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The Eye of the Gods Episode Four Blurb

    
        

Vivian's body is gone. Her mind remains. For now.

Jake and Vivian must save everyone aboard their ship with nothing more than a hope and a prayer.

But hope won't work for long, and how can you pray when the gods themselves are here to kill you?

....

The Eye of the Gods follows a hidden alien power and a meddlesome soldier fighting destiny in another galaxy. If you love your space operas with action, heart, and a splash of romance, grab The Eye of the Gods Episode Four today and soar free with an Odette C. Bell series.

The Eye of the Gods is the 10th Galactic Coalition Academy series. A sprawling, epic, and exciting sci-fi world where cadets become heroes and hearts are always won, each series can be read separately, so plunge in today.
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    Chapter 1

    Special Commander Jake Trace

    There was nothing he could do but watch in total horror as Vivian was taken away.

    He still had a connection to her cube. He wrapped his fingers around it, securing them so tightly, it would’ve taken a speeding cruiser to rip it from his grip. Even then, he would’ve kept his knuckles tightly closed until they were pulled from his hands.

    “Vivian,” he said, her name splitting from his lips. “What’s going on?”

    “They’re taking my body, Jake. He’s a god,” she stuttered. “I can feel his power.”

    Jake shook his head. “I—”

    “You need to get Vivian out of here,” Paci interrupted, his voice vibrating in Jake’s mind. “It may not take them long to appreciate that Vivian’s mind is not in her body. If we’re lucky, they won’t realize it for a while. If we’re unlucky, they will come for us now. So run.”

    Jake didn’t need to point out that there was nowhere to run to. They were standing right on the top of the ramp. He’d managed to reach a relatively flat section of floor, but behind him was nothing but a sharp fall into oblivion.

    “Use your vacuum pack,” Paci said, his voice vibrating out loud with authority and despair.

    Jake couldn’t tear his gaze off that ship. From here, he could see that something was being loaded onto it. He caught just a glimpse of a limp white hand. It was Vivian’s. Beside her, carrying her, was someone in the same black, vibrantly decorated armor the Prince had worn.

    Jake’s gut clenched as he realized Vivian was right.

    There was another god aboard.

    How could he have missed that?

    “I know what you’re thinking, Jake,” Paci interrupted. “The fault is not yours. It’s mine. I should’ve scanned the ship better and ascertained that another god was aboard. It would’ve changed all of our plans.”

    That was no help. Paci accepting responsibility didn’t change what was happening.

    “Just run,” Paci said. “Move three meters to your left. Use your vacuum pack on the section of floor beneath your feet. There is a service tunnel beneath it. It will lead to a ladder. Take it,” Paci blared one last time.

    Paci’s despair shook through Jake, breaking the bonds that locked Jake to the spot.

    He tore his gaze off that ship just as it moved. It darted down toward the pillar of light. Then it plunged right into it.

    Jake was forced to turn around, his eyes bulging wide as he stared at the ship moving through the pillar of light.

    It didn’t appear on the other side, despite the fact that the girth and width of the ship were much larger than the pillar. Instead, as it pushed through, it disappeared.

    “Is the light acting like some kind of transport beam?” Jake asked.

    “Correct. The ship is using the power of the pillar to transport,” Paci agreed.

    “How can you transport an entire vessel?”

    “If you have enough energy,” Vivian said, her voice almost dead as it issued from the cube, “you can do almost anything.”

    A chill raced down his back at that. Finally, he tore his gaze off the ship just as it disappeared completely. There was a pulse of light that ran through the pillar. It took away the pleasant yellow-pink hue that he associated with Vivian. It pulsed with a gloomy dark navy blue. It reminded him of the Prince, but on a much worse level.

    Jake reached the right patch of floor. He brought up the nozzle of his pack, pumped the trigger, and sucked out the deck beneath him.

    He fell.

    He didn’t even question whether Paci was right. He trusted.

    And it saved his life, for a second later, something sliced into the point where they’d been standing.

    It was artillery fire from a higher city level. It obliterated the ramp, finally upheaving the floor until it tumbled and crashed down into the broken layers beyond.

    Somehow, the service duct Jake was in survived.

    A shimmering form of shielding raced up the walls, encasing them in a protective bubble.

