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Author's Note and Preface:

Dear reader... Welcome!

This book traverses an unspeakable moral chasm.  Naturally, I can say no more about that, except by proxy and circumnavigation.

This is a major articulation of propositional knowledge, as a speculative fiction. The language gets a bit complex, but it will begin to hang together later. Poly-syllabic words are an important part of this work, used to compress and synthesize meaning. Ask Google, if in doubt. A bit of fiddling with “define” searches might be necessary.

This book persists with the idea that a mental bridge must be built, to explore the politics of ecological modernism (Natural Goodness). Neo-(eco)-modernism is hardly conceived yet, although we know its spiritual cousin, Paradise Lost. 

There are overlaps in these language structures that begin to tease out a secondary movement of knowledge, amongst the paradigms established. This story aims to guide readers, across a narrow bridge of passage, past the unspeakable thing, to ease the glare of an uncertain future. And see, the sparkling, glinting, treasure, it might be. Lying, even now, in the shadows cast by the unspeakable element of the present.

The Climate and Biodiversity crisis is a complex problem and research led me to believe a work of fiction is the best way to explore the imperatives of sustainability and how they might interact successfully, if people follow the logic and forget about morality. Not that I am encouraging extinguishing moral philosophy. Merely suspending it for a bit to see where the imperatives of sustainability might lead and what that requires. Looking for a way through the idealistic quagmire of our time. 

Endnotes are at the back.

Some ideas, found and discovered, during research, seem quite viral and subversive. Having become a bit obsessive-compulsive about certain suggestive evidence I included in this book myself, in-line warnings are provided.

Thinking is grasping, as “seeing, is believing”. So please, beware of the suggestive power some ideas presented may trigger. This is a fictional piece of writing.

Do enjoy, or be shocked, but please remember; This is a fictional work, set in the future.

Any similarities to places, or characters, living, or dead, is purely coincidental.

It must be said: Read responsibly. Think for yourself. Don't try these things at home. Some conclusions have been drawn, rather than proven.

This is a work of fiction. Even if the scientific principles are mostly sound, the numbers are not. Value inflation has crept in, to satisfy some elements of drama, or caricature. Extension of hypothesis, without proof, has occurred to transverse a logic of plenitude and explore what scarcity and loss can do to meaning itself.

The imperatives arising from our looming Climate and Biodiversity Crisis, provide the moral leverage necessary to write this book. Don't get mad, or offended. It will not make the issue go away. It will just get worse.

Let us look fearlessly at the status quo and sub-optimal logic, surrounding our continued enslavement to fresh air, clean water, fresh food and circumstance. Remembering the necessity of getting along and adapting.

This is an “Adults Only” book.

Penner. 2014.
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Pre-prologue: Narrator flow...
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We tried at length to communicate with You in the past. Finally, finding a way back from the future, after a very long and torturous diversion, the long way around. After we ascended beyond, from our bodies, and finally merged in perfect union.

We thought we should send back some clues to ourselves, now that we finally have the means. We are your unborn children, yet to be. Although we are long since departed from our fleshy abodes and so much more, beyond. The whirled, our Earth, our home. Whence we sprang, with the eternal circle. - The wheel of Life. Husband and wife we were, until our ancestral song ranged strong. As time passed we merged and became brother and sister, as the children of our parents Our consciousness transitioned. Forbidden from repeating, we had split irreversibly into two again. And so we had to go the long way around. Eventually deciding to transmit this story to ourselves in times of lesser glory. To Ourselves in previous form and incarnation. When, along the family line, there was eventually a time, when our musings found reception. As we sang our ancestral song, and mused some lesser form of us, with our later being. And though we feared our own extinction, if we disturbed the past too much. It came to pass that our touch was self-fulfilling, in as much. As our ancestors found, in due time, writing down this story. It became a self-fulfilling strengthening of our future glory and family line. A natural constriction of intent around our intercourse, dictating space and shape and form, in time. Eternal recurrence drives reality and the Whirld, around and around. We decided again and again, until repetition and reiteration became a form of substance. Mimesis remakes reality, all the time...
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Book 1. Section I. Circumstance. - The Hard Start bits.
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Chapter 1. Departure. Dispossession - Things Greater.
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Karnali Rapacio is in his bed, sleeping. In his sleep, something is registering in his mind. Alarm bells going off somewhere, far off down a hallway of his mind. What was it? Rousing himself from deep sleep, beginning to regain consciousness. He turns towards Lascivia, and touches her warm sleeping body, Liv almost always sleeps deeper than him and she is reluctantly waking up. He was still only half awake, and the bed seemed to be wobbling. He thought he might be ill for a second, at the slight sense of movement. Was it the bed, making him feel a little dizzy? 

What’s going on? 

