Kyran suggested. 

“Let’s do that,” I said. 

We, for the second night in a row, became one with 

each other. It lasted longer this time and it was more 

intense. It was a celebration of completing another leg of 

our journey. We fell asleep wrapped in each other, four 

became one. 
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Chapter 11 

Eleanor woke up. She couldn’t see anything. 

Blackness filled in her eyes, it also filled her soul. She felt a 

pain like she had never felt before. She felt dead. It was a 

very likely possibility that she was. She felt around and it 

felt soft. It also felt wet. The smell was that of a rotting 

flesh. In skin was boiling hot, she could feel it welting up. 

She tried to open her eyes but could only see blurs. The 

blurs were red, they were terrifying.  

“Whe-where am I?” she asked. 

No one responded. The sound of her voice echoed. 

Her voice sounded damp and hollow when it came back to 

her ear. She tried to move but found herself stuck in the 

slime. She tried again with more force and she could feel 

the goo give way. She began to move her arms and legs 

back and forth. The more she moved the more she became 

free. She finally was free from it all when she began to fall. 
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The fall lasted for hours, she thought she would die 

whenever she found the earth.  

When she did hit the ground, she barely felt it. She 

gathered herself. Her body had become weak from the long 

fall. As she stood up, she looked around. Everything was 

still blurry. She could see shadows move around her, they 

began to whisper. 

“Whore!” she thought she heard. “You were 

married and gave it all up for nothing,” another said. It felt 

like the wind was trying to touch her. Trying to push her, 

bully her, make her feel the shame that she should surely 

feel. The whispers got louder, the shoving harder. The red 

blurs began to glow brighter. 

“Shut up!” Eleanor screamed.  

The whispers and the shoving came to a stop. The 

room began to spin. She felt dizzy. She fell and lost 

consciousness again. 
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“Wake up,” a voice said. 

It was pushing her forward and backward. 

“Wake up, we have to get going,” the voice said 

again. 

“Fuck off! Leave me alone!” Eleanor shouted. 

“Eleanor, it’s me, Malachi, we have to get moving. 

It’s coming for us,” Malachi said. 

Eleanor woke up and looked around. Everything 

was still a red blur. It was hot and moist. Malachi’s voice 

echoed harshly into her ear. 

“What’s coming for us?” Eleanor asked. 

“I don’t know what it is, but it’s been following me 

for years,” Malachi said. 

“Years?” Eleanor asked. 
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“Yes, years Eleanor, where have you been? We’ve 

been in this hell for years. I thought you were dead. I was 

so surprised when I came upon you,” Malachi said. 

“Are we dead Malachi?” Eleanor asked. 

“I don’t think so. I think the fact that we weren’t 

cooperating with the group was the reason we ended up 

here,” Malachi said. 

“Yea, I guess I was kind of harsh to you and the 

group,” Eleanor said. 

“So we are the weakest parts of the whole. We 

don’t matter, only a pawn in the game. Now we are 

suffering in this hell like world,” Malachi said. 

“I haven’t suffered but only momentarily,” Eleanor 

said. 

“Well I have spent the past 3 years suffering the 

most unimaginable hell,” Malachi said. 
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“What has happened to you, Malachi?” Eleanor 

asked. 

“I have watched as my mother and my father burnt 

to death in the fire when the world ended. I watched as 

Octavia slept with Benji, over and over, my eyes pried open 

by metal tools. Everyday when I became exhausted from 

the emotional pain, my skin was pulled off and melted back 

on so that it could be repeated the next day,” Malachi said. 

“Oh my god, will that happen to me too?” Eleanor 

asked. 

“I have no idea, Eleanor, but I’m not sure we will 

ever make it out of here,” Malachi replied. 

The sounds of a devilish roar was heard behind 

them. The ground shook and pieces of Eleanor’s boiling 

skin began to fall off. They started to run. All of a sudden, 

Eleanor felt a sharp pain go through her chest. She looked 

down and saw a spear covered in blood coming out from 
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her breast. The pain made her gag. A bright white light 

filled in where the blurs had once been. 

Eleanor watched the light turn into a video. She 

watched as Benji and Octavia slowly fell in love in the 

warm desert terrain. She watched as they made very 

passionate love. When it was over, it started again. 

Exhausted emotionally, Eleanor wanted nothing but death. 

Death would not come. Eleanor watched as an 

indistinguishable figure slowly ran a knife under small 

pieces of her skin. It flayed each piece and Eleanor felt pain 

at a growing rate. 

She tried to scream but she had no voice. Eleanor 

stood there and looked to see that she had no skin. She 

could feel the air touch each sensitive fiber of her body. 

There was nothing she could do but sit through the pain. 

Her skin was then slowly melted back on to her bones, 

piece by piece. 
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She woke up the next day and tried to run. She 

couldn’t move. As soon as she opened her eyes a metal 

device pierced her eyelid and the underneath of her eye 

together. They forced her eyes open. She watched a screen 

that displayed her mother. Her mother was sitting in the 

garden pulling weeds from around the flowers.  

The sun shined brightly in the sky. Her mother was 

happy and she smiled as Eleanor watched her. She had 

recently retired and was now set to live her life doing 

anything she wanted. Eleanor watched as in the background 

a large cloud filled the sky. As the smoke came closer, 

houses and trees were disintegrated. The smoke reached her 

mother. 

She watched as her mother’s smile was slowly 

turned to nothing. When it melted off her skin it slowed 

down and repeated it. In her mother’s eyes she could see 

the moment her life left her. In the slower speed, Eleanor 

could see that her skin had disappeared, but her bones, for a 
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moment, remained in their original spot. The video 

eventually stopped. 

Eleanor tried to break free, but couldn’t. Her eyes 

were still stuck open, but she was undergoing no torture. 

She had to figure a way out in that brief moment. Malachi 

had figured it out, surely she could. She put her back up 

against what felt like a wall. With all her force she moved 

her body forward. She felt something give way. She went 

back and did it again. She felt her body fall to the floor. 

She screamed in agony because what she broke free 

from was her own skin. Only small patches remained 

attached. She tried to run. She tripped. She tried again. 

Each step was horrific in its pain, she kept on. She saw a 

small door with a small window attached to it. She wanted 

to go to it, but knew that she would not survive without 

Malachi. 
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Eleanor ran. She couldn’t see or feel anything but 

pain. She tripped over something lying on the ground. She 

turned around and inspected it.  

“Malachi?” She asked. 

A small mumble was heard from the thing. 

“Malachi!” She screamed. 

The thing grabbed her skinless leg. She had become 

numb now and felt a slight sensation when it touched her. It 

pulled itself up. Eleanor could make out the thing as 

Malachi. His face had no skin and his brain was showing 

through his skull. She knew it was Malachi by the way his 

eyes looked. She could barely see them, but they began to 

speak to her. They told her to take him to the door, so she 

led him to it. 

Inside the door was a little man. Malachi 

remembered what he had said before, but if they were not 

already dead, then death could not be worse. Eleanor 
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busted through the window with her arm. The part of her 

arm that was through the window had skin on it, she could 

feel the air as it gently touched it. She grabbed the door 

handle on the other side. 

She was able to open the door. Eleanor and Malachi 

went inside. The little man was sleeping on his desk. They 

looked at each other and appeared normal. They had 

apparently been stuck in a simulation for 3 years suffering 

like they were in hell. They became filled with rage. 

Together they would bring the hell they felt in the 

simulation down upon the little man. 

They wanted no explanation, so they bashed the 

little man’s head with the broken glass from the door. They 

looked at the screens. They showed different locations. 

There was a large empty building with dead plant looking 

objects in one screen. The next screen showed a small 

abandoned building with one small desk in the other. They 

looked on and saw that a screen had the group of four in it. 

 375 

“What the hell are they doing?” Eleanor asked. 

“They’re all naked and it looks like Kyran is behind 

Benji,” Malachi said. 

“Why is Octavia on top of Amelia?” Eleanor asked. 

“I don’t think I want to know what’s going on with 

them,” Malachi said. 

They quickly looked past the screen with their 

group on it. They saw a hospital on the next one. People 

were outside carrying in boxes. The building looked like it 

had just been constructed. There were two more screens for 

them to observe. One screen had a large building on it and 

the other had the city. 

“That building looks like the one from the sign we 

saw when we first entered the city,” Malachi said. 

“Look at the city, it’s empty and dark,” Eleanor 

said. 
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They looked around the room looking for an exit. 

Behind the screens was a door. They knew it was their only 

option because through the only other door was hell. They 

headed for the door. The little man stayed behind bleeding 

out on the floor. The door led to a hallway. The hallway 

was well lit and led to other doorways. They heard 

footsteps coming from one of the doorways. 

“Shh, let’s not get caught now,” Eleanor said. 

They put their backs against the wall and stayed as 

quiet as they could. The footsteps stopped. They heard 

them turn and head the direction they came. The footsteps 

slowly faded. For now, they were safe. They knew they had 

to figure out a plan and they knew they needed each other 

for it to be successful.  

“Are all these doorways other simulations?” 

Malachi asked. 
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“My best guess would be that they are,” Eleanor 

responded. 

“What should we do?” Malachi asked. 

“Let’s just head straight down the hallway. There 

has to be a way out somewhere,” Eleanor replied. 

They headed down the hallway, being quiet each 

time they came to a doorway. They seemed like they would 

never end. They felt like they were stuck in a simulation of 

repetitive doors. When they were both ready to give up 

they finally reached a door in the middle of the hallway. 

“Open it!” Eleanor said. 

Malachi pushed open the door. As they walked 

through they found an empty room with no other doors or 

windows. It didn’t make any sense that there would be no 

way out. They looked around and found only a large board. 