    He stared at it. “What’s happening?”

    “This service duct is protected,” Paci revealed. “I hadn’t been able to locate it before, but as you remained still on the spot, I managed to detect it. I believe it leads to life-support.”

    “Do you want me to go down the ladder?” Jake asked as he tore his gaze off the shimmering shield and placed it on the service duct ladder that traveled down to the layers below.

    “Yes. Take it quickly. I fear we are running out of time.”

    “Running out of time?”

    “They have Vivian,” he pointed out. “I must revise my earlier estimate. It will be a form of luck if they do not recognize that Vivian’s mind is not with her.”

    “A form of luck?”

    “Now they believe they have Vivian, they will destroy this ship. If they recognize that they do not have her mind, they will come back for it.”

    Jake paled. He could see Paci’s point. If this was all over, and they were going to die anyway, it was best for Vivian’s mind to die with them – as it would scuttle the gods’ plans. At the same time, if the gods were coming back for her, at least it would buy Jake some time.

    He let out a pressured breath.

    It whistled through his white, stiff lips. “Okay. What do we do? If we’re in life support, surely there’s something—”

    An alarm suddenly split the air. It blared, shaking through the ladder he was climbing down, despite the fact it should have been protected by that shield.

    He jerked his head up, gazing above him as he tried to get a glimpse of what was happening.

    He’d already traveled far enough down the ladder that all he could see was the metal of the service tunnel above.

    “Paci—”

    “The self-destruct sequence has begun.”

    “How is that possible?” Vivian stammered. She’d been staying quiet until now. Though Jake didn’t have the time, he should’ve checked that she was okay. But how could she be okay? She clearly had enough connection to her body to understand what was happening to it.

    She was being kidnapped.

    And there wasn’t a damn thing he could do about it.

    Pausing on the ladder, he balled up a fist and struck the wall behind. It rattled, an ominous ring echoing out, suggesting that if he was stupid enough to do that again, he might very well break through the thin metal.

    Jake’s holographic armor hadn’t come back on.

    Until now.

    With a blast of light and tingling crackles, it escaped over his form, charging up from the tips of his feet until it coalesced on the top of his head.

    It was the greatest rush he’d ever felt. It was far better than any drug. It gave him the one thing he needed so desperately – another chance.

    He stared at his hand, pumping it in and out, appreciating that Paci had done a great job of resetting the armor. It wasn’t at 100 percent efficiency, but it was still better than nothing.

    “I have managed to switch on your holographic armor,” Paci commented needlessly.

    “I know—”

    “You are going to need to use it. I have ascertained how they plan to destroy this ship. They are currently pumping the light of the gods into the life-support system. It will overload its circuits. Almost immediately, this ship will crumble in on itself. The spatial distortions that usually occur in the hangar bay will be let loose. They will run through every single structure, and they will condense them until the ship implodes. It will take approximately one minute once it has begun.”

    Jake was almost so surprised that he let go of the ladder. He settled for wrapping both his hands around the rungs and squeezing them tightly. “Just tell me what I need to do,” he stammered as, rather than climb down the ladder, he loosened his hands either side of the structural supports and slid down instead.

    He’d already secured Vivian’s cube back against his hip. He could feel it banging against his side as he slipped down.

    His holographic armor protected him as he finally landed with such a rattling clang, his feet dented the deck plating.

    He whipped his head around. He could see a short service tunnel that led to a much wider open section. “Is that life-support?”

    “It is not the central system – just an access point.”

    “Will we have enough access to be able to stop—” Jake threw himself through the small service tunnel and abruptly stopped speaking as he entered the small life-support maintenance room.

    Paci was right. Jake could see the light of the gods pushing along the goddamn walls as it plunged into the various systems.

    It wasn’t even traveling through conduits anymore. It looked like smoke someone had given life to – and one purpose: the destruction of everything in its path.

    Suddenly, one of the consoles near Jake’s side exploded. He instinctively brought up an arm, even though it was nowhere near damaging enough to get through his holographic armor.

    “This shouldn’t be happening,” Vivian said, her voice quiet and tortured. “I thought the light made an alliance with me?”

    “If there’s something you can do, Vivian, do it. Paci,” he switched tact quickly, “what do I—”

    “We must isolate life support. Do as I say,” Paci snapped.

