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Dedication

 


To YOU, dear reader.

Thank you for loving my twisted
mind.


Prologue

 


“You are going to be the
strongest, most perfect specimen in all existence. You will be the
revolution the world needs. It all begins with you.”

Peter Maddox slid his finger across
the holograph panel in front of him, flicking through the myriad of
DNA samples at his disposal.

“Now which
one?”

He had in his mind an image of what
his next child would look like, what her attributes would be. But
he wanted her DNA to be of absolute perfection. After his
first-born had disappointed him, his first unenhanced child,
Peter knew his next child had to be stronger. The child he was
creating had to be special. It had to be unique.

Braydon had done nothing but
disappoint him of late, going behind his back, and falling in love
with his rival’s daughter. Peter only blamed himself for Braydon’s
mistakes, though.

I knew I should have given him
something, Peter said to himself repeatedly when the
frustration grew to be too much,
and his son was getting on his nerves.

He had tried to recruit Braydon to
work for him. It was his wish in the beginning—before everything
changed—for Braydon to carry on his life’s work. But Braydon had
other ideas.

He thought his father’s work went
against nature. He thought it was wrong.
Unnatural.

Peter ignored him. No, his work was
genius. His work would change the
world and the future. His work would be revolutionary.

“Ah, here we are.” Peter
selected the Great White Shark specimen from his digital database
and hit the inject button. On the monitor to his left was a blown
up image of a human embryo that had not yet begun to split. He had
been able to slow down the cells enough so he could carry out the
next stage of his plan—to inject the embryo with the DNA from
animals. With the right mixture of species, he would be able to
create the perfect specimen.

And in time, his plan was to clone his
perfect specimen, his own child so there was enough to re-populate
the world.

In this point in time, humanity had
already doomed itself in Peter’s eyes. It was only a matter of time
before the weak human species began to die out. This was why he had
to act now. He had to act fast. He had to save the world from its
own destruction.

He injected the cells from the Great
White Shark into the embryo of his child, his daughter, because it
was the strongest predator on earth in his eyes. He loved the way
the shark hunted. Next, he selected his second choice—the Cheetah.
He pressed inject and inserted the cells of the fastest land
dwelling animal into the embryo of his second child. He then
wheeled his computer chair back so he could admire his handy
work.

“You are going to be
unstoppable in and out of the water, my dear.” Peter finished the
injections and packed up the embryo so he could soon insert it into
his wife’s womb.

When the embryo was safely contained
in a cryogenic tank, he pulled out another embryo from the cooler.
He turned his attention back to the holograph screen where he
started the process all over again.

“Your only downfall will
be the partner I am about to create for you. He will be your
strength and your weakness. Your one true match. I didn’t
want to do this, but the future of mankind rests in your hands,
Pymberley,” said Peter. With a
sigh, he glanced at the cryo-tank sitting behind him on the desk.
Then had turned to create his second perfect specimen.

“Time to meet your
match.”

 


 



Chapter One

 


Pym

 


My father had no idea what
was coming.

Or maybe he did. I wasn’t
sure. I could see nothing but blind rage. And Rush.

No, not me. The monster
inside me could see red. She was angry at what these people had
done to her mate.

I had no idea what I was becoming.
All I knew was anger and strength. I was strong. I had never felt this
strong.

“Pymberley, calm down now.”

My head snapped toward the
voice. I knew that voice. It was the voice of the man who created
me. The man who separated me from my mate.

“Pymberley, this isn’t you.”

I spun and faced the other
person in the room.

“You have no idea who I
am.” I walked toward Logan, and he walked backward with his arms up
in front. I backed him into a wall. I was close enough to see the
whites of his eyes and the fear behind them. Then I turned and ran
toward my mate, toward Rush, whom they had taken from me. I put my
hand against the glass and gazed up at his motionless body floating
in the greenish-blue liquid.

“Rush,” I whispered. “What
have they done to you?”

 


“What have they done to
you?”

“Rush?

“What have they done to
you?”

Voices.