They were tired of running and figured they would be safe 

in the room. The put the board through the handles of the 
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door and then sat in the long wooden bench that was 

attached to the wall. After suffering in a hell like simulation 

for 3 years they knew they could wait forever in a harmless 

room. 

“Malachi, are you okay?” Eleanor asked. 

“Yes. Are you, Eleanor?” He responded. 

“That was beyond the worst thing that has ever 

happened to me. I’m glad I found you. I’m sorry for 

everything I said and did to you before,” Eleanor said. 

“It’s okay, it’s been a rough time,” He said. 

They looked at each other and began to passionately 

kiss. This time they both felt something. Malachi held 

Eleanor’s face with his hand. Eleanor had her hand around 

his waist. They kissed forever and the air became tense. 

They were soon devouring each other with a passion that 

had lacked the last time they had been together. 
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Malachi caressed Eleanor’s body carefully, being 

sure to touch her most sensitive spots. Eleanor held onto 

Malachi for dear life as he entered her. She felt pain again 

because it had been so long. It soon stopped. They 

continued to kiss as they grinded each other’s bodies 

against each other. A drop of sweat from Malachi’s 

forehead fell onto Eleanor’s. Her sweat and his drop of it 

mixed with one another. The tension that had so long kept 

them from each other had finally gone. Now they were 

finally one, as they were supposed to be. 

“I love you, Malachi,” Eleanor said. 

“Are you sure?” Malachi asked. 

“Yes. Do you love me too?” She asked. 

“I think I do, Eleanor,” he replied. 

“I guess it took going to actual hell to get us to fall 

in love. We’re damn stubborn,” Eleanor said. 
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They finished and held each other. They felt their 

naked bodies sweat together and they felt them bond. 

Malachi’s strong hands made Eleanor feel safer than she 

had ever felt in her life. They looked into each other’s eyes 

and were able to speak to each other. 

“This thing that we never thought would be, has 

now fully come to fruitation,” Malachi’s eyes said. 

“I now long for you, more than I could ever long for 

Benji,” Eleanor’s eyes said back. 

She felt a strong sense of attraction now, one that 

previously didn’t exist. When she had just fucked Malachi, 

it was for her own selfish interest. Now that she had made 

love with him, she felt an emotional attachment to him. 

What was long meant to be, now was.  

The room was small, dark, and cold. After 3 years 

of the most intense suffering, after dying over and over 

again, this felt comfortable. They did not know what 
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awaited them, if anyone would ever check the room, or if 

they’d ever get out. That didn’t matter to them. They now 

had each other. Only if they could have seen that in the 

more peaceful simulation, they might have never ended up 

where they now are.  

They fell asleep holding each other on the bench. It 

was warm in each other’s arms. The room felt large 

compared to the vastness of hell. No longer would they fear 

whatever was torturing them. They might wake in the same 

room and constantly repeat the process. They might wake 

and create a plan. They didn’t know what awaited them. 

The next morning they woke up. Malachi still held 

Eleanor close in his large tattooed arms. Eleanor kissed his 

mouth as she stared deep into his eyes. 

“I love you Malachi,” She said. 

“I love you too,” he replied. 
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“We should try to find a way out of here. We are 

stuck no matter what, so we might as well spend our 

meaningless time making it meaningful,” Eleanor said. 

“I agree, let’s inspect the walls to see if there is any 

other way out besides the door,” Malachi said. 

They felt around the walls, they were soft. They felt 

like they had pads on them. They heard noises coming from 

the walls next to the door. 

“It’s all going as planned,” they heard a faint voice 

say. 

They looked at each other and were puzzled. 

“Going as planned? Were we supposed to escape?” 

Malachi asked. 

Eleanor pounded on the wall. The softness of it 

allowed for no noise to be created. 

“Goddamn it!” Eleanor shouted. 
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They felt around the other walls and the one in the 

back started to move. As they both used all of their force on 

it, it opened up to another hallway. There were monstrous 

looking creatures in it and they just looked at them. They 

decided they should run down the hallway and hope that an 

exit existed somewhere at the end of it. A light shone 

through some distant glass.  

“There, up ahead, it’s a door!” Malachi said. 

They ran up to it and pushed. Once the door was 

open an alarm started ringing throughout the hallway. The 

monsters that first seemed unfazed by their presence now 

seemed to panic. Eleanor and Malachi looked back at the 

door. They could see the monsters closing in on it. They 

began to run. 

The building was a multi-story one. It had glass 

windows running up the entire height of it. There was a 

cross on the outside, with the words that said: Hospital. 
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This was puzzling as they remembered that they were to 

find the infant in the hospital. They knew there was no way 

that they could reenter this building. They continued to run. 

The road they ran on began to shake. They looked 

back to see a group of bicycles fast approaching. They 

jumped in an adjacent ditch and covered their bodies the 

best they could. The vehicles passed. For now, they were in 

the clear. The road was too visible. They knew their best 

option was to take off into the forest and hope that they 

would eventually be reunited with the rest of the group. 

“Malachi, what is going on?” Eleanor asked. 

“I’m not sure, but I think there is something 

completely wrong with whatever it is,” Malachi replied. 

“What if everything we have been told about the 

future is wrong?” Eleanor asked. 

“What if we aren’t even in the future?” Malachi 

responded. 
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“Then we have sincerely gone mad,” Eleanor 

replied. 

 

 

Chapter 12 

I woke up holding tightly onto Octavia. She held on 

to Amelia who was holding onto Kyran. Another night in 

wonderland. We woke up and were hungry. We all ordered 

our food from the Instameal. No one attempted to order fast 

food. We sat in a circle around the still smoking fire ring.  

The morning air was crisp, and the ground was 

moist from the night. The sun rose in the east like it had 

done since the beginning of time. The sun painted the 

clouds orange. The earth painted the sky blue. We now 

knew there was no point to it all, but understood what 

Joanna meant when she said that doesn’t detract from the 

wonderfulness of life. I would rather exist and for one 
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morning see a picturesque sunrise, than to not exist and live 

an eternity of nothingness.  

Maybe it was the pointlessness of it all that made 

society better suited to function well in this future world. 

There would be no time spent wondering about the 

unknown. It was all known now, so nothing left to 

question. It made sense that there would be no religion 

because knowing how insignificant we all are shows that 

there would be no higher cause. I looked at my group and 

smiled because while there was no higher purpose, we were 

fulfilling our own personal one.  

“We have only one more place to go before this 

entire journey is complete,” Octavia said. 

“I know. I’ve kind of enjoyed the endless adventure 

it has provided though,” Kyran said. 

“After we find the infant at the hospital, there is still 

much for us to do,” I said. 
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We looked at the path that was before us. Going 

down that path meant we would reach the hospital and find 

the third child. We knew that the fourth was inside Octavia. 

Her belly had swollen in only a matter of days. We would 

give birth to the fourth savior. It was an overwhelming 

sense of joy thinking that we would be its parents. 

“Octavia, do you think it’s going to be a boy or a 

girl?” Amelia asked. 

“My baby?” Octavia asked. 

“Yes, your baby,” Amelia said. 

“I sure hope it’s a boy, but I’ll love it either way,” 

Octavia said. 

Amelia rubbed Octavia’s stomach. She gave her a 

long passionate kiss.  

“I think everything will be alright now,” Amelia 

said. 
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We began to walk down the path. We were full of 

the food and excited from our thoughts. The path was wider 

than the one we traveled on to get to the school. We looked 

back at the school so that we would always remember were 

we found Joanna. The school in the distance looked as 

though it was crumbling. 

It was hard to make it out, so we chalked it up to 

our minds being hazy. It made zero sense that the beautiful 

little school that we had just moments ago left would look 

as though it had spent years in ruin. We continued heading 

south. The stream where we spent a gorgeous night now 

came back to greet us. The rocks were more aggressive 

now as was the water.  

The water raged over each rock instead of how it 

once gently caressed them. It was as if the rocks had done 

something to piss off the water. The crickets were finishing 

up their nightly musical number and it sounded eerie. It 

lacked the once soothing sound that once had. The fireflies 
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were burning out, now mere flies. The air felt harsher and 

when it greeted our star it burnt it out. 

The stars were still visible in the morning sky. We 

looked east at the star we had followed to the school. It 

flickered and then began to fall. We watched as it streaked 

across the morning sky. It fell until it completely burnt 

itself out. We didn’t pay much attention to the way the 

world now interacted with us. After all, it was normal for it 

to dynamically change in the past, why shouldn’t that also 

be true in the future. When each object acted harmoniously, 

it created a chain that spread harmony throughout all the 

universe. When on object of that chain rebelled against the 

harmony, that also spread. 

We followed the road as we curved away from the 

stream and back into the forest. The road remained wide as 

it went. We walked the entire day and the forest beside us 

remained thick. Eventually, over the tree line we could see 

the top of the city. Night began to fall. The city remained a 
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shadow in the distance. It seemed that being 

environmentally conscious in the future extended to using 

only natural lighting.   

We stopped at a small cut in the trees. We could 

vividly see the dark city skyline from where we settled. The 

area was dark and damp, with hardly no light to make it 

easy to see. We looked around to make sure we would be 

safe. Kyran lit the fire and we all talked. 

“I can’t believe we have almost completed most of 

the mission,” Amelia said. 

“I know, it feels like only yesterday that we began,” 

Octavia responded.  

“You know. I wonder whatever happened to 

Eleanor and Malachi,” I said. 

We all looked at each other knowing that their fate 

was probably sealed upon their disappearance. 

“I think they are fine,” I said. 
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We watched Kyran effortlessly light the fire. The 

flames rose up among the trees and light the once dark 

space. The ground lost its moisture and we comfortable sat 

around happy we had made it so far. Octavia began to have 

pain. 

“Guys, I’m all wet,” Octavia said. 

“Oh my god!” I screamed.  

