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The Eye of the Gods Episode Three Blurb

    
        

Vivian is back. But for her to stay, Jake must fight his way through the ship.

 He'll have his work cut out for him when a god descends. He might not be divine, but he believes in retribution.

 Jake and Vivian must find a way to unify the ship and resist. If they don't, and the god obtains Vivian, it will be over. For everyone and everything.

 ....

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 Three 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

    Vivian Bond

    It was the strangest experience of her life. She was alive, and yet she was dead. She could think, and yet she couldn’t move. Her body was numb, and yet her heart beat with greater strength than she’d ever experienced.

    Jake had been forced to leave her alone as he’d gone back to work.

    As far as he’d described it, he sounded like some kind of salvager. He’d given her a quick rundown of what he did, and she just couldn’t wrap her head around it.

    This galaxy seemed so alien to her, and yet, she could not deny that it was in her bones and blood.

    She had returned home.

    If Vivian had possessed a set of eyes, she would have ground them closed at that thought.

    Vivian had never questioned that she was her father’s daughter. It had been a foregone fact. Not only had her father treated her with just the same love and protection any parent would for their own offspring, there’d never been any indication that there was anything wrong with Vivian.

    Her heart aside, she’d led a perfectly normal life.

    Now she understood that normal was nothing more than a ruse.

    Vivian wasn’t from the Milky Way. She was from the Ari Galaxy. She couldn’t remember everything, just that she’d been taken from here and hidden for one very good reason. If the gods got their hands on her, their dominance of this galaxy and beyond would only escalate. The oppression these poor people had known would spread like a virus.

    If Vivian could have shaken, she would have. She would have quivered down to her soul. As it was, she was… blocked. That was the only way to describe it – it felt like she was on the edge of sleep, but rather than a dream forming around her, she’d just been pulled out of her body into this formless space. If it weren’t for her heartbeat, she’d go mad.

    Hell, maybe she was going mad, because why the heck did she have a heartbeat? As Jake had already said, every scan he’d done of her body confirmed she was dead. Presumably, he hadn’t just relied on his wrist device. The competent special commander would have also done the age-old test of pressing his fingers against her carotid artery. There wouldn’t have been any indication of her heartbeat, or Jake would have tried harder.

    So where on earth was this persistent beat coming from? She wanted to believe it was all in her mind, but as soon as she tried, something thrust that thought away.

    This was her heart. Maybe her real heart. Perhaps she’d been kept blocked from it her whole life for some reason she couldn’t understand.

    Though she now appreciated that what the doctors back in the Coalition had called subspace damage was anything but, her knowledge did not penetrate further.

    There were still so many unanswered questions.

    She knew she was the Eye of the Gods, but apart from that being critically important, she didn’t understand what it was. She recognized that she had to stay out of the clutches of the gods, but that was it. It had to be more than her ability to locate paths to the Ari Galaxy.

    Or maybe that right there was it. Jake had already told her that the Ari Galaxy didn’t seem to utilize its own resources. Instead, it had paths seeded throughout multiple galaxies. Any vessel unlucky enough to travel along them would be snatched and would wind up on the outskirts of the Ari Galaxy. There, it would be absorbed by any number of city ships, and they would strip the unlucky vessel back, using everything within for resources.

    Maybe the gods didn’t want people like Vivian locating these paths. She doubted the Coalition had the technology to do anything about such paths, but maybe their mere existence was such a secret that anyone who could locate them had to be locked down.

    Or maybe Vivian wasn’t thinking widely enough.

    She knew she had been evacuated from this galaxy. She couldn’t remember by whom – just that some resistance had banded together when she was young, and they’d taken her on a light path to the Milky Way.

    She knew one other thing though, didn’t she? According to Paci – if his story was reliable after he’d been hacked by those sentry bots – when her father had found Vivian, she’d possessed a Hendari crystal.

    The question was why?

    Had it been there to keep her safe? Or had it, like Vivian, been taken from the gods to keep others safe?

    With so many questions unanswered, all Vivian could do was float there, surrounded and protected by her heartbeat and nothing else.

    She longed for Jake to return. She had no sense of time without a body to measure it by, but something told her he would come soon.

    That same thing told her to be ready for the worst. For something was on its way.

  
    Chapter 2

    Special Commander Jake Trace

    Too much had happened for him to follow.

    The last five days of drudgery had been the same – until all he could see at night was the sight of ships being sucked up before his very eyes.

    Now he finally had something to live for.

    As the shift ended and Jake followed Bob through the massive gaping more of the hangar bay and into one of the tributaries that would lead out to the merchant deck, all Jake could think of was Vivian.

    And one other thing.