Voices circled around me. I wasn’t
sure who they belonged to. I only knew my father had tried to kill
me. He tried to kill his eldest daughter because she knew too much.
He’d tried to kill his daughter’s mate because he was in the way
and had ruined everything.

All I knew were thoughts. I didn’t
know if I was human or beast.

Where am I? What am
I?

Something slid against me. Something
was grabbing me and touching me. I tried to shove it off, but they
only grabbed me harder. It was then I heard his voice.

His soft words were as familiar as my
own.

“Pym, it’s okay. Open your
eyes.”

“Rush?” I
murmured.

“Yes. It’s me. Open your
eyes for me. Please.”

I struggled to open my eyes, but I
wanted to so badly. I wanted to see his face.

“Come on, Pym. We have to
get out of here.”

We have to get out of
here.

That was enough to get me going. It
was as if the mere instinct of survival awakened within me. My eyes
snapped open, and I looked into the face of my mate.

“Rush?”

“Yeah,” he said smiling.
“Come on. We have to get out of here. It won’t be long before they
find out we’re still alive.” He began to tug at my hand and kicking
with his feet.

“Wait,” I said as I tugged
my hand away. I glanced around,
and a weird feeling came over me. It looked as if we were
under water, but we could still
talk and breathe as if we were on land. I moved my hand through
the space. Water shifted over my
skin, my fingers finding the tiniest bit of resistance.

“What in the
world?”

“I know. It’s strange. But
we can’t stay here and think about it. We have to go.” I swam after
Rush as he kicked toward the chute we had obviously both come down.
There was no other exit I could see.

 


 



Chapter Two

 


Rush

 


“What have they done to
you, Rush? What have they done?”

 


Her words rebounded off my skull with
every inch I climbed the slippery chute toward freedom. I
practically felt Pym’s desperation the moment she hit the water in
the tank where I was being kept. She was a fighter, and I knew,
without a doubt, she could do
this. We could do this. We could get out of here and fight Maddox
and Logan—we could fight for our freedom. Couldn’t we? I had no
idea what lay at the top of the metal slide, but we had to be
prepared. And with the changes in our bodies now taking effect, I knew we had a chance.

Pym slipped, and I caught her. She twisted around and met my
gaze, and I smiled.

“It’s okay. You can do
this. Keep going. I’m right here.”

“I have to kill them,
Rush.”

And there it was.

Those were the words I had been
dreading. But I knew they were coming. And I had to admit they were
the truth. The time had come to admit we were in danger, and this
was the only way to escape.

“I know. Come on. Let’s
just get out of here first.”

The slide was slick with the goo that
had coated us. It was near impossible to climb, but with the
alterations Maddox had made to both our bodies, it wasn’t hard.
Pym’s claws elongated and dug into the rivets of the slide, and she
pulled herself up. I let out my own claws so I could do the
same.

Another thing that was difficult to
admit was the fact that Pym was now turning into a shark too. I
wondered what had triggered the change. For me, it was fear and the fight for survival. I figured it
was the same for Pym. Light began to filter down the dark slide
from the top, so we knew we were close. It would have been hard for
us to see anything in the slide if not for our genetically modified
senses.

I couldn’t hear any voices coming from
above either. Even if Maddox and Logan were no longer there, we
still had to be on guard. I had no idea what chaos we had unleashed
above ground.

“I can’t hear them, Rush,”
Pym whispered.

“I know. That doesn’t mean
they’re not around. We have to be careful.”

We finally reached the top of the
slide.

Pym peeked out and then gingerly slid
out. I followed close behind. I called upon my shark-self because
it was the only weapon I had.

“I need to find another
weapon. They took my gun.” When I slid out of the slide and onto my
two human legs, I glanced around the small clinical
room.

And I was right—Maddox and Logan were
gone now, but they probably weren’t far. I took Pym’s hand, and we crept toward the door.

 


 



Chapter Three

 


Rush

 


“Rush?” Pym’s voice was
weak and croaky like she had been
unconscious for a while. Technically, she had.

“Yeah?” The door was
unlocked thankfully. Claws at the ready, I pulled it open and
prepared myself for an ambush. But there was no one around. We came
out into a dark stairwell lit only with dim blue solar powered
lights at even intervals.