“But it hasn’t even been nine months,” Amelia said. 

Octavia began to have contractions. We had no 

choice but to deliver this baby right here and now. I had her 

arms and head while Amelia performed the procedure.  

“I’ve done this a lot,” Amelia said as she positioned 

Octavia’s legs into an open position.  

Octavia pushed, and then stopped. She began again, 

stopped for a moment. For two hours, Octavia was pushing 

out the new life that would be our son and the savior of the 

world. 
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“It’s a boy!” Amelia shouted. 

Kyran passed out. I kissed Octavia on the lips and 

then she was handed her new baby. 

“We shall name him Xander, Savior of Mankind,” 

Octavia said.  

I smiled at her. Our baby boy was now alive. He 

was beautiful. He had Octavia’s gorgeous blue eyes and my 

brown hair. We already knew that he would be great. With 

that thought it made it easier to relax. Everything would be 

fine.  

I held Octavia and our baby as well fell asleep next 

to the fire. This was the most natural thing I had ever seen. 

Birth conducted with and by friends, then immediately 

holding the baby as we slept outside by the fire. We were 

the first men, savages, hunter gatherers. Hear us roar.  

 393 

The next morning, I woke up and could smell 

Octavia’s hair in my face. I reached over her and held our 

Xander. Kyran and Amelia stood over us smiling. 

“Awe, when will we have one, baby?” Amelia 

asked. 

“When we get there,” Kyran said.  

We got up and Octavia feed Xander with her 

breasts. It was the most beautiful thing I had ever watched. 

My lover gave birth to our child with her body and now she 

feeds him with her body. It kind of turned me on to be 

honest. It made me think about how far off the natural path 

humans had got. Most now used formulas to feed their 

babies. We lived a life of comfort but at what cost? Sure we 

could now talk to someone in other countries effortlessly, 

but we gave our time up in exchange for money to purchase 

the technology. We don’t sleep in order to give up the most 

of our time as we can.  
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I looked at the group and knew that we should head 

out to complete the rest of our journey. But, first we ate. 

The food was always fresh and crisp, like it was picked and 

cooked right there. In a way, I suppose that was the case. 

We now had the energy to make it to the hospital to meet 

another infant. We were fast approaching the city, but we 

knew that the hospital was not there. 

We started walking the path. The trees grew smaller 

the further we walked. The air grew a little more dense. We 

walked along the outskirts of the city. It looked empty. 

Sometimes that happened in the past. Not a lot going on, so 

it made sense that people were inside or just not in the same 

area as us at the same time. We kept walking. 

We edged our way to the other side of the city. In 

the distance we saw a large building. It was different than 

the rest. It was overbearing on the rest of the city. It 

reminded me of a king’s palace. An ivory tower for him to 
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oversee his kingdom. The building had no markings to 

indicate what was inside.  

“I think that’s the building that we saw on the map 

when we began,” Kyran said. 

“If it is, we are going there after the hospital,” I 

said.  

We shelved this thought to come back to later. We 

would go inside that building, and we hoped that it would 

answer all of our questions. The hospital was in the 

distance and had a large red cross on top of it. The words: 

Hospital were written underneath the cross. We walked up 

the path to the entrance of the building.  

The building was tall, with glass going around its 

entire dimensions, all the way to its top. There were no 

places for emergency vehicles to drop off dying patients. 

There were no places to park. The place appeared empty. 
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The group approached the doors. They opened 

automatically. 

Inside the place came to life. While the outside was 

empty, the inside was bustling. Nurses walked around in 

scrubs, patients sat and waited to see the doctors. We 

walked in with our own infant, covered in Octavia’s shirt to 

keep him warm. We went up to the receptionist’s desk. 

“Hi, we are looking for an infant,” I said. 

“You guys are the saviors. Correct?” The lady 

asked. 

“Yes. So we’ve been told,” I responded. 

“She’s been waiting for you. She is booming with 

excitement,” the lady said. 

We found it odd that an infant would have the 

capacity to have such emotions, but we didn’t question it. 

The lady motioned for us to follow her. We went to an 

elevator. Inside, we watched as the screen above the door 

 397 

showed us what floor we were on. It began at 1, soon we 

were at floor 33. Knowing that the building was tall, but 

now of skyscraper proportions, we knew we would soon 

arrive on our floor. 

We reached floor 66, the elevator continued to 

climb. Floor 100. Floor 120. We could feel the air get 

tighter around us. We knew that there were not 120 floors 

in this building. It continued to climb. Floor 166, the 

elevator stopped. The doors opened. Our ears and eyes 

could feel the pressure compressing on them.  

“This is where you get off,” The lady said. 

We exited the elevator and before we could register 

our environment, the doors closed. We looked ahead and 

saw a long empty hallway. Doors sat on the sides, spread 

out evenly. Numbers were beside each one. It started at 

1661. We didn’t know exactly where the infant would be so 

we checked each room. 
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We opened the door to 1661, there was nothing. 

There were no beds, no patient, no infant. We checked the 

rest of the rooms. 1662, the same. 1663, nothing. We kept 

looking in all the rooms. Each one had nothing. Finally, 

room 1666. We opened the door and saw a crib. There was 

a mobile hanging above it. It slowly moved. 

Next to the crib was a rocking chair. In the chair sat 

a figure, it faced away from us. It began to stand up as it 

heard us enter. It was a little girl. She had long blond hair 

that covered her face. Her skin was pale. The room was 

dark and hazy. The light attached to the mobile made the 

little girls face appear eerie. She approached us. 

“Do you have Xander?” Her little voice said. 

“How do you know about Xander?” Octavia asked. 

“He is my husband,” the little girl said. 

We stepped back in shock. The little girl moved 

closer to Octavia. Octavia held onto Xander with 
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reluctance. The little girl touched Octavia’s shirt and 

moved it over so that Xander’s face was visible. 

“Soon my love, but not now,” the little girl said. 

“What the hell is going on?” I asked. 

“Come. Sit. I will explain everything,” the little girl 

said.  

We didn’t want to, but knew we had no choice. We 

sat on the floor like little children, while the little girl sat in 

her rocking chair. She looked at us, but focused mostly on 

Xander. 

“Xander is my husband. Together we save the 

world,” she said. 

“That makes no sense,” Octavia said. 

“It will when I explain it,” the girl said. 

“Then get on with it,” Octavia responded. 
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“We knew of the end of the world. That much you 

know. What you don’t know is why you were needed to 

save us all. That reason is because you gave birth to the 

leader of the person in charge of saving it. 30 years from 

now, Xander and I will be happily married. We will also be 

the ones that devise the plan to save the earth,” She said. 

“That makes no sense. If Xander is the leader of the 

movement, and he was given life from us, then how does 

that work?” I asked. 

“I am not qualified to speak on the mechanics of it, 

but I do know that you and Octavia gave birth to Xander in 

the past,” she said. 

“Gave birth to him in the past? I was with Eleanor 

when the world ended, you are clearly not in the right state 

of mind,” I said. 

“You’re right. You need to let Xander tell you about 

it when he comes of age,” she said. 
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“That will be too long,” I said. 

“No. It will be only a matter of days. You do not 

understand, nor will you. You must let it all happen,” she 

said. 

“Let all what happen?” I asked. 

“The inevitable,” she said. 

“God damn, little girl, you are saying so much, but 

telling us nothing,” I said. 

“It will all make sense when it is done,” the girl 

said. 

“Whatever. We don’t really have a choice, do we?” 

I asked. 

“No. You do not,” She said. 

We sat silently for a moment, taking in all that she 

had not clearly explained. Xander, our son was to marry 

her. He was to explain the impossible timeline when he got 
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older, which would only take days. We had learned to take 

everyone’s word here in the future, and so we did the same 

for the girl. We really had no choice. 

“My name is Alice. I am the master of releasing the 

human potential,” she said. 

“Potential for becoming extremely pissed off,” 

Kyran said. 

“Funny, no. I can unlock the human mind to be able 

to fully use the brain capacity,” she said. 

“That sounds interesting,” I said. 

“With this power, humans no longer struggle with 

thoughts. They are super humans compared to the ancient 

minds of people like yourselves,” she said. 

“Is that a joke?” Kyran asked. 

“No. It’s true. Humans are able to process 

information a thousand times faster now. That means that 
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all knowledge is now known. The workings of ancient 

philosophers are now irrelevant. Admitting that you do not 

know everything is now an ignorant phrase,” she said. 

“How does that allow humans to be more connected 

to the earth?” I asked. 

“How doesn’t it? Humans now do not spend 

frivolous time on thoughts that don’t matter. They can now 

focus on what’s important. That is, they can now focus on 

sustaining the earth for the rest of time. There is now no 

need for excessive money to buy things that people don’t 

need. There is no need for long drawn about debates about 

what is ethical,” she said. 

“How do you decide what is right then?” I asked. 

“We just know. Back in the 21st century, ethics was 

considered to be a subjective field of knowledge. 

Something was right or wrong depending on the context. 

That is not true. Something is right or wrong, there is no 
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middle ground. Our minds are now able to understand 

that,” She said. 

“That makes sense. So, you are now more united?” 

I asked. 

“Yes, of course,” she said. 

We all sat around and listened to Alice tell us that 

there were only right or wrong, not anything that could be 

considered right and wrong. The future world was able to 

increase the capacity of the human mind. By doing so, it 

erased the need for anything that wasn’t related to the 

sustainability of the species and the land it inhabited.  

Alice stopped talking and looked at us.  

“Leave Xander with me. I will meet you at the 

departure location when it is time to leave,” Alice said. 

“No, I’m afraid I cannot give you my child,” 

Octavia said. 
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“You will give me Xander or you will face dire 

consequences,” Alice said.  