    For about the hundredth time, surreptitiously, Jake turned up his wrist device and checked on it. A deep frown dug its way across his lips as he let his gaze dart from side-to-side. But no matter from which angle he stared at it, he still couldn’t tell where that information had come from. When he’d fought the sentry robot, his device had told him precisely what to do. Without it, he’d be dead.

    Jake had run some diagnostics on the watch, but they’d told him nothing. At the time he’d been fighting the sentry bot, the wrist device hadn’t received external input – which meant that the program that he’d followed to kill the bot had been internal.

    … Had it been some parting gift from Admiral Forest? He doubted it. She wasn’t the kind to give you surprise gifts. She knew that any operation was dependent on the proper use of information. If she’d known all along how to fight one of those sentry bots – she would have just told him.

    So what the hell was going on here?

    There was only one possibility that made any sense. It had to have something to do with the Hendari crystal. Maybe when he’d been speaking to Vivian earlier that night, the crystal had uploaded something to his wrist device without him knowing. It was that, or the steadfast atheist Jake would have to start believing in divine intervention.

    When they made it onto the scavenging deck and joined the back of one of those massive orderly, winding lines that led to the merchant market, the first thing Jake was aware of was the fact that no one was saying a word. As he cast his gaze along the line, he appreciated everybody was standing stock still, their attention riveted forward.

    “What is going on?” Bob asked the Bini in front of him.

    Rather than answer, the Bini stared at his feet.

    “What?” Bob went to ask again.

    Jake threw out a hand and locked it on Bob’s shoulder. His wrist device was warning him that there was a commotion further up the line. The front of the line wasn’t visible. It snaked around the mezzanine level.

    “What is it?” Bob asked, his voice tight with worry.

    Using his superior height, Jake finally caught sight of something. “There’s something up there. It looks like men in armor units,” he spat under his breath quickly as he pushed closer to Bob.

    Bob remained locked on the spot, his eyes wide as he focused on the end of the scavenger line. He drew closer to Jake. “Maybe they suspect what we did, and they have sent guards?”

    “Don’t mention anything,” Jake warned. He used a pulse of energy from his wrist device to ensure those three words would not carry. He was used to being discreet and hiding, but clearly Bob wasn’t.

    “They will come for us—” Bob began, about to lose it.

    Jake reached a hand forward and settled it hard on Bob’s shoulder. He pushed his fingers in, not as a warning for Bob to shut up, but as an attempt to calm the Bini.

    The ruckus at the beginning of the line continued until Jake finally saw what was going on. Two tall guards in goldplated armor strode down the line, clearly checking for something.

    Jake had been willing to believe something else was going on, but at the sight of those massive, ornate guards scanning every single backpack, his gut kicked.

    Vivian’s Hendari crystal – or something – might’ve helped Jake out of trouble with the sentry bot, but this was a different kettle of fish. If he went all commando and fought these guards, there would be hundreds if not thousands of witnesses. It would be the end of the line.

    His heart rammed hard in his chest, his body prepping for a fight that wouldn’t come.

    As those guards swept along the line, getting closer and closer to Jake, he gripped his backpack in sweaty hands. 1,000,001 plans ran through his head, but not a single one of them would work. For the second he drew attention to himself and started attacking, he was as good as dead. He didn’t need a refresher course on this galaxy to understand that those guards would shoot first and ask questions later. Sorry – they would never ask questions. They didn’t care how many Binies – or other unidentified alien races – they would have to kill. They obviously had a job they needed to do, and that was all that counted.

    “I will make a distraction,” Bob said under his breath.

    Rather than reply, Jake locked his hand on Bob’s shoulder, securing his fingers in so tightly, it would make it abundantly clear that Jake didn’t want Bob doing anything risky.

    Jake just needed a way out. He—

    His wrist device abruptly vibrated. It was the subtlest of movements. He could only feel it because it was pressed against his skin. No one else would be able to detect it.

    The next thing he knew, he heard a click in his mind. Something was initiating mental communication.

    The last person he ever expected to hear spoke next, “Special Commander Jake Trace, you will do exactly as I say.”

    Jake had to utilize every ounce of muscular control not to let his eyes boggle wide. “Paci?” he thought back.

    “Yes and no. I am an integrated version of multiple elements, one of which includes the AI previously known as Paci.”

    Jake almost shook his head. “Sorry, but who the hell are you?”

    “I am an amalgamation of Paci, your own wrist device, and the Hendari crystal. I am here to assist you.”

    Jake really did shake his head now, and it was a bad idea, because one of those guards looked up, and though Jake couldn’t see the guy’s eyes, his helmet clearly tilted Jake’s way.

    “Where the hell did you come from? When did you access my wrist device?” Jake thought.

    “These are all important questions, but they can be answered later. For now, stay still. These guards have been given instructions to scan for humans. Their scanning equipment is imprecise and can only be utilized close-range, as their scanners are not used to being calibrated for human biosignatures. When they approach, I will spoof their scans. But you must remain still and give them no other indication of who you are.”