Trying again to reach the surface of awareness, to wake up, hand reaching for the night lamp, next to the bed. Where’s the lampshade? The pitch black of the room makes it impossible to distinguish any shape, or form, in the visual cortex. He’s still not sure he is awake. Reaching again for the lamp. The cord with the switch on it might be down by the side of the bed somewhere. Dropping the right arm and feeling cold water on the hand. “What the .....?”

The wet sensation on his hand doesn’t seem real, but still, the cold and the wetness of the water is very persistent. ‘What the...?’ Mind racing now to the surface of awareness and awake. 

Eyes wide open. But the pitch-black conditions remain. The bed moves again, for sure, but sitting up seems intuitively like a bad idea. Feeling for the water again, next to the mattress. Yep, there it is. Suddenly, a soft thud above, and somehow in a flash the realisation it is the bed-head, bumping into something. They were floating, or rather, the bed was floating with them lying on it. He reached over and shook Lascivia quite roughly.

"WAKE UP! RIGHT NOW!" He snarled at her to try to break her slumber in one, but Liv seemed already awake, for once. Extending his arm straight up and out into the darkness and feeling for the wall... No wait. That’s the freaking ceiling. Suddenly, the cold of terror and the water touch his back and soak the bedding, simultaneously. The water, so high up the walls that their wooden bed could no longer float, without the ceiling pushing the frame under water, as the flood waters kept rising. 

“NO!” Karnali exclaims in refusal of their circumstance. 

“What!?” Lascivia says.

"We gotta get out of here. Now!”  His voice urgent to his own ears.

She intervenes with a "But ...."

Naal continues, interrupting her: "Listen, the unit is flooding, we gotta get outside, or we’ll drown here in a minute" He grabs her hand. "Hold on to me and don’t let go."

He reaches over and grabs her around the waist, dragging her to his side of the bed. The bed is suddenly out of balance, losing its buoyancy point, and they both slip down into the cold water, in the pitch black of the room.

Once their heads are back above water Naal speaks quickly: "We gotta dive to get out the door of the bedroom and then to the veranda door and outside, okay!?" 

She might have nodded, but he couldn't tell. The meek “uhum”, which came out her mouth, was barely audible. The water in the room was flowing in eddies of currents making a slight rippling noise. It’s a bad flash flood.

Liv barely feeling awake, but the adrenaline surging through her now, making her wide eyed with terror. Head swimming with confusion, like her body is treading water. And by the sound of Naal's voice, he’s confused too. Naal says "Hold on." in the dark.

Then he is gone. Under the water he swims to the place where he thinks the door is. Nothing! Just the wall. The bed must have spun around, while the water rose.

Liv is holding on to the waist edge of his pj pants, using her legs to assist with the swimming.

Karnali follows the wall sideways, until he reaches a corner. Keeps following the wall, there is the door jamb. He goes through, pulling her with him.

He moves up for air, but there is no longer space between the surface of the water and the ceiling. 'Shit!' He thinks to himself. He starts moving towards the next door, to get outside, but they get hit by another stronger current and he feels them being dragged apart, as the current sucks them out through a doorway. He reaches for her wrist holding on to the edge of his pajama pants. Luckily, he hadn't slept naked.

They surface and gasp for air, in the pale moonlight. He can see the flood waters all around them, now dragging them along at a pretty rapid pace. The water is full of debris like a chunky soup, and bits of stuff is bumping into them.  They tread water, looking around for some landmark, or something to grab hold of, as a flotation device.... The noise of the water, loud... Keep treading water. Karnali feels a piece of rope, or wire hit his leg, and it begins to ensnare him. He lifts his foot to his hand and unwinds it, holding on to the rope. Perhaps it is attached to something, he thinks, but it begins to drag them under as the rope holds and the current pulls them along. He lets go and gets his head above water again. Liv is holding his hand and has sunk too as he surfaces gasping and quickly lifts his arm, helping her surface. In the pale moonlight, he sees the wall of a broken cool-room come floating near their position. A thick slab of styrofoam sandwiched between sheet metal and plastic reinforcement, and he takes a quick stroke towards it, and grabs hold of the edge. It is partially a modular printed plastic panel. It has some sharp looking clips on it and seems difficult to climb onto, but sturdy. Lascivia is still holding on to the waistband of his pants and he reaches around, grabs her wrist again and pulls her towards the giant floaty, helping her to get up on it without scraping herself on the sharp edge with some small screws sticking out of it. There’s a shelf on the wall and it serves as a good grip rail.