Octavia refused to give up Xander. Alice became 

increasingly enraged. Her pale face grew red, her eyes 

slanted inward. The building began to shake. Octavia tried 

to shield Xander, but Alice was too strong. Alice was able 

to pry Xander from Octavia’s hands. The floor began to 

crumble under our feet. We looked back for a way to 

escape. When we turned around Alice was gone and so was 

Xander. 

The building was going down. We felt the floors 

beneath us give up. We were now freefalling to our death. I 

tried to grab Octavia, but I couldn’t. We continued to fall. 

We reached the ground and felt nothing. We only saw 

darkness. I awoke and saw Octavia, surrounded by a soft 

wall. 

“Where are we?” Octavia asked. 



 406 

“I’m not sure. We need to try to bust through these 

walls,” I said. 

“We have to find our baby,” Octavia said.  

We felt no pain from the fall. I looked around to 

analyze the rest of the group. I knew that Octavia was okay, 

but I needed to also make sure that Kyran and Amelia were 

okay. I couldn’t see them. The room was small and dark 

with a small bench lining the wall. I felt around and I felt 

something warm and wet. 

It was Kyran. His body was lifeless. I felt around 

for a pulse and felt nothing. I inspected his body to access 

the damage. When I touched his right arm, I noticed that 

there was someone laying next to him. It was Amelia. She 

held tightly onto his hand. She was also not breathing. She 

had no pulse. I grabbed for their eyes and shut them. I 

crossed Kyran’s left arm across his chest and Amelia’s 
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right. They would hold hands until their bodies were 

removed. 

It made no sense that they would suffer such drastic 

damage, while Octavia and I had none. I tried to understand 

it, but I couldn’t. It was too dark to see where their fatal 

wounds where. I looked around the room for something to 

give us some light. Before I could look long, one small 

light flickered on close to their bodies. 

I looked down on them and noticed that both Kyran 

and Amelia had a bullet wound in their foreheads. That 

hadn’t died from the fall, they had been murdered. I 

grabbed onto Octavia and held her tight as we both 

mourned the death of our closest friends. I waited for the 

simulation to end, but it never did. It was clear that this was 

no simulation. We were now on our own. Our baby had 

been stolen and two of our friends killed, possibly four. A 

rage then grew inside of us. 
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We began to push on the walls of the room with a 

force that we didn’t know we had. The walls started to 

move. Eventually they opened up to a hallway filled with 

horrible looking creatures. They didn’t seem to notice us. 

We slowly walked past them and they remained still. At the 

end of the hallway there was a door. We went through it 

and an alarm began to go off. 

The creatures now noticed us. They began to 

become alert. I watched as the headed aggressively towards 

the door. Octavia and I ran as fast as we could. The path 

opened up to a road. We could see the unmarked building 

over the tree line. We knew we would have to get there in 

order to understand what was going on. We looked back 

and saw an intimidating group of bicycles heading right for 

us. 

There was a ditch off to the side. Octavia and I 

jumped into it. I covered her with my body. I hoped they 

didn’t see us. We had to survive. We had to find our baby. 
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The group passed us, and we went unnoticed. There was a 

forest beyond the ditch. In order to remain discrete, we 

knew we would have to go deep into it. 

I looked at Octavia to make sure she was safe. She 

looked at me with her scared blue eyes. They told me she 

felt a sense of deep pain. She had only barely knew our son 

and he had been taken away. Her eyes told me that we had 

to fight. They told me that we would die before we ever let 

someone take our baby. We had to make a choice, we could 

either go back to the hospital or make our way to the 

unmarked building.  

I looked back at the hospital from the ditch. I 

thought of our friends bodies laying dead on the floor of the 

small room. Their eyes staring back at me, cold and dead. 

They were the completion of the four, we had shared so 

much with them. We had shared our souls. It was as though 

we had lost a part of us. We had to figure out what the hell 
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was going on in this messed up world. Had we been lied 

to?  

“Octavia, should we go rescue Xander, or should 

we see if the unmarked building has any answers?” I asked. 

“We have to get our baby, that is the only obvious 

answer,” Octavia said.  

“I agree with you, but I think he will be fine. We 

should go to the unmarked building and try to understand 

what is going on first,” I said. 

“If you really think that’s best. I trust you Benji,” 

Octavia said. 

We headed off into the forest. The forest was dense. 

The night was beginning to fall. Fog filled the air with 

moisture. Aggressive creatures made their scary music, 

they were no longer on our side. Trees grew tall, their 

branches extending far from their trunk. The leaves 
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glistened in the wind, they almost sounded like they were 

howling. We ran through the forest. 

I ran in front of Octavia and I held her hand as she 

followed. We ran until all the surroundings looked the same 

and it was hard to tell what distance we had made. The 

ground became soft and the grass ended. I felt my foot sink 

down into the ground. Shortly after, I felt the rest of my 

body fall. I still held onto Octavia and I looked back at her. 

We were once again falling, where we would end up was 

anyone’s guess. 

I felt my feet softly touch the ground. I watched as 

Octavia landed softly as well. I looked around and saw 

bright lights and bright colors. The grass was soft and was a 

darker shade of green. The brown on the trunks of trees 

were of a deeper contrast than I have ever seen. It looked 

like a fantasy world. It was dark and bright at the same 

time. Red mushrooms with white dots were spread around 
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in various spots. A stream flowed gently through the land 

that we were now on.  

“Benji, where are we?” Octavia asked. 

“I have no idea, it’s beautiful though,” I said. 

We watched orange and blue fish follow the 

stream’s current. They occasionally came up to make a 

quick splash. The water sounded peaceful as it flowed 

harmoniously through the landscape. Wooden bridges 

crossed the stream a few times. They were all so low that 

they could reach down and kiss the water.  

We crossed a bridge to the other side of the stream. 

We had no goals down here, so we walked to try to 

understand what this lands purpose was. We had found all 

the children and we had lost ours. One child seemed to be a 

little more evil than we would have thought. Alice 

suggested that our son Xander was her husband. We needed 
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to get to the unmarked building, but would be incapable of 

doing that in this weird underground oasis.  

As we walked forward in this land we noticed a 

small shack up ahead in the distance. We knew that we had 

to get there. Information was there, we knew it. It would 

explain exactly where to go from this point. We approached 

the shack. It had a straw roof and the walls were made of 

mud. It was the simplest of dwellings, but to whomever 

lived in it, it sufficed. It matched the land so perfectly, that 

it seemed like it had grown from the ground, like 

everything else that surrounded it. 

We approached the door and knocked. Nothing. We 

knocked again, and the door opened. No one had opened it, 

so we walked in. There was a small table in the back next 

to a window. There was a small spot on the ground that 

looked like a bed. The bed was perfect for exactly two 

people. Someone had to be coming back here, so we 

decided to wait. 
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Octavia and I discussed our plans for getting our 

child back. We would first go to the unmarked building and 

try to get to the bottom of our purpose in the future. We 

also discussed what Alice had said about Xander. We 

figured that it was likely that we weren’t meant to save the 

future at all and that we were just some ploy in someone’s 

terrible game. We were in the middle of our conversation 

when the door opened up. 

The woman walking through the door and a strange 

glow to her. It was hard not to notice her long flowing hair 

as it blocked her face. Her slender body and curvaceous 

features. I tried not to admire it for too long. As her hair 

brushed away from her face, I felt a sense of familiarity. I 

had seen this woman before, it was immediately obvious.  

As she came closer, I noticed it was Eleanor. She 

looked different. She looked happy. I had so many things to 

ask her. She looked forward and finally noticed us. 
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“What are you guys doing in my house?” Eleanor 

asked. 

“We had no idea it was yours. We got lost down 

here,” I said. 

“Were have you guys been?” She asked. 

“We were at the hospital,” I said. 

“Oh no. We left there years ago, and creatures had 

tried to attack us,” Eleanor said. 

“We?” I asked. 

“Yes, Malachi and I. He’ll be here in a few,” she 

said. 

“We were just attacked by creatures as well. Kyran 

and Amelia were murdered in the hospital,” I said. 

“That’s a shame. Malachi and I ran as fast and as far 

as we could until we fell into a hole. It led to here. We’ve 

been here about three years,” Eleanor said. 
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“We haven’t even been in the future that long,” I 

said. 

“Well, it’s been three years for us,” she said. 

“Wow. That’s insane. How do you get out of here?” 

I asked. 

“You don’t,” She responded. 

“But our baby. Xander was taken hostage by one of 

the children. There has to be a way out of here,” I said. 

“You can look all you want. We have. Good luck,” 

Eleanor said.  

“You guys won’t come with us?” Octavia asked. 

“Look outside that window. You see that unreal 

landscape? That’s our home. No one bothers us here. If we 

go wherever you are headed, it will be worse. No thank 

you,” Eleanor said.  
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We couldn’t force her to leave. She was happy 

down here and I was not going to be the one to take that 

away from her. It seemed that it would be up to Octavia 

and me to find out the truth in the future world. Eleanor, for 

the first time in her life, looked radiant. It was the land that 

had done that to her. If the situation was not so dire, 

Octavia and I would probably join them in living out the 

rest of our lives in this place. 

“How is Malachi?” I asked. 

“He is fine. I thought I could never love him, but 

after what we have went through together, I don’t know 

how I could ever not love him,” she said. 

“I’m happy for you, Eleanor,” I said. 

Octavia and I headed for the door. There was no 

help to be had from Eleanor. She had found her purpose in 

life and I couldn’t blame her for that.  

“Won’t you wait for Malachi?” She asked. 
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“Tell him that we wish him the best,” I replied. 

Octavia and I walked out the door. I held her hand 

as we walked past gardens filled with colorful flowers. 

Rose bushes lined stone pathways, small waterfalls fell into 

the streams that lined the paths. We would be okay if there 

was no way out of here, but we had to try as hard as we 

could to find one. The best way to do that was to walk. 