“Logan and my father said
you’d been poisoned. Is that what this goo is covering
us?”

“No. I’m pretty sure this
stuff is used to cleanse us, like a kind of antiseptic. It smells
generic. Manufactured.” A wet, suction sound filled the hollow
stairwell. I glanced back at Pym,
and she was trying to pull the gel off herself, but she wasn’t
getting very far. The gel didn’t break apart. It reformed and fell
back against her body in a thin film.

“We’ll find a place to
shower. But first, we need to get out of here.”

I had no idea which way to go because
I was unconscious when Logan and Maddox brought me into the room
with the hyperbaric chamber and the immersion tank. So I decided to
go up because there was more chance we would be heading toward the
surface. We passed a door, and Pym stopped.

“Wait. We need to go in
here.” I turned toward her and… holy smokes. The light surrounding
the door silhouetted her body and showed off all Pym’s curves in
all the right places. She had on her special body suit, which
didn’t leave a lot to the imagination. I swallowed. Get a grip,
Rush. I couldn’t be thinking like this now. This was a life or
death situation. I had to get us out of here, not gawk at my
girlfriend’s body. There would be time for all the gawking in the
world when we were safe. Pym glanced back at me, and the ghost of a
smile twitched at her lips. Crap. Did she know what I’d been
thinking?

“Come on, Shark
boy.”

She totally knew.

She pressed her hand against the door,
twisted the handle, and it opened with a hydraulic whoosh.
When we stepped into the room, I couldn’t believe my eyes. There
were hundreds of blueprints and sketches papering the walls. Most
of which were of half human-half animal mutations.

“What the hell is this
place?”

“It’s Logan’s bedroom and
office. I just need to get something.” Pym ran over to a large
wooden desk. Leaning over it, she
ripped a letter-sized sheet of
paper off the wall behind. As she leaned on the desk, though,
something beeped, and a bright light shot out of a dark orb on top
of the desk.

“Watch out!” I grabbed Pym
and pulled her away. We watched as the light shot up the wall and
settled. It then began to play a video.

Cheerful, uplifting orchestral music
filled the space. An image of a green island appeared. It was
covered in all species of plant life and animals. People also
inhabited the utopia.

“This is what life used
to look like on Ozaria,” the narrator said. Pym gripped my arm
tight, her animal-like claws cutting into my arm, drawing blood.
But I didn’t take my eyes away from the holograph.

“Until 30 years ago, at
least. The inhabitants ruined their environment. They overfished
the oceans. They over consumed the food and resources and
discarded non-biodegradable waste into the landfill. Animals began
dying, and the
earth began to heat up. People did this.

In an effort to make them pay for
their sins, toxic gasses and poisons were introduced to the environment,
and only the strongest survived. Those who did survive were sent to
live in sustainable communities underground and on the ocean until
the time came for them to return to Ozaria. We believe today is the
time.”

I stared slack-jawed and motionless.
The holograph ended and the light disappeared back inside the dark
orb.

“That still doesn’t
explain the experiments my father carried out,” Pym said. “What the
hell is this video? Some damn propaganda movie?”

“I don’t know, but we
should get out of here. Who knows where
Logan—” As if I’d just said the magic word, another door opened and
Logan’s blond head appeared. Before he could look up, Pym
grabbed the holo-orb and pulled me back inside the door we had come
out of.

“Holy crap. That was
close.”

“You’re telling me. Come
on. I think there’s another way out of here. When I came here
earlier with Logan, I saw another set of stairs going
down.”

It made sense. The holograph mentioned
a community underground. Could it be true? Could there really be
more civilizations like Aqua out there? There was so much we didn’t
know about our world. This was only the tip of the iceberg. I
followed Pym down the winding metal staircase. Round and round,
down and down we went. I heard a loud bang coming from above, so I picked up my pace.

“Hurry!”

The stairs finally ended at two doors.
They were similar to the others above, but one looked heavier, and
I could feel cool air coming from underneath.

“This one,” I suggested
and spun the wheel. The wheel kept turning and turning as more
bangs came from above. What sounded like
heavy boots on metal echoed from above.