    All Jake wanted to do was ask questions – they burnt in his damn blood. But with the guards only four Binies away, he settled for standing tall. With one last pointed pat of Jake’s shoulder, he let his fingers slip off.

    He hoped like hell Bob got the picture. In case he didn’t, Jake stood surreptitiously closer to Bob, hopefully making it clear that if Bob was stupid enough to make a distraction, it would drag Jake down anyway.

    Jake had been in some pretty hair-raising situations before, but for whatever reason, this one took the cake. Without the ability to show any external sign of fear, he had to reroute all his energy into making himself seem as casual as possible, no matter how much he shook on the inside.

    Finally the guards were only two Binies ahead. Jake let his gaze lock on the impressive goldplated metal of their armor. It glinted under the harsh lights from above. The mezzanine layer was open to his left, and the perpetually burning light of the central pillar sent a distinct blue glow dancing down one side of the soldiers’ helmets. It flickered like some kind of hellfire.

    Jake watched with wide eyes as the soldiers jammed a palm-sized scanning unit against both of the Binies in front of him. Why they felt the need to scan two obvious alien creatures to check that they weren’t human, Jake could only guess. Then again, in a galaxy that had the spatial deforming technology to create flat planes out of anything, there would clearly be the technology to alter one’s appearance easily.

    With two audible grunts, the soldiers moved on to Jake.

    He was standing close enough to Bob that he felt the little alien stiffen. Without the ability to warn Bob, all Jake could do was pray. Once upon a time, praying had been the furthest thing from Jake’s mind. A lot had changed since being thrust into this violent galaxy, and that was one such thing. He kept repeating a mantra over and over in his head, begging Bob to stay still. Jake might have only known the rat for five days, but without Bob, Jake would be as good as dead, and so would Vivian.

    It was only through Bob’s kindness that Jake now had a chance, so he sure as hell wasn’t about to let Bob throw his own life away.

    Though the Bini continued to look agitated, when one of the guards quickly swept over him with his handheld scanner and found nothing, Bob relaxed. Until one of the guards muttered, “I don’t even know what a human looks like.”

    Bob had a chance to turn his terrified gaze on Jake. The guard scanning Jake shoved the scanning unit right up against the base of Jake’s throat.

    There was every chance that the mysterious AI that had just spoken mentally to Jake was nothing more than a trick. Perhaps these guards already knew he was a human, and they wanted to catch him without too much fuss. The easiest way to do that would be to make him think he had a chance.

    But a second later when the guard’s scanner gave a dull beep and the guy grunted and swiftly moved on, Jake realized this was no game.

    Bob audibly let out a sharp breath. To block it off from the guards as they swept past, Jake pressed in closer.

    “How—” Bob began to mutter.

    Jake just patted him hard on the shoulder one last time.

    Now the guards were behind them, the orderly lines of traffic heading to the merchant deck continued. Though all Jake wanted to do was get to Vivian, Bob wouldn’t let him. They needed to sell the contents of their packs to get rid of the evidence that they’d destroyed the sentry bot. Bob had already confirmed multiple times that, by melding the contents of their packs, no one would ever know what they’d done as long as they sold the goods quickly.

    Once the contents were sold, Jake couldn’t get to Vivian fast enough.

    As they traveled down the light bridge to the Bini city, all Jake wanted to do was run. That was the last thing he could do, though. Guards were everywhere. As he walked past the mezzanine levels leading to the other city decks, he saw the same goldplated soldiers spreading through every level.

    They had to be looking for something. The only thing that made sense was him.

    He tried to communicate mentally with his wrist device again, but for whatever reason, it wasn’t responding.

    Finally, when they reached the opening to the Bini city, he felt it vibrate on his wrist.

    “You must be careful in requesting mental communication,” it warned mentally.

    “Why?” he thought back.

    “Because there is now a man on this ship that will be able to hack through it if you are close enough to him,” his wrist device warned.

    Jake frowned. “What?”

    “He is Prince Verx, and he is the allotted god of this region – which is referred to as Alpha.”

    “How do you know all this?”

    “It is freely available information downloadable from this city ship’s primary database. He is the Regent of this vessel. He owns every single city ship in his domain. He owns everything aboard, including all resources and people.”

    Jake’s blood chilled. “He’s on board? Why?”

    “The sentry bot you encountered the other day called him and informed him of the discovery of the Eye of the Gods.”

    Jake’s blood really did freeze now. It felt like it would plunge right through his heart, turn it to ice crystals, and keep going until the rest of his body was nothing more than a snowman. He brought up a hand and pressed it against his sweaty lips. He left it there for several seconds as he breathed against it until he let it fall. “Won’t he just do some kind of ship