We walked until there were no more gardens. The 

grass was still soft and of a deep green hue. The forest grew 

thicker. The stream became silent. I paused for a moment 

and looked at Octavia. I admired her silky skin. Her blue 

eyes looked deep into mine. Time stopped when I stopped. 

I held onto her and noticed every spot on her body. 

Her long hair curled outward when it met her 

neckline. Her forehead at a slight wrinkle in it when she 

smiled. Her eye brows curved down and met her nose. She 

had a small number of freckles on her nose. Next to her 
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nose was her beautiful blue eyes. Her pupils softly sitting 

on the edge of the blueness. Her chest sits plump on her 

body. Her breasts perked up and ended promptly at her 

small round nipples. Her small round nipples slightly 

pointed outwards. The sides of her body began to curve out 

from the bottom of her breasts. They stopped at her hips.  

Her thighs were thick. They had small marks on 

them. Her hair was wild. It grew up to her waist. Her legs 

were long, they met her feet perfectly. Her big toe curved 

awkwardly, but her feet were still amazing. She had a large 

bottom and both cheeks curved in a perfect oval to meet in 

the middle. I loved every inch of her. 

While her eyes met mine, she must have felt me 

admiring her. She grabbed me and pushed me into the 

grass. She grabbed my arms as she put them above my 

head. She put her lips on mine and passionately kissed me. 

She stripped off all her clothes so that my imagination 

could become real. She sat there as I stared. I moved my 



 420 

eyes up and down. I could feel her body in mine. My mind 

was overwhelmed with her. She removed my clothes and 

touched me softly. 

I felt her soft hands move around on me. She didn’t 

miss an inch of me with them. They became warmer with 

each movement. With each movement I fell in love with 

her all over again. I couldn’t take the buildup, so I switched 

positions with her. I moved my hands up and down her 

body. Every new movement sent a jolt through her that I 

could feel when she moved her body against mine. We 

were both to a point that we could no longer take the 

teasing of our hands. I slowly entered her, and we made 

love for hours.  

We laid exhausted on top of one another. We kissed 

and stared deeply into our eyes. The feeling of love 

shocked our bodies with a constant pulse. I could feel her 

heart beating in tandem with mine. We laid on the ground 

and fell asleep again holding each other.  
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When we woke up we knew it was time to find a 

way out of this wonderland. We walked further into the 

forest. Eventually, as we looked forward, we ran into a 

wall. It looked like the forest went on forever, but it 

stopped and rippled on the wall. We knew that this was the 

way out, so we tried to rip it open. A slight tear was formed 

when moved our hands over it. 

The wall opened up to a tunnel. It was dark and felt 

damp. We could smell the dirt and the earth that made it. 

We had had to climb out through the tunnel. I hoped it 

wouldn’t lead us to any danger. The creatures following us 

on the bicycles had surely forgotten us by now. I let 

Octavia go first so that I could catch her if she fell.  

The tunnel seemed to go on forever. It started out 

level, but it eventually became very steep. I could feel a 

pain in my arms from holding myself up in it. A small bit 

of light was shining through the tunnel in the distance. We 

were almost there. 
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“Benji, I think we have almost made it,” Octavia 

said. 

“I see the light. I hope we are close to that 

building,” I said.  

We made our way to the light. We climbed 

carefully out of the hole. We looked around at our 

surroundings and noticed that the unmarked building was in 

the distance. To the right of us was a small spot that was 

perfect to hide out in. We both went over to the spot and 

crouched down. 

“What’s the plan?” Octavia asked. 

“We have to study the building from a distance. See 

if we can see any obvious way in. If we can’t, we will have 

to carefully approach it,” I replied. 

“If it contains what we think it does, it will not be 

easy to get in,” Octavia said. 
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“Yes, so we have to be sure to not get caught,” I 

said. 

I began to feel a weird pressure on my head. I 

grabbed it trying to take away the pain. It got worse. I felt 

my body get weak. I fell to the ground and saw black. I 

heard a loud piercing sound and faintly heard Ocatavia. 

“Benji! Are you okay, Benji? Wake up!” Octavia 

said. 

Her voice slowly faded as I fell deeper inside my 

mind. I started to see a blurrly image. I looked out and saw 

a chair in front of me. A figure sat in it. We were eye level 

so I knew that I was also sitting. I tried to move, but I 

couldn’t. I tried to look around, but I could only look 

forward. I heard a man talking. 

“Is he ready?” The voice asked. 

“Yes, go ahead with the procedure,” Another voice 

answered. 
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I tried to scream, but my voice made no words. 

What procedure were they going to do? How long had I 

been out? Where the hell was Octavia? I heard a loud 

machine start up. It made a grinding sound. The sound got 

louder. It got closer to my skull. I prepared to be sawed in 

half by it. Before that could happen, a large beeping sound 

played loudly inside my head. The men stopped. 

“Stop! We will have to continue this at another 

time,” the first voice said. 

“What about him?” The other asked. 

“Leave him. He will be fine,” the other answered. 

I thought I would be stuck in this chair facing a 

stranger forever. These men were responding to some 

greater threat than that of myself. They left me, stranded 

and afraid. The room began to swirl. I became dizzy. I 

woke up in Octavia’s arms. 

“Oh, thank God. I thought I lost you,” Octavia said. 
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“Not yet, you haven’t,” I said. 

She held me tight and kissed me. I saw the fear 

strong in her blue eyes. I was afraid too. Whatever just 

happened felt like more than a dream. I had never passed 

out before, so something unusual was going on. My head 

throbbed with a pain that felt piercing. The pain shot down 

between my eyes and it felt like it might explode. I tried to 

quickly gather myself. Octavia and I had to find out what 

was in the building. 

“Look over there,” I said. 

Octavia looked at the front entrance of the building. 

A large stone wall surrounded the perimeter. There 

appeared to be only one entrance. At that entrance two 

armed guards stood at the ready. There was no way to get 

pass them unless they were distracted. I felt like that would 

be a risky move and that we should look for an alternative 

way in. 
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“What if we climbed the wall?” Octavia asked. 

“We don’t know what’s on the other side. Once we 

reach the top, if anything is there to catch us, we will surely 

be caught,” I said. 

“That makes sense. Should we try to distract them?” 

She asked. 

“I think that may be the only way,” I responded. 

I studied the guards. In the distance they looked 

large. If we were unsuccessful, then we were going to be 

caught. We had one chance to succeed. I watched the 

guards closely to see what kind of movements they made, if 

any. They stood silent and still for almost 20 minutes. I 

thought we should get closer so that we could further 

analyze them. 

“Octavia, see those bushes up ahead?” I asked. 

“Yes, Benji, I do,” she responded. 

 427 

“On my mark, we need to quickly get over there 

and get cover in them,” I said. 

She nodded at me and then waited. I watched the 

guards to see which direction they were looking and for 

how long. They looked our direction. I counted, twenty 

seconds. They looked our way for twenty seconds. But how 

long would they look the other way? Forty seconds. After 

forty seconds, their eyes were back on us. Forty seconds 

was not at all long enough for us to make it to the bushes. 

We would have to sprint and that would make all kinds of 

noise. I thought we would have to revise our plan when two 

bicycles approached the entrance. That was our cue, I 

nodded for us to move towards the bushes. 

We ran fast towards them. Forty seconds had long 

passed. It looked like they were almost finished checking in 

the bicycles when we finally reached the bushes. We dived 

straight into them, being sure to have good cover. Our 

chests were dirty from the landing. We crawled to the edge 
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of the shrubs. We were now close enough to the guards to 

further investigate how we could get past them. We could 

also see the inside of the entrance, this made it better to 

know where to go once we got inside. 

The grounds of the building looked like a fortress. 

Nothing else we had encountered in this world looked so 

military. Most places were calm and relaxing. They were 

openminded. Whatever was in this building was not open, 

it was dark and closed off. The secrets inside must be of the 

darkest kind. At the top of the stone walls were layers upon 

layers of spiked fencing. It was like an advanced prison 

fence. From where we were, we could hear the electricity 

flowing through the fencing. It made a humming sound.  

The gray stones that made up the wall looked solid. 

There was no way to break through the stones. A small 

stream flowed around the outside of the wall, like a moat. 

This place was a fortress. I feared that once we got inside, 

that we may be stuck there. Our chances of getting caught 
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were extremely high. The guards never once looked away 

from the sprawling landscape in front of the fortress. They 

were destined to make our entrance impossible. We got 

lucky when the guards ended their shift. 

I suspected that they would usually only leave their 

post when the new shift was already on it. For some reason, 

they left their post moments before the other guards came. 

We could see them walking towards the post. I knew we 

would have to go now. 

“Octavia, get to the post. Stand against the wall, 

when the guards come up, take their weapons and knock 

them out. You go left, I go right,” I said. 

“Let’s do this, baby!” Octavia shouted. 

We ran from the bushes, smoke billowing up behind 

us. The bushes swept back so that they could avoid the 

dust. Our feet quickly carried us over the small bridge and 

to the post. Octavia on the left post, me on the right. We 
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had to take the guards out on our first try. If they made a 

scene, other guards would come. Octavia and I would die 

or be imprisoned. We couldn’t have that. I could see the 

guard coming towards Octavia’s post, and I knew she could 

see mine. I nodded at her and she knew to let me know 

when it was time to strike. 