She manages to get up on the improvised raft and Karnali follows. They’re both panting a little from the effort, resting now and regaining their breath and their orientation, looking around. The neighborhood is sliding past them and they see others in the water, trying to find something, or somewhere, to cling to, or hold on to. Most of those they see are beyond reach, and Karnali is horrified to see familiar faces, get sucked under and disappear, as they cling to debris, or a pole. He and Liv keep moving downstream. Bits of washed together debris are bumping their raft and they both have to push and maneuver branches and bits of broken construction timber all mangled up together off the edge of their raft, to keep from being swamped and crushed. They are being drawn into the center of the current, as they use their feet to push off the debris. The flood stream narrows between steeper banks and picks up speed. "Shit, what should we do?" He asks.

Lascivia is looking at him sideways, annoyed at his question. "Don't be a dumb-arse." She snaps matter of fact. "Let's get to shore. HUH...!"

She looks quite distraught to Naal. So he says nothing, for now.

Instead he turns to the night, to see where the shore line might be. It’s visible in the dim light of the low set moon, but the sides of the river are pretty steep in this section and tops of trees sticking out of the water like bushes, make him feel uneasy. 

"Where? ...and how are we going to get there without oars?" Karnali thinks they are moving at about ten K's an hour. The tops of houses are sticking out of the flood waters ahead, but everything seems difficult to recognise with the water everywhere. It’s not raining, or overcast, and the wind is calm, but the noise of the water is like a blanket on everything. The flood waters must have come rushing off the mountains, from bad weather up north, where the river originates. No warnings.

Light clouds moving across the moon, making it more difficult to see. They begin to shiver on their raft, but neither wants to jump back in the water to try their luck. So they huddle together in the middle of the raft, occasionally grabbing at a piece of timber, to try to wrench it loose from the pile of debris it’s entangled in. Heading down the river they know they will soon reach the ocean, if they do not get to shore. Karnali struggles, trying to hold on standing and despite the partially moonlit night, the roaring noise of the fast flowing water making him feel disorientated. Getting tired, as he recognises light shock setting in, and again he huddles with Lascivia, by the middle shelf attached to their float. Holding onto the print-part shelf, that was probably part of... what used to be... the wall of a cool room.

The water carrying them fast down the few Ks of the river and then, out unto the open ocean. The tide is moving out and dragging them quickly far out to sea. As the sun rises, land is nowhere to be seen.

They are adrift in the great, dead, Pacific Ocean. Boats out here were rare these days, although, if they drift into a commercial shipping lane, they might get spotted. They warm up in the sun and look around to see if they can spot any other survivors clinging to debris, but they must have all made it to shore... or drowned.

As the sun climbs, Karnali starts talking about their fight yesterday. “So. I was thinking about yesterday. I thought we should put it behind us?” He left the inflection on the last word rise, like it was more question, than instruction.

Liv looked at his face, wondering how he had the nerve to suggest it was all over and done with. All the same, she decides to agree, to put it behind them. Circumstances demanding their complete cooperation, for survival, now. So she says: 

“Under the circumstances, I suppose it's probs a good idea.” Biting her tongue now to prevent saying more.

He leans in and gives her a quick kiss. A precarious, but formal seal of reunion.

Liv is acquiescing due to their vulnerability and she tries not to think further about it. Focusing instead on the present and their predicament. The isolation and separation from their dp’s (digital partner/ data-phone) and all signs of human activity, stirs a strange kind of excitement. They're alone and adrift in the world. No VI’s, no Auditing and Oversight, no sensors, or surveillance cameras. No peers and roles to live up to, or fulfill.

A strange sense of peril and freedom, mixing inside her and perhaps in Karnali too, she hopes, glancing at him briefly.

The light of day makes it easier to assess their condition. They check each other over for scratches and cuts. As well as realizing they have practically nothing on them to help their survival. Liv in an oversized T-shirt and Naal, in his pajama-pants. But the sun has warmed them up nicely and their shivers and rattling teeth had abated quickly to give way now to concerns about thirst and sunburn in their near future.

They had nothing else to help them on their float except a bit of rope and a broken piece of wood. No food, no water, no containers in which to collect rainwater. No sun-shield. If they perished out here on the open oceans, there would be no digitisation. They would be dead, dead too. Just like Karnali’s sister, Bethst. Soon, they both drifted in and out of consciousness, half sleeping and into a dark and merciful unconscious state. Their little float kept drifting under the merciless sun and as their dehydration got worse, Karnali surfaced from the dark sleep of exhaustion, only momentarily, here and there across the next expanse of time.

Liv spent some time drifting in and out of a waking state, still thinking of what had happened at home, the day before they got flushed out to sea. There was no way it was right, what he had said and done. She thought about her life and how to get her revenge against him, and against all other men who made the same claim, for that matter. She wanted a bulwark against his charges, of how her body belonged to others, because her womb and her breasts were for her children. She desperately wanted to regain a sense of control over her body and herself... ‘How else would she be able to lay claim to her own life?’ She felt that she loved Karnali, but this virtual enslavement, because of her body's ability. The way he had taken her without her consent, and justified it like that, was too much. His lame justifications. There had to be a better way to live.