“They’re coming. Hurry,”
Pym said. I kept spinning the wheel, but it felt like I wasn’t
getting anywhere.

A bullet ricocheted off the wall
beside us. Pym screamed.

“There’s nowhere to go,
guys. Surrender now.” Logan descended the final bend of the stairs.
He was wearing a neatly pressed navy blue military suit and his
boots were extremely shiny—I could see Logan’s face reflected in
the leather. He looked like he had just come from a
meeting.

Pym squared her shoulders and walked
toward him. She plastered a fake smile on her face, and Logan
stilled. He went perfectly mannequin still. I almost laughed. Oh,
my God. I couldn’t believe it. He was scared of her. Logan
Greenfeld was actually scared of Pym Maddox.

 


 



Chapter Four

 


Pym

 


The look on Logan’s face was
priceless—earlier, in that macabre theatre room, and now, at the base of the stairs. I
remembered that look of fear clearly, and now I planned to use it
to my advantage.

“Hello, Logan,” I said as
I walked toward him with confidence in my step. I swayed my hips
for extra effect. His eyes widened, and he licked his lips like a
wolf staring down its prey. Even though he was scared of me, he
held his ground.

He chuckled. “Pym, look at you. Your
father created a masterpiece.”

I cocked my head to the side. “A
masterpiece? A minute ago, you called me a freak.”

“That’s because I
underestimated what your father had created. Now, I am learning to
appreciate all his projects.”

“What do you mean by
all his projects?” Rush asked, stepping forward. “Are there
more people like us?”

Logan laughed again manically. “Oh,
what you know is only the beginning. You couldn’t even imagine how
far General Maddox’s experiments extend. There is much, much more
to this.” Logan stepped forward,
and Rush readied himself, clenching his fists.

Logan didn’t nod or shake his head to
give us an answer. Instead, he changed the subject.

“Come with me, and I’ll
show you. You don’t have to fight me.” He came closer, holding out
his hand as if I was a frightened dog. Don’t people know that’s the
worst thing you can do?

“Trust me,” he
whispered.

The human side of me, the stupid side
of me, would have listened. However, the monster side—she was done
listening and done
trusting.

“Nope, sorry. I lost all
trust in you when you threw Rush and me into that tank.” I twisted around and threw my weight
behind a roundhouse kick. I growled and lunged at Logan, throwing
him backward against the metal grated stairs. He landed heavily,
and I thought he had lost consciousness. He looked dazed. I didn’t
want to stick around long enough to find out.

“Rush, quick. Get the
door. Let’s go! Now!”

Rush lunged at the door, and with one
last twist of the handle, the heavy door cracked open, and we were
blinded by sunlight.

We jumped through, and as Rush was
pushing the door closed again, a hand snaked through the gap and
started pushing against it. I growled and threw all my weight
against the door until I heard bones break. Logan howled in pain
and pulled his hand back inside.

“Quick, Rush. Lock
it.”

After we had made sure the door was bolted shut from the outside, we took a quick look at our
surroundings.

“Where are we?” Rush
asked. His voice echoed in the dank space.

“We’re not outside, that’s
for sure.”

“Where did that light come
from?”

“I’m not sure, but we
should keep moving. That door isn’t going to hold Logan for long,
even if he is injured.” We began to walk through the underground
space. It seemed like a tunnel because the concrete curved down
deep underground, much like the tunnels underneath Aqua. Our
footsteps echoed with each step. As we rounded a bend, we walked
into a beam of sunlight streaming down from somewhere above. I ran
toward it and looked up.

“Well, it looks like we
found the source of that light.” Rush came to join me in the
sunbeam.

“I can see the sky,” he
said, sighing.

“Come on. There must be a
way out somewhere ahead.” I jogged around the next bend because I
wanted to get to the outside faster. I longed to feel the sun on my
skin, and even more, I longed to feel the cool caress of the ocean
currents. But we wouldn’t be swimming in these oceans for a while.
They were poisonous. We couldn’t use the ocean as an escape route.
The underground tunnel seemed to be snaking lower beneath the
ground, not rising up toward the sky.
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