Seconds took hours. The guard was almost in 

striking distance of Octavia’s post. I waited until the 

precise moment she should attack. At the same time, 

Octavia and I made the nod to each other. We struck. They 

wore no face shields because I suspect they never thought 

they would be ambushed. They fell over with minimal 

effort. Octavia and I had learned to become strong without 

actually being strong. They were knocked out by just one 

hit. We knew that when they awoke, they would alert the 

other guards of our presence. We had to make sure that 

didn’t happen. The men had a belt around their waists with 

various tools. Luckily, they had some rope. 
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We tied up their arms and legs and then tossed them 

in the small stream. We couldn’t take the risk of being 

caught. We felt bad about making such extreme decisions, 

but we did what we had to. The men floated away until 

their bodies sank under the water. We went further inside 

the fortress. 

Past the walls of the entrance was a small grassy 

area. It circled the entire complex. Glass doors met us at the 

front of the building. We could barely see inside, but we 

saw enough to know that we couldn’t enter there. We had 

to find somewhere to hide though, and fast. We quickly 

looked around at our new surroundings and saw a large 

garage door. We made our way to it. 

Besides the guards at the entrance, the rest of the 

place was bare of them. The electric barb wired fence 

probably sufficed. The garage door was on a roadway. It 

was unlike anything else we had seen in this world. It 

looked like something from our time. The door was large 
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enough to possibly fit a small airplane in. We didn’t know 

what went in it, but we knew that the two of us needed to.  

We heard a beeping noise and the door began to 

raise. It felt monstrous. The door became fully opened. A 

loud roar came from the inside. We watched as a vehicle 

proceeded to exit the building. It looked like it was from 

the military. A small marking was on the side of the 

vehicle. It read: Property of X Army.  

“X Army? What the hell is that?” Octavia asked. 

“I don’t know, but whatever is here, is larger than 

us saving the world,” I replied.  

Several more vehicles exited from the door. They 

looked like they were ready to go to war. This world was 

supposed to be peaceful now, so what they were going to 

war for baffled us. Finally, the last vehicle came out of the 

door as it began to close. 
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This was our one shot, we had to go now. Octavia 

and I jumped down into the dip in the roadway. We got 

under the door just as it was about to close us out of the 

building. We ducked and put our backs up against the wall. 

We looked out at the inside of the building. 

It looked like a large warehouse. It was dark with a 

light red tint to it. We could see many weapons. Guns that 

we had never seen before lined the walls. They were 

planning for something huge here. More vehicles were 

parked alongside the weapons. They were going to war. We 

didn’t know who was going to war and why, but that was 

the only logical conclusion. We came to the realization that 

we were now breaking and entering a military base. Death 

was now the only way out if we were caught.  

Up against the wall in the distance was a large metal 

staircase and platforms. At the top was a few doorways. 

That was where we had to go, but we also had to make sure 

that there were no more soldiers within the garage. It would 
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be a good idea to look around at what else was contained in 

this military storage. We could then have a better 

understanding at what we were dealing with. 

“Benji, look at this,” Octavia said. 

“Oh my god. What are they trying to do?” I asked. 

“I don’t know, but whatever they’ve been telling us 

has to all be lies,” Octavia said. 

We looked at the large container box. It was red and 

made out of wood. In yellow writing it said: Nuclear Atom 

Bomb. None of the supplies or the fact that that had nuclear 

weapons made any sense compared to what we knew about 

the new world. They had solved all of humanities problems 

and knew all knowledge that there was to be known. What 

could they possibly be preparing for? We looked around 

more.  

There must have been a mile-wide area of weaponry 

and vehicles. They were going to obliterate whatever their 
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target was. We had saw all we needed to see in the garage. 

It was time to find some answers. When we were outside, 

the upper floors of the building looked like office space. 

Surely there were documents contained in one of them that 

detailed their plans. We headed up the stairs that were 

against the wall. 

We didn’t know where any of the doors led so we 

decided to go into the first one. It led us into a small room. 

The room had a large square table that had eight chairs 

spread around it. In the middle of the table was a square 

device that had blue led lights flashing on it. We figured it 

was some sort of holographic device used to devise combat 

plans. I tried to push a few buttons on the device and 

nothing happened. I looked around the room. 

There were windows facing out towards the garage 

space. From here, the commanders or whoever could 

supervise the dispersal of the equipment.  As I looked out 

the windows, I could feel the power that one might feel 
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when holding a position like that. I felt overwhelmed, 

knowing that I held the ability to destroy in my words. 

Octavia looked out too, I knew she felt the same way. 

Octavia and I were strong. But we would never try 

to destroy the world. If we were in 2015, this world would 

be the perfect utopia. It was hard to understand exactly 

what was going on in this world, but the building we were 

in had to contain the answers. The command room had 

nothing for us, so we decided to go back out to the platform 

and try a different door. 

Door number two contained a room similar to the 

first. There was no holographic device, but on the wall was 

a blueprint. We walked over to it and looked at it. It 

contained nothing. It just hung on the wall, telling us 

absolutely nothing. 

“Benji, this looks like it was used already. Look at 

the fingerprints,” Octavia said. 
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I looked at the blueprint. It had smears on it like a 

screen might. There had obviously once been plans on this 

screen, but they were now gone. The room gave off a chill. 

It knew that its technology had deceived us.  

“Damn it! We have to be getting closer,” I said. 

We looked once more around the room to make 

sure we hadn’t missed anything. We exited back out onto 

the platform and tried the last door. It opened up and had 

both a holographic device and a blueprint screen. I touched 

the buttons on the device. 

“Access denied,” the device said. 

I went to the blueprint screen and saw that there 

were some remnants of the plans still on it. The only thing I 

could make out were a few numbers. The numbers were: 

349. There was a large space after those numbers and then 

there were more numbers: 23, 32, 19. There was nothing 

else to give us context to what the numbers meant. The 
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information was absolutely useless. Octavia was looking 

out the windows of the room. 

“Ah shit, it’s opening!” Octavia shouted. 

“Run!” I shouted back. 

We ran out of the room and through the door. We 

didn’t have much time to be on the platform before we 

would be noticed. The loud roar of the vehicles began to 

echo off the walls. The headlights of one of them hit 

directly behind us. It made us move faster. We went back 

into the first room and made sure to put ourselves out of 

sight of the windows. 

My heart raced. I could feel that Octavia’s was too. 

This mission was becoming too risky. There was so many 

chances for us to be caught. I held onto her, hoping it 

wouldn’t be the last time. As I looked around the room 

again, I noticed a door that we must have missed the first 
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time. We were going so fast, that even though we thought 

we were being thorough, we obviously we not.  

“Octavia, there’s a door over there on the back of 

the wall,” I said. 

“We have to go through it, it’s our only option,” 

Octavia replied.  

We crawled along the floor slowly. We made as 

little noise as possible. We could hear the beeping of the 

garage door closing. The sound of the engines ended one 

by one. I could hear the metal clanking of boots against the 

stairway. We had to act fast. I reached up for the door as I 

heard the front door handle make a rattling sound. 

A man dressed in a green suit and a black hat 

entered the room. We could open the door just as he 

entered. Another narrow escape. The door led to a hallway. 

It seemed almost every door here led to a hallway at some 

point. The hallway had no doors on the side of it. It only 
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had one at the end of it. It looked so far away. At least we 

wouldn’t risk being caught by something coming from the 

side of us.  

We ran as fast as we could. We didn’t know if the 

man in the green suit’s destination was the command room 

or the hallway. We didn’t have time to guess. We reached 

the doorway. We opened it. Inside was a set of stairs. The 

only option we had was to climb them. The stairs were 

narrow and had no rails. There were about twenty steps 

until it would curve right and began another climb. We did 

this forever. There were no doors to any floors. About an 

hour had passed. 

Octavia and I were growing weak from the climb. 

The sweat poured down from her head as it rained down on 

the stairs. I was breathing heavy.  

“Does this ever end?” Octavia asked. 
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“At least if anything is chasing us, it will have to 

climb for an hour,” I said. 

“Maybe it will die from exhaustion,” Octavia said. 

We laughed for the first time in a while. We 

continued to climb not knowing how much longer we 

would do so. In the future world, it was obvious that one 

could not judge the height of a building based on its looks. 

We reached another flat curve, but this time there were no 

more stairs, just a door with the numbers 349 on it. 

“349, that must have been a floor number,” Octavia 

said. 

“But I wonder what the other numbers are for,” I 

said. 

“Do you remember them? She asked. 

“Yes, 39, 36, 69,” I said. 
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“Wrong! Good thing I wrote them down,” Octavia 

said. 

Octavia was a very smart woman. I didn’t know 

how many times she had already saved my life, or how 

many more she would. We approached the door. It had a 

glass window on it that allowed us to look inside. We 

couldn’t see much, but we did see that there were more 

rooms up here. We would have to check every one of them 

to see if there was anything that explained what kind of evil 

plan was taking place.  

We opened the door and a large gust of wind caught 

the door and swept it away from us. It made a large 

crashing noise as it dented the wall. We worried that 

someone might have heard us, but thankfully the floor was 

empty. The wind didn’t make any sense because the entire 

floor was enclosed, making it impossible. We grabbed the 

door and closed it. We looked at what was before us. 
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The floor housed about twenty rooms. We would 

have to go through all of them. We couldn’t risk someone 

coming up the stairs and catching us, so we barricaded the 

door with some of the large debris that was in the hallway. 

With our security in place, we started looking in the first 

room. We knew all the answers we wanted were 

somewhere on this floor. 
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Chapter 13: Floor 394 

There were twenty rooms for us to individually go 

through. The door was secure, so we went into the first 

room. The door was white and tall, there were no windows 

for us to look through. We grabbed the handle, but the door 

wouldn’t open. 

“We’re going to have to kick it in, babe,” I said. 

“Let’s do it,” Octavia said. 

We stepped back and with all of our force kicked 

the door in. We stepped inside. We looked around the room 

to see what there was. There was a small brown wooden 

desk with an old looking swivel chair underneath it. A lamp 

sat on top. There was a filing cabinet behind the desk along 

with a book shelf.  