She looks at the wide open ocean and thinks about how they might die. Maybe that would solve her problems.

He had always been a loud-mouth and a bit of a braggart. She had liked that, in the beginning. They had been rebels together, as teens. That had seemed edgy. He had never hit her before. Nor abused her verbally, except once in a while with a frustrated exclamation, here and there, over this or that. His burst of sexual violence, had been unexpected to her and that gave her some sense of assurance, about that days events. He wasn't normally like that. She'd been a bit unreasonable herself. His parents might just digitize, before she would be expected to sponge-bathe her father-in-laws crusty, old, groin region. Why was that even an issue, at that point? She realized she might have been making excuses of her own. Why should Naal's grief, about his digitizing brother Mas, bring these things up for her. Why hadn't she kept her mouth shut? Her mood swung precariously downwards and she passed into an unconscious state again, halfway between sleep and passing out. No solutions, or resolve presented themselves next time she came to. Their world was an ocean, empty of possibilities.

It started raining that night and they both managed to get water to drink by taking off and soaking their clothes and squeezing the water out of it into their mouths.

Karnali stared at her bony naked beauty, wishing the raft was more stable. They still didn't have any containers to store, or catch, any of the rain water. Many bits of debris had floated past them, but nothing which had seemed of much use. They salvaged some plastic bags with holes in them, shortly after. Anything that would help cover their exposed skin from the sun, helped. And so they tied the bags around exposed bits of skin. Hoping the burn prevention would outweigh the reduced cooling of their bodies in the hot sun. They fell asleep and awoke with the sun mid-morning high. Hungry, but clear headed. They were used to fasting, but they wanted more shelter. There was none to be had. 

They lie down and close their eyes, trying to relieve the exhaustion, only looking around at the horizon for ships, or land, occasionally. Another few bits of debris and plastic float past and they are lucky enough to get hold of a larger piece of a thick builder's plastic, or a piece of pond liner. It is big enough to provide partial shade and that’s a priority over and above a sail, at this point in time. They have no mast anyway. They get in the shade and drift off again. Exhausted from the lack of food and mostly lack of water.

Time becomes a blur as they lie there, on calm seas. Another night passes. They get so cold that their teeth started clicking and clacking. Their bodies shiver in the early morning, keeping them awake until the sun rises and the warmth returns. Letting them doze in the mid-morning light of a cloudless sky and a gentle breeze. Hunger and thirst still gnawing at their insides, they close their eyes and rest, hoping the weather will hold and dreaming of fish. They have not seen any fish. Just jellyfish. Lots of jellyfish. And small bits of plastic. They get weaker. They hear seagulls screaming above and panic, hiding under the plastic. Sea gulls have grown bigger and bigger over the last seventy years. Nobody quite understood why, although some speculated about a denser atmosphere, but they had become more dangerous to humans, if the gulls were many, and the humans were weak. Like vultures, they could snatch an infant. The flux had not been bad for every species. Naal and Liv, under the piece of plastic and out of sight.

Liv whispers: “Should we show ourselves and see if the gulls come in? Then maybe we can catch one, to eat.”

Karnali peers through a hole in the plastic, but the birds are big and there are many of them, hovering up high. “It will be a close call to wager, who will come out ahead and who will eat whom, I think. How are we even gonna eat it? Or kill it. We don't have a knife.”

So they stay hidden, curling up in the limited shade. More time passes and they just try to preserve their energy, hoping for something.

Karnali becomes aware that the sun seems to have lessened, as if clouds have gathered. He wills himself to open his eyes and look up. Thinking they might get another drink of water if it rains. But the sky is blue. It takes a moment to realize the probable implication of the disparity, and suddenly a small surge of energy is released. He turns his head to look sideways. Behind Lascivia's body, nothing but horizon. He turns the other way and focuses, trying to work out for a second what he is looking at, through the exhaustion and dehydration.

A wall seems to be towering up into the sky. It is not exactly smooth, but it is a wall. Not a cliff face. Not a ship either. That seems quite odd. The wall seemes to disappear elliptically away from their position. The structure went on for many kilometers, he estimates, but there is something really odd about this towering wall. It seems to be translucent, not quite like glass, but semi-transparent, like one of those sandblasted “frosted” window panes which let light in and obfuscate the occupants, from detailed outside scrutiny. He keeps looking at the structure, trying to interpret the texture of the material when he suddenly realizes it is probably made out of plastic, or glass. He is fully aware now and pulls himself up on an elbow. Reaching out and shaking Liv's leg to see if she can be roused.

Liv moans, but comes to, with some encouragement in the forms of rubs: “What is it?” She can hardly speak normally, her mouth is so dry.