    Jake did as he said. All the while, the only thing he could do was pray. Not to the gods – screw the gods.

    The only person that mattered right now was Vivian.

    For the life of this ship was in her hands.

  
    Chapter 2

    Vivian Bond

    She couldn’t do this.

    Everything she thought she’d known was wrong.

    Back when she’d defeated the Prince, she’d been so sure that the light of the gods had come over to her side.

    It couldn’t have. Not if another god was on board.

    It had just been toying with her.

    Vivian was in way over her head.

    She’d always had a fear of drowning. In icy cold water, for some reason. But now, as this situation swallowed her whole, she realized there was something far worse to drown in – the power of your enemies.

    “Come on, Vivian. You can do it,” Jake said. It wasn’t the first time he’d muttered a quiet statement of support. He was knee-deep in one of the life-support systems, trying to bypass it – doing everything Paci said.

    It wouldn’t work. Vivian just knew that. They didn’t understand how ravenous – and all-powerful – the light of the gods was.

    There was nothing that could stand in its way – because it wouldn’t let anything.

    It wasn’t some cold, indifferent form of power. It was very much alive, and it very much knew its purpose.

    If Vivian could have cried, she would have. And maybe, far away with her body back on that ship, she was crying.

    … She could just maintain a connection with it. Enough to know that she’d been placed in some kind of dark room. She was on a slab, and, like the other technology of the gods she’d seen, it was ornate, delicately carved, and embedded with blue, golden light.

    Its beautiful appearance hid its nature.

    It – and everything the gods ever created – was based on a lie.

    That lie was the light of the gods.

    And now it surrounded her.

    “Vivian, come on,” Jake suddenly said.

    … Jake was either very good at guessing her mental state, or he was forming some kind of connection to her that she just couldn’t understand. Whenever she felt herself slipping, he was there. Whenever she swore the oppressive, impossible nature of the situation was getting too much for her, he was there.

    Right now, he was there too.

    He paused his desperate work. He reached around and gently patted the cube.

    She wasn’t connected to the cube in the same way she should be connected to her body. She couldn’t technically feel the brush of his rough thumb as he slid it down the side of the metal. But she knew it was there.

    And more importantly than that, she understood what it meant.

    She wasn’t alone.

    Paci might have gone, but Jake Trace was still here.

    They were in this together.

    That memory of her father back in his lab slammed into Vivian’s mind once more.

    It promised her that she would create something greater than he ever had. Not with the brilliance of science, but with the far more powerful capacity to connect.

    Vivian had shown that she could do things with her mind that she had never ever assumed possible.

    She had already pushed against great odds and won.

    She just had to do it one last time.

    Though she could still feel its insidious power more sharply than she ever had before, Vivian threw herself into the light of the gods.

    It felt like sacrificing herself to a lion. Like taking a knife, slicing open her wrists, and feeding her blood to a vampire.

    It was a more confronting experience than any she’d ever been able to imagine.

    It was debilitating, torturous, and yet opening.

    … Vivian Bond hadn’t exactly been the kind to hide. She’d lived her life for others to see and judge. But a part of her had always remained hidden. It wasn’t just her destiny and everything it entailed – it was the same part of her that had decided so readily to quit the Academy.

    It was the side of Vivian Bond that could not allow itself to be seen. For if it was seen, it would be given responsibilities.

    Vivian knew enough about psychology to appreciate that different people reacted to responsibility in different ways. Some rose to meet the challenge. Others ran. Most remained in a perpetual state between those two options. Sometimes they rose, sometimes they ran. It all depended on the situation.

    It was the worst kind of person to be. For you never knew what you would do. You could not call yourself brave, and you could not call yourself a coward. You would just have to wait until danger came to your door to see how you would react each time.

    Now danger flooded around her. It came from every angle. She could feel the light of the gods like she hadn’t before.

    It was insidious. It was violence wrapped up and given form – and most importantly – power.

    It had a purity of will she had never encountered.

    Vivian was no psychic. She’d barely passed the psychic defense classes at the Academy.

    She wasn’t that much interested in the topic, to be honest. Now she was nothing more than a mind, and her mind came up against the will of the light of the gods, she wished she’d paid more attention. If she’d understood psyches better, she would have been able to work on her own personality, drawing out her inconsistencies and weaknesses.

    She had no more time.

    The light of the gods pushed in.

    She lost awareness of Jake. He’d been halfway through telling her something, but now his words became distant. Everything did.

    She no longer had a connection to her body as that other god took it to the king.

    All she had was this moment in time as she was surrounded.

    She couldn’t scream. She couldn’t flee. All she could do was experience defeat.

    But just before the light could consume her and break her down – which seemed to be its ultimate goal – something within her fought back. A spark of resistance – a tiny flame of hope.

    Vivian Bond could create paths. Through space, through energy, through light, through one’s mind. She carved out possibilities where no one else could.

    And right now, when no path was available to her and no possibility shone brightly, she forced her way until she created one.

    She felt a surge of something within her. It rushed through a body that no longer existed and sparked through eyes that could no longer see.

    It smashed into the light of the gods until, once more, she could hear its muttering. Its greedy whispers, its violent desires.

    Once more they tried to push into her, but she pushed them back.

    There was a way to control the light of the gods and force it out of the life-support system.

    She could buy everyone another chance. And only she could.

    Vivian screamed with lips that did not exist and fought with fists that could no longer punch.

    She forced her way forward in every single way she could until finally, finally she heard something snap.

    The light of the gods shuddered.

    She’d been doing nothing but fighting in a completely pitch-black void until now. Suddenly, she saw light. Bright, flickering, far off yet close enough to touch.

    It was the power of the light of the gods. And once more, it had become hers.

    It would not be hers forever. The fight would continue. Whatever was within the light ultimately wanted to consume her, and that would never change. But for now, it was forced to recognize her power.

    She had done her role as the Eye of the Gods by finding a new way forward.

    It would be up to Jake and the people of this ship if they took that path.

  
    Chapter 3

    Special Commander Jake Trace

    It was just at the last moment when something changed. Just when he saw light invading the life-support system, taking it over like a fire spreading through a dry forest, something flickered. That dark, insidious navy-blue hue changed. Something rippled through it, instantly altering the glow of the room, and somehow, instantly changing the glow of his heart. For it brought hope with it – pure and unstoppable.

    Jake had been down on his knees, sweat dripping off his brow, his body shaking through his last-ditch efforts to save everyone. Now he tilted his head up, and he stared, his eyes opening wide as his jaw became slack.

    All around him, the light changed, that glorious yellow pink tinge pushing back that dark, violent navy blue until the warning alarms blaring through the ship stopped.

    “Paci, what the hell is happening?” Jake stammered.

    “Do not ask me. Ask Vivian. She must’ve won.”

    Jake sucked in a breath. In the time it took him to open his lips, 1001 thoughts raced through his mind. They told him that Vivian was so much stronger than he’d ever been able to imagine. He still did not understand what an Eye of the Gods was, but as he faced the evidence of her power, he appreciated there couldn’t be anyone like her in the rest of the galaxy.

    “Vivian?” he managed, his voice shaking. “Did you do that?”

    It took her so long to answer. As the seconds ticked by, his surprise turned to pressured fear as he wondered if Vivian had lost herself in the fight.

    “Vivian?”

    “I’m here, Jake,” she said quietly, her voice shaking, either with fear or fatigue.

    “Viv,” he said, jumping to his feet, even though there was nowhere to go. “How the hell did you do it?”

    “It was the most impossible fight,” she admitted. “But it’s done. I have the light’s allegiance. For now,” she warned in a breathy huff.

    Just when hope had been blasting through him, pushing back his fear and giving him a reason to breathe again, it was stolen away. “What do you mean for now?”

    “It wants to consume me, Jake. It wants to rip me down and use me for power.”

    “Vivian?” he stuttered.

    “I’ve got control of it now. If I lose control again….” She couldn’t answer.

    “We have to get off this ship,” he said, his voice dead. “The longer you’re on it, the more chance it will have—”

    “I told you – it’s not going to let me leave. Unless I go with another god,” she answered morosely.

    “No, Vivian. I refuse to believe that. There’s got to be another way. There’s always another way,” he said, his voice vibrating with certainty he did not deserve to have.

    Softly, she chuckled. It was incongruous compared to her fear.

    “What is it?” he asked quickly.
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