“Octavia, take the bookshelf, I’ll take the filing 

cabinet,” I said. 

“Got it,” she replied. 
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I looked through the bookshelf. There were all the 

classic literature books. There was Nietzsche, Kant, Marx, 

and Descartes.  Whoever owned this office liked to read 

classic works. Behind the books I find a folder. It was 

labeled as classified. I grabbed it. 

“Octavia, got anything?” I asked. 

“Yes, I’ve found a classified folder and nothing 

else,” she replied. 

“I have the same. Let’s sit them on the desk and 

open them up,” I said. 

I opened the first one. There was a photograph of a 

person. Under the photograph was a description of that 

person. 

“Eleanor LASTNAME. Place of Birth: Bradenton, 

Florida. Age: 28. Died: 2041. Spouse: Benji LASTNAME. 

Mission: Eleanor must be removed from Benji by any 

means necessary. Once that occurs, she can be disposed of. 
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This is the most important part of the mission. Fail this and 

fail it all.”  

“Wow! What the hell?” Octavia asked. 

“Died in 2041? Dispose of her?” I said. 

“We have to find more,” Octavia said. 

“Open yours,” I said. 

Octavia opened her file. It was laid out in the same 

way, but this time it was a different person. 

“Malachi LASTNAME. Place of Birth: Youngstown, 

Ohio. Age: 31. Died: 2066. Significant Other: Octavia 

Goddard. Mission: Remove Malachi from Octavia by any 

means necessary. This is the most important part of the 

mission. Fail this and fail it all.” 

“The same thing. What does it mean?” I asked. 

“Maybe we were forced together,” Octavia said. 

“I hope not,” I said. 
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“It wouldn’t mean anything to me, baby. Even if we 

were, everything I feel for you is very real,” She said. 

“Let’s go to the next room,” I said. 

We left through the empty space in the wall where 

the door used to be. The next room was close to the one we 

had just left. We tried the handle and this room was 

unlocked. We went in. It looked like the room we left, but 

there were pictures of the office owner and her family on 

the wall. They looked happy, but if they were planning 

something sinister, there was no way they really were. 

There was also a bookshelf and a filing cabinet. 

“Octavia, same thing here. You check the cabinet, 

I’ll check the bookshelf,” I said. 

On the bookshelf there were no books. Just a 

classified file. I opened it up. 

This one read: “Kyran LASTNAME. Place of Birth: 

Indianapolis, Indiana. Age: 30. Died: 2042. Significant 
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Other: Amelia Eckhart. Mission: Kyran is only here as 

collateral. He needs to be taken out once Mission 131 is 

complete. He is irrelevant to the success of the mission.” 

Someone had murdered Kyran. Only because he 

was not important in the mission. We had to find out what 

the mission was. Octavia found another file inside the filing 

cabinet. 

“Amelia Eckhart. Place of Birth: New York City, 

New York. Age 29. Died: 2019. Significant Other: Kyran 

LASTNAME. Mission: Amelia is only here as collateral. 

She needs to be eliminated once Mission 131 is complete. 

She is irrelevant to the success of the mission.” 

Both had been murdered. There was really no 

reason for our friends to die. We had to find out who had 

done this to them. There was nothing else in the room for 

us to look for, so we went to the next room. It was right 

next to the room we had just left. This room looked exactly 
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the same. It was becoming hard to know how many rooms 

we had checked. There was a bookshelf and a filing 

cabinet. Boring. 

I once again found a classified file on the bookshelf. 

It was sealed. No one had looked at it yet. I knew based on 

the pattern, who were going to be in these files. I didn’t 

know if I wanted them to be open. We had to know though. 

If we knew, then maybe we could fight against it.  

I opened up the file. It read: “Benji LASTNAME. 

Place of Birth: Indianapolis, Indiana. Age 30. Died: 2079. 

Wife: Eleanor LASTNAME. Mission: Separate Benji from 

his wife. Make him fall in love with Octavia. Be sure he 

impregnates her. Once Mission 131 is complete, be sure 

that Benji takes the subject to the hospital. Once the drop is 

made, Mission X will be complete. Promptly dispose of 

Benji.” 
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Octavia had read her file. She looked at me 

shocked. We both knew that we had completed Mission 

131 and Mission X, whatever they may have entailed. We 

were at a very high risk of being killed. Octavia read me 

her file. 

“Octavia Goddard. Place of Birth: Chicago, 

Illinois. Age: 29. Died 2079. Mission: Separate Octavia 

from Malachi. Make sure she falls in love with Benji. Be 

sure she is impregnated by him. Once Mission 131 is 

complete, be sure Octavia takes the subject to the hospital. 

Once the drop is made, Mission X will be complete. 

Promptly dispose of Octavia.” 

“We are both supposed to be dead now,” Octavia 

said. 

“Is Mission 131 the birth of Xander?” I asked. 

“And Mission X is the delivery of him to the 

hospital?” She responded. 
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“We have to go back to the hospital and find our 

baby!” I said. 

“First let’s check the other rooms, there was more 

numbers on the blueprint screen,” Octavia said. 

“There was. Let’s get to it,” I said. 

We checked the next room. There was the same 

boring setup with a desk, a bookshelf, and a filing cabinet. 

There were no files. We exited the room and went to the 

next. Nothing. The rest of the rooms except one contained 

nothing. We were having doubts about the last numbers 

having any meaning. We reached the final room. 

This room was different. It must have been an 

executive office because it was much larger. It had a sofa 

and coffee table. In front of the coffee table was a large 

screen. To the right of this was a large desk, positioned 

away from the wall. Behind the desk was a large painting. 
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It was of a man. The man was dressed in clothes very 

similar to that of 2015. 

He was in a suit. The suit was black, and he wore a 

red tie. The man looked eerily like Octavia. He had her 

eyes and he had her nose.  

“Benji, that man looks a lot like you,” Octavia said.  

“That’s strange, because I thought he looked a lot 

like you,” I replied. 

Underneath the large painting was a safe. It had a 

combination lock. It dared us to open it. Octavia pulled out 

the numbers she had written down. 

“Are you ready?” She asked. 

“Ready as I’ll ever be,” I responded. 

Octavia turned the dial to the left. Then the right. 

Finally, to the left again. It didn’t open.  
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“Maybe you got the combination wrong, try again!” 

I said. 

She did again. She turned the dial to the left. Back 

to the right and again to the left. The safe made a small 

metal popping sound. It was open. Were we about to find 

out all the answers? Were we going to know why we were 

brought here? I couldn’t wait. 

Inside the safe was an envelope. It had writing on 

the front, it read: Master Plan. Do not open unless you have 

the highest clearance.  We didn’t have any clearance, but 

we were opening that envelope. We were already marked 

for death, what could happen that would be worse than 

that? 

We opened the envelope. It was a four-page 

document. The title was: How to save the world. We read 

further and reached the body of the text.  
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“To save the world, you must end the world. The 

mission here is simple: Retrieve Benji and Octavia from 

2015. Make them give birth to Xander earlier than they did. 

When Xander reaches the proper age, make sure that 

Mission 132 is complete. Only then can the world be a 

complete and harmonious place. Rid the earth of its 

toxins.” 

 The document went on longer, but mostly 

contained names and sources of over bodies of work. We 

sat the file down and tried to decipher what it all meant.  

“What is Mission 132?” Octavia asked. 

“I don’t know, but Xander keeps being mentioned 

in very odd ways,” I said. 

“Rid the earth of its toxins? What’s that mean?” 

Octavia asked. 

“I don’t know, but we have to get back to the 

hospital. I feel like the rest of the answers are there,” I said. 
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We left the floor and went back down the stairs that 

never seemed to end. We went into the hallway and headed 

for the command room. We were careful not to make too 

much noise because we weren’t sure who was watching. 

We put our backs against the wall outside of the room. I 

peeked my head through the glass. There was a man in the 

room. 

He was looking at the blueprint screen. On it were 

designs for what looked like a weapon. I could barely make 

out what was written underneath it. It said something about 

a nuclear reactor. The man looked in our direction. We 

thought we were in trouble. He would ask no questions as 

he took our lives. Luckily, he was only looking at his desk. 

We were running out of time, so we had to do something. 

“Octavia, we have to take out the commander,” I 

said. 
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“How do we know what’s going on in the 

warehouse?” She asked. 

“We don’t. We will have to take this one step at a 

time,” I responded. 

“I’m ready,” Octavia said. 

We pushed in the door and ran as fast as we could 

to the commander. We knocked him out with only a punch 

in the neck. He may had been trained, but he hadn’t trained 

for the element of surprise. His belt contained rope, so we 

tied him up. He would soon wake up and try to call for 

help. We had to see what was going on inside the 

warehouse. 

We crawled over to the window and looked out. It 

looked empty. The red light shined onto an empty floor. All 

the weapons and all the vehicles had been removed. The 

war they were fighting had already begun. We quickly ran 

down the metal platform and stairs. We walked across the 
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endless concrete of warehouse floor. The smell of gasoline 

and people still filled the air. 

We found a smaller door next to the large garage 

door to exit out of. We were now standing facing the tall 

stone walls. We had to decide whether to find another way 

or just casually stroll out the front like we owned the place.  

We remembered that the climb over the wall was 

impossible. It would surely end in death. We couldn’t die 

without having answers. We walked towards the entrance. 

There was no one around. The place was bare of people. 

We slowly walked to the gate, making sure there was no 

one guarding it. There wasn’t. We just walked out. 

We walked past the hole where Malachi and 

Eleanor now lived. We went deep into the forest. The forest 

hadn’t changed, it still felt aggressive. We found the dirt 

road. In the distance we could see the hospital. We walked 

to it. 
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We could see the creatures inside, but we had no 

choice but to enter. Once inside, the creatures seemed to 

welcome our return. They were still very frightening, but I 

could tell they were happy to see us come back. We had to 

find Alice and Xander. We hoped that she still had him. 