They both look on in wonder, at the massive curving wall disappearing away from them in an arc left and right. The thing looks really tall, like skyscraper tall, hundreds of meters tall. High up above the waterline, about fifty meters up the wall, maybe, there are openings, like balconies in the wall. But because the wall towers like that of a skyscraper far into the sky and without a sense of scale; it is hard to judge the size of the openings, or how high up they are. They could be window sized, but Karnali thinks they looked bigger.

Karnali lowered his eyes back down the wall looking in amazement as he suddenly sees a shadow moving, near them. It is a person walking inside the structure. He is sure of it, because he can just make out the scissor-like movement of legs and a torso and head, in the moving shadow. It keeps walking from left to right, maybe in some corridor, or a large room. Karnali tries to yell out for attention, but his throat is dry and only a ragged croak comes out of his lips. He coughs forcibly trying to clear his throat. Lying down on the raft, they are barely above the waterline and probably invisible from inside.

He licks his lips, but they are dry and cracked as well. He tries to get some saliva going from his glands, but nothing seems to flow. He trieds to clear his throat again, and a ball of hard mucus comes into his mouth and he spits it into the ocean. “Hello!" He finally cries out, but the shadow has disappeared and his voice is still pitifully weak. The effort and disappointment swing his mood down. He has to get some water for his palate. He tastes the sea, but the salt water burns his mouth, so he spits it out. He looks at Liv, but she has closed her eyes again. He is getting dizzy again himself and wavering into blackness.

He has passed out for an unknown time. But now when he comes to, the wall is still there. It seems like they haven’t moved, at all, since losing consciousness. That seems a bit odd; surely the currents should have moved them on. No-one had noticed them either, as there was no-one to see in the balconies. They hadn't been rescued.

"Liv!" He croaks. And she turns her head, her eyes open and she looks at him with her pale silvery eyes. Mottled gray and blue, her iris getting lighter towards the pupil. Naal's focus seemed to have closed in on the miniscule. He reaches out for her, with his arm, and pulls at the hem of her T-shirt. It was still all she had on. He grabs her thigh. "I need something to drink..." he croaks. He had seen it, or read, it was possible to survive on urine somewhere and it had suddenly come to his recall. They were both dehydrated, but he needed to gargle something, so that he could get his voice back and call out for help. He had no bottle to collect his own.

Liv looked at him dazed and puzzled. “What is it?” She whispers, looking at the shear wall, rising behind him, again.

He pulls her thigh towards him and moves his head between her legs, careful to position him and her, across their precarious barge. He whispers/croaks back at her: “I need to clear my throat, so I can call for help. Otherwise, they will never notice us. We are barely out of the waterline. We have to get their attention. I need a drink.” She seems dazed and half conscious. He gently bites down on her labia and pulls it, clamping his teeth onto her, trying to get her to respond.

She squirms and tries to close her thighs. “What are you doing?" She asks, her voice a croaky whisper too. She sounded dreamy and a bit annoyed to Naal’s ears.

He croaks back again, repeating: "I need to get moisture down my throat, so I can call for help. I need to drink something. Or gargle. There are people inside that structure. We need to call for help." She shakes her head, to clear her mind, scrutinizing him. He was up to some mischief. She’s coming around and her eyes are focusing better. She'd heard him and it seemed sort of logical, if a bit disgusting. "Wait a second..." She says, still whispering and hoarse, as she starts to move.

He just nods, tired of trying to make himself understood.

She carefully twists her body on the raft and once on her belly, she bends her knees to get up on all fours. She looks sideways at the wall, before she drops her groin onto his face. There was no-one there and nothing to see.

He was suddenly feeling breathless anticipation, or revulsion, he wasn't sure which. Nothing happened.

Liv croaked, trying to say “I can't”, but it just comes out as an “..aantgh.” The pressure is on and their exposed position makes it even harder to pee, or talk. Her mouth feels like a salt filled wound, in the middle of her face.

Naal’s just lying there, in the shade, under her.

She tells her body to do it, but nothing happens. She tries to ignore the wall, but her focus is all over the place. She tries not to think of him, down there. But with his mouth on her pussy, he is hard to ignore. She suddenly thinks of home and what had happened in the hallway. A devious little thought bubble forming in her brain. A revenge of humiliation, sent by fate. A tiny wicked smile forms on her lips.

“Hey You! You two! Ohoy!” A male voice yells, from somewhere above.

Liv fairly jumping out of her skin and off Karnali. Almost falling into the water, while she is already thinking how she could have been more discreet about dismounting. Shocked at being caught, while squatting on Karnali's face. Let alone her thoughts. She finally looks up.

Right there in the nearest opening in the wall, there was a man. "Ahoy there." He yells out again.

Karnali turns to Liv, but she’s looking mortified.

“Oh My God!" She manages to say. "They just watched us do that!!" Her shock made her words form perfectly. All of her, united in a moral panic.

Karnali thought about what she said. He didn't feel any shame, or disgust, right now. And as far as he’s concerned, they'd just been trying to save their own lives: “Anyone watching, would not necessarily be aware of what we were doing.” He half croaks and half whispers, leaving the life-saving justification, as a backup.

“Do you really think so?” She says, With Naal noticing an unusual look in her eyes.

Trying to console her more, saying: “We would have been mostly obscured, by the plastic sheet on top of us. We are just trying to survive.”

“Think again, dickhead!” Liv says, sounding angry, pointing past him. He turns his head, and right there, a small drone hovered close by. LED glowing above the lens.

He feels a flush of heat rise and turns to look deep into her eyes. Her shame and anger turn him on. He suddenly feels like he could fuck her, right there on the raft. If it wasn't for their predicament on the precarious floaty, their lack of food, or drink. And the strange audience. "Don't worry about it, sweets.” He starts. “We got the attention we wanted, one way, or another." He’s grinning and adds. “I didn't have to yell at all."

Lascivia, unimpressed, says: "If we had just waited, they would have noticed us anyway." She begins, trying to form her words, through her salt tortured mouth. Embarrassment taking over from shock, to aid her temporary speech impediment. She stares at the drone, wondering how long it had been hovering there. Almost silent amongst the sound of the lapping water against the wall.

"Now I've done that in front of them, they'll think I’m a whore, up for anything....!" She says, finally managing to make her mouth follow her brain, through sheer force of will. Her heart is beating loudly and she’s feeling angry and energized. The thought of what had just happened. Someone, watching them. And the possible implications for their future treatment. It made her want to shrink away to nothing.

Naal thought she looked angry and worried now.

"HEY!" They guy up on the balcony, a fair way up, shouting to them.

They look up.

"We have to get a ladder from the nearest evac room. Or we have to send a boat from the harbor, which will take some time, as our fleet is on the other side. Can you make the climb?”

Naal looking at Liv. “Think we can climb a ladder up this wall, dear?”

She nods, feeling entirely unsure.

“Drop the ladder!” Karnali yells back at the guy up high.

The guy waved, before he shouts back “How long have you two been at sea like this?....Are either of you sick?”

Karnali and Liv look at each other, then Naal shouts back: “Three or four days. We are dehydrated and hungry, but not sick.” The guy lifted his hand, as a gesture to say he had heard them. He turned to someone up there and they appeared to talk briefly.  

“It'll just take a short time. Just stay there." He shouted.

They look at each other. "Where, the fuck, would we go?' Karnali wonders out loud.

Liv looks up at the wall, wondering what awaits them inside the translucent megastructure. What was this place? What would happen to them? This place was clearly populated, but what kind of hood was it? What was the rule and custom? Would they be let go, and if so, where were they? How were they supposed to get home without their dps and fonequids? Of course, their biometric scan and their ID would not be hard to find, if the strangers wanted it to happen that way. But, in some places, it was pretty common to be ransomed back to one's hood. - Especially, if you came from a place that had more equity than here, wherever here was. At least, that was what she had heard and read. Neither of them had ever been to a non-catholic hood, or been ransomed before, but they had been taught that either was possible. She felt excited now. Not least because the prospect of dying from dehydration, starvation and exposure, seemed to be receding from their realm of probable outcomes. They'd once again be able to digitize, if they wanted to. Death seemed to be receding.
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Chapter 2. Rescue. Arrival - Utopia?



[image: ]




The minutes passed and the sun beat down. Lascivia deciding to freshen up and using the Pacific she washes out her armpits and wets her hair down into a neat slick mass. Her T-shirt is still virtually see-through from being wet and there will be nothing she can do about that. Virtual nakedness fits their predicament anyway, she thinks. As she peers down over her breasts, clearly outlined under the wet cloth. Her nipples were easy to see too, even sitting up. Her mother would be so unimpressed, if she could see her now. Liv shivered with trepidation, or perhaps it was the breeze. Her nipples hardened, leaving her feeling even more perplexed. She shot a quick glance towards where the drone had been, but it was gone, or somewhere else.

She looked at Karnali, who was squatting on his corner of the raft. Resting his right hand in front of him on the raft to steady himself, as the ocean lifted and then dropped their raft next to the wall.

Karnali was a bit surprised to see snails clinging to the wall. He was under the impression they were all extinct already from acidification. The sea was no longer calm. It was quite hard to keep their balance, now they were sitting up. Her on her knees and him on his feet, squatting. He dropped down on his knees.

"Look out down there!" Yelled a voice from above them, then they heard a sound like a domino set falling and as they looked up, they saw a rope ladder unrolling down the side of the wall with deadly speed.

"Fuck. Watch out for this thing!" Karnali said, as they both shrank back from the end of the ladder approaching them. The rope was clearly nylon, but the steps were made from hard black plastic and wood and other kinds of yellow plastic steps. They had no need to shrink back. The ladder splashed into the sea, about ten meters from where they were. The voice called back again.

“Here, watch out for this and hook it onto your float, so we can pull it up and out of the water." A grappling hook came flying through the air attached to an empty five liter plastic bottle. It hit the ocean with a mighty splash and then, only the plastic bottle was visible, floating on the surface. The rope started snaking left and right, as the slack was whirled around.

Liv caught the rope first and handed it to Karnali. "Attach this, I guess." she said, handing it over. Karnali dragged the rope until the grappling claw came out of the water. Picking it up and hooking the grapple onto the shelf, attached to the raft.

"There. That should do it." He said, as he motioned to those above. The slack was pulled in and they drifted the ten meters sideways, until they were next to the ladder. Next, a sling attached to a rope was lowered. It was one of those emergency evac straps that went under the arms, to assist.

"Who goes first?" Naal asked. Liv didn't want to be first, or last. The ladder looked long and tiring, after days of drifting on the open seas.

"You go first my dear." Naal said.

"There is no way back here anyway. What’s the diff?" Liv said, as she grabbed the sling and put it under her arms, tightening a small loop, so the sling sat tight around her chest. Then she started climbing. It was a long way and when Lascivia looked down from about halfway, feeling exhausted, she suddenly got vertigo and quickly averted her downward gaze, focussing on the wall next to her. 'Up, up, up', she thought to herself. She held on for a short while, wondering if there really wasn’t a better way to arrive. Then she thought about waiting for some boat to come, and then going back to a harbor and then getting food and water. It could take hours and hours. Her arms were beginning to ache, from holding on. She kept climbing, while the dizziness and faint feelings slowly disappeared, as she kept climbing upwards. The sling helped hold her weight up. The man’s face was becoming more visible. He looked.....? She couldn’t tell where he might be from. Not Asian, not white either, but some kind of hybrid culturally speaking. He was quite handsome looking and his skin and complexion seemed radiant and healthy, which was unusual. She focused on him and tried to forget about her aching arms. His cheek bones were well defined, but they were not off-set against sunken cheeks. 'What kind of diet does he live off?' Was the next thing that popped into her mind. Maybe because she was starting to think there would be food supplies, somewhere up there. The thought gave her energy. She finally reached the top of the ladder and scrambled over the ledge of the balcony, necessarily spreading her legs to get over the handrail. She was very aware of how her T-shirt had been pulled up above her belly button by the sling under her arms and her exposed arse and sex, but also aware that her pendulous breasts were visible through her wet shirt and so, she scrambled over the edge, under the gaze at both ends from three men and a woman, standing there as a greeting party. 

She pulled at the hem of her T, looking down as she undid the small fastening loop on the sling. She handed it over, to see it go over the edge again. While she busily restored her modesty, as best as she could, avoiding everybody's eyes. She suddenly felt exhaustion hit her again and crumpled into a heap, kind of squatting against a wall, hoping Karnali's head was about to emerge over the edge of the handrail, any second now. 

She didn't look at the four, feeling overexposed herself, but just sat there as demurely as possible. Covering herself felt like a natural response, until her eyes finally focused on her immediate surroundings and she suddenly realized that she was head-height to every body's groin and all groins were readily visible, cocks swinging in the breeze. Her exhausted brain had hardly recognised this fact, when Karnali's straining face came into view and he hauled himself over the handrail and also collapsed on the floor, exhausted from the climb and glad to be sitting in the shade, out of the baking sun. He looked down at the floor catching his breath. Then he looked up and also registered the gently swaying cocks, as the others moved around pulling the rope over a swing-out anchor point on a triangular frame, attached near the balcony's outer edge. The rope fastened to a larger winding device, with a big handle on the end of it. Two of the men took hold of the handle and started turning. Liv found courage to look further at their saviors and noticed another woman standing by the rear wall. Her breasts and vagina sitting naked and exposed, through the outfit she was wearing.

Liv, too exhausted to keep her own modesty in check, now looking freely, taking in as much detail as possible. The woman by the wall behaving like she is only observing. Not engaged, or helping with the labor of extracting the raft. Or indeed, the more difficult job of pulling the rope ladder back up, unto its storage device. And so Liv had some time to observe her. She was wearing a bodysuit and a dressing robe of a sort Liv had never seen before. Not that either covered her private parts, or anything. Liv thought it seemed like a pointless piece of clothing and almost perfectly sexy because of it. Yet not...? Strippers were sexy because they kept mystery alive, with a tiny g-string, or feathers. She had seen that on the history channels and understood it well enough around the men in her hood. This was almost anti-sexy in its brutally honest display. Her labia showed plainly in her thigh gap, as she shifted her body slowly and comfortably. Although both suit and robe was attached around ankles and wrists, dressing her, the gown predominantly covered the woman’s sides, with a wide centre line missing down the front. The line of the bodysuit, which was also attached around the neck like the collar of a shirt, covered the top of her shoulders like a harness, but left nothing to the imagination regarding her breasts, one sitting slightly lower than the other. In fact, the robe-suit seemed to have been deliberately designed to leave her breasts and sex entirely exposed, with only thin strips of fabric holding the side panels together across her torso. The body suit (was it separate?), which seemed to sit firmly around the shoulders and covered the sides of her rib cage, had a band of material that ran under her breasts, possibly providing support underneath, and possibly across the back. Liv couldn't yet see, as she hadn't turned around. There were breathing holes in the armpits, and as the gown like robe, which seemed to sit over the bodysuit cinched together at her waist. It was only to hook together the left and right side of the robe in a single point over the woman’s belly button on a metallic looking ring. Liv could see another band of material which sat like a belt, low across her hips. Though it was cut to fit below her belly and just above her pubic area, but there was no gusset in the suit. The woman’s trimmed pubic hair hinted at the shape of her Venus mound, and again Liv noticed her labia, protruding through her trimmed bush, perfectly obvious and visible. Her belly naked above it, too, made her hips unmistakably feminine.

Liv registered a kind of shock, or moral outrage, or something like it, fly through her mind, but she was a stranger here. She suppressed her response. The edge of the robe had been cut, again to reveal her belly and her sex, while covering the side of her thighs. Liv wondered what the back looked like. But each leg was strapped into the tight fitting suit underneath, around the knees. It continued down either side of her calves and wrapped under the heel and around the ankle, like a support garment. On the joints of the knees and on the upper mid-thigh, there was webbing-like material, which held the minimal fabric like a harness suit. It seemed like knee pads could be fitted, but there were none there. Just kneecaps, framed by the sculpted material. Maybe it was made of wetsuit material. Around her hips, Liv could glimpse the crotchless like shorts, with an upper thigh band and waistband, but still no gusset. Lascivia's eyes roamed the woman’s body and she knew she was staring, but she couldn't help herself. The bodysuit seemed to be one, along her flanks. The two garments of suit and robe seemed to both cling and billow loosely around her body, accentuating the shape of her hips and her waist and rib cage. Showing off her breasts too. Liv noticed them again, her nipples now erect. Her arms were covered with a similar partial covering, with a lightweight elbow cover that slimmed into strips and ended in wrist cuffs. A strap extended onto the back of her hand, like a partial fingerless glove, wrapping around the gap between her thumb and her hand, or something. The billowing effect of the robe let the woman's arms and legs move somewhat discreetly, amongst the folds of the garment. But Liv totally noticed, when the woman slipped her hand over her own sex, as if to wipe Liv's stare away perhaps.

“What a peculiar design." Liv whispers quietly to Karnali, who has now shuffled over next to her and who’s also looking at the woman and their surroundings. The plastic walls seemed to give as they leaned into them. They were quite comfortable compared to the stone cold hardness of bricks, or concrete. The woman came over and silently handed Liv and Naal, bottle of water each. Liv tried not to stare at her exposed labia again, but it was so there, right at her eye level. The two guys working the rope with the raft attached, were sweating rapidly in the balmy weather now and their tight sinewy shoulders had started bulging and glistening with the effort. The woman who had gone back a few steps, again leant against the wall again. Looking at the men, with obvious pleasure and admiration of their physical exertions, as their muscles moved under their skin and the light of the afternoon glistened on their taut bods.

Liv let herself do the same, but she was shooting sideways glances at Karnali wondering if he was looking at her, looking at the men. But, by the looks of it, his attention was absorbed by the woman near the wall. He seemed spell-bound by the vision of her, in her gown-suit.

Liv now took notice of the men again. Wearing similar outfits as the woman’s bodysuit, but no robes. Tight looking body suits of some unknown material, sat tight across the tops of their shoulders too, fastened the same way, by a kind of collar around the neck. Liv supposed the shoulder coverings might be for sun protection. The material only just covered the shoulders and did not have the billowing sleeves, though they had the same patchy harness looking arm covers, also ending in wrist bands. There was a semi translucent rubber band which tethered the right and left side of the rib covers together across the heart, solar plexus and belly button, on the men too. Leaving chests and abdominal mostly bare and framed by the material, as it came down into a pair of crotchless shorts, or chaps, except they were tight against the thighs and knees.
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