She was only a toddler herself, but she was smart. She also 

seemed to be sure that Xander would be her husband. 

We walked up to the receptionist’s desk. She now 

took the form of one of the creatures. 

“We always knew you’d come back. Follow me,” 

The receptionist said. 

She once again took us to the elevator. It climbed 

forever until it reached floor 1661. When we got off, we 

ran to room 1666. We busted through the door and hoped 

our baby would be safe in his crib. When we entered, the 

crib was gone. A young man in a leather jacket and white 

T-shirt was sitting in a chair. He had his leg left leg 

 459 

propped up on his right. There was a cigarette hanging 

from his mouth. Next to him was a woman.  

The woman wore a short miniskirt and had long 

blond hair. She sat next to the man and held on to him. She 

gave us a nasty smirk as we made eye contact with them. 

“Who are you? Where the fuck is my son?” I 

screamed 

“I have no idea what you’re talking about old man,” 

the boy responded. 

“My son, Xander. We left him here with a little girl 

just a few days ago. Now, where the fuck is he?” I 

demanded. 

“I am Xander,” the young man responded. 
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Chapter 14: Savior 

“What do you mean you’re Xander?” I asked. 

“I am Xander, savior of mankind. Leader of the new 

world. I have many titles,” the man said. 

“You are not my son. He was an infant three days 

ago,” I said. 

“That’s funny. So was I,” Xander responded. 

“No. That’s impossible,” Octavia said. 

“Don’t believe me, mom?” Xander said. 

“Don’t fucking call me that,” Octavia said. 

“Well, I know that you must have seen my birth 

mark. If I told you were that was, would you believe me?” 

Xander asked. 

“He has been here for three days. Surely you would 

have seen that if you picked him up,” Octavia said. 
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“Okay, you don’t believe me. I can prove it in time. 

What if I told you I had all the answers you seek, and I can 

answer them right now?” Xander said. 

“Well, we would listen, but we won’t just assume 

you are our son,” I said. 

We were finally going to find out all of the answers 

that we wanted to know. He said he was our son, but we 

doubted that. It would be impossible for an infant to 

become a young adult in a matter of days. We had no 

choice but to listen to what the man claiming to be our son 

had to say. 

“I am Xander, savior of mankind, as you have 

named me. I was originally born in 2029. You two were my 

parents,” Xander said. 

“That is impossible. Octavia and I weren’t even 

together in the past. I was married to Eleanor,” I said. 
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“Well, apparently you two divorced. You met 

Octavia in 2026, married, and gave birth to me,” Xander 

said. 

“So, why are we here?” I asked. 

“When I grew up in the original timeline, I guess I 

created a plan that would greatly enrich the human 

existence,” Xander said.  

“You guess?” Octavia asked. 

“I say I guess because that is what Alice has told 

me. She has shown me pictures of myself from that era. I 

believe her,” Xander said. 

“Okay, so what was your plan?” Octavia asked. 

“Apparently, I devised a plan to maximize human 

potential. It required total destruction of most people on 

earth,” Xander said. 

“Why didn’t you do it in the past?” I asked. 
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“My ideas were too radical. The world was heavily 

populated, and people wouldn’t agree to sacrifice 

themselves,” Xander said. 

“I couldn’t imagine many would,” I said. 

“Alice said that the earth was once heavily 

populated in 2386 too. The bomb we dropped on 2015 

solved that problem though,” Xander said.  

“Bomb?” I asked. 

“Yes. The people of the future saved me, by 

bringing you to the future. They then went back and 

dropped a nuclear bomb that destroyed the rest of the 

world,” Xander said. 

“Where did all of the other people in 2386 come 

from then?” I asked. 

“They were in a fallout shelter. They were selected 

based on how likely they were to contribute to the greater 

good of society. They had very strict criteria to meet. They 
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were left with very specific instructions on what to do until 

2386,” Xander said. 

“You killed everyone?” I asked. 

“Yes, everyone that deserved it,” Alice chimed in. 

“Deserved it how?” I asked. 

“The world was being mistreated. Pollution, 

overpopulation, greed. This was the only way to solve the 

problems,” Alice said.  

“I think we should take a short break while you 

process what we’ve discussed so far,” Xander said. 

Xander left the room. Octavia and I sat there unable 

to understand what the purpose of this supposed plan was. 

They ended the world just to start over again? They brought 

our group to the future only so that Xavier could be born? 

Xavier was an evil eugenic? It did make more sense than 

anything else we had heard. I still didn’t want to believe it. 
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Xander would need to make a very compelling argument to 

totally convince me. 

I looked at Octavia. She seemed devastated. Her son 

had betrayed us. She had given birth to the evilest of evil. 

There could be nothing worse than a man with an ego large 

enough to say he knows what the world needs, and then act 

on it. 

“Octavia, are you all right babe?” I asked. 

“No, Benji, I feel sick,” She replied. 

I wanted to hold her, but I knew she needed some 

space. I began to feel a strong pressure on my forehead 

again. This time it was stronger and more painful. It 

seriously felt like something was digging its way into my 

skull. I passed out. I awoke to a blur. 

I was again in a small room. Two blurry figures in 

white coats stood in front of me. One was holding what 
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looked like some sort of machine. I could faintly make out 

what they were saying. 

“Should we stop?” One voice said. 

“Yes, he needs more time,” the other voice said. 

“We will finish tomorrow,” the first voice said. 

I woke up in Octavia’s arms. She was crying. She 

held onto me tightly and I could feel her body trembling. 

This was too much for her. It was too much for me. I didn’t 

know how this would all end. Xander seemed to be 

friendly, so maybe we wouldn’t die. But maybe we would. 

Xander reentered the room. He had a pitcher of water. We 

all drank a glass. 

“Joanna and Ben were also a part of our group. 

They, along with Alice, are what really brought this whole 

thing together,” Xander said. 

“So, your mission was a success?” I asked. 
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“Yes, we only have a few more tasks to complete 

and we would be able to say we succeeded,” Xander said. 

“What was all the military equipment for?” I asked. 

“To accomplish the task of ending humanity so that 

it could be recreated in the better vision,” Xander said. 

“So now that you have succeeded, what’s next?” 

Octavia asked. 

“You guys should come with me, I’ll show you 

around,” Xander said. 

We walked from floor 166 out onto the dirt road. It 

seemed that floor 166 never existed. What its point was 

would never be answered. We walked to the edge of the 

forest and Xander pointed out to it. 

“See this forest? If we allowed the original society 

to continue, this would all be gone and ruined buildings 

would be placed on top of it. Ruins as far as the eye could 

see. Original society never learned to reuse what they 
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destroyed. That is how I came up with my idea. Destroy it 

all once, so that it will never be destroyed again,” Xander 

said. 

“But you took so many lives,” I said. 

“It was the only way,” Xander replied. 

We walked down the dirt path and eventually came 

to a window. In the window their were two people. They 

seemed very happy as they strolled through bright scenery 

filled with large trees and gardens. Xander pointed through 

the window. 

“See those people in there?” Xander asked. 

“Yes,” I responded. 

“They are in what we call limbo. We can kill 

people, but their bodies and souls continue to live on here. 

We can watch them for the rest of eternity if we wanted. Of 

course we won’t be doing that,” Xander said. 
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“Hey, that looks like Malachi and Eleanor,” I said. 

“Indeed it is,” Xander responded. 

“But why did you kill them?” I asked. 

“I was only following orders,” Xander said. 

“But you wrote the plans, you fucking dumbass,” 

Octavia said. 

“Hey now, don’t be getting lippy with me,” Xander 

said. 

Xander motioned for us to follow him. We veered 

off into the forest. It grew dark and the sky began to pour 

rain over us. We walked for a while and stopped in a small 

clear spot. Xander motioned for us to stop and then walked 

a few steps ahead. He turned and faced us. 

“Get on your knees,” Xander said. 

“Fucking what?” I asked. 
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“I said, get on your fucking knees! Now! Move!” 

Xander said. 

We did what he asked us. We had our knees firmly 

planted in the cold wet ground.  

“This will only hurt a little,” Xander said. 

“What will?” I asked. 

Xander didn’t respond. He reached into his long 

black jacket and pulled out a small gun. He pointed it at us. 

I looked deeply into Octavia’s eyes knowing very well that 

it was the last time. She told me that she loved me and 

would see me on the other side. I knew I would never see 

her again. I knew I would cease to exist, there was no after 

life. 

Xander pulled the trigger. The gun popped, the 

smoke billowed out of the chamber. The bullet flew 

directly for my forehead. I felt it pierce my skin. I felt the 

warmth of the rotation as it sped through my skull. The 
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bullet reached my brain and tore out my memory. It then 

proceeded to destroy my identity. Then it destroyed me. I 

saw only blackness. 

Then I woke up. The two men who were talking 

when I passed out were looking at me. In their hands they 

held a hammer and what looked like a chisel. I looked 

around and saw a small operating room. Where was I, 

better yet, who was I? I couldn’t remember anything, but 

felt like I knew something. 

I vaguely remembered a beautiful woman and some 

otherworldly place we were both in. I couldn’t remember. 

The men pulled me from the chair I was in and told me that 

I was better now. As they walked me out I saw a sign that 

said: State Asylum. Apparently whatever was wrong with 

me was gone. The woman and place I vaguely remembered 

must have been a part of my sickness. I was cured. 
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As the men walked me to my room I looked at my 

surroundings. I noticed an odd little man sitting at a desk 

full of screens. I saw this through a small doorway with a 

small window. The little man looked my way, smirked, and 

then slowly pulled the window shades down. What a 

strange little man. 

The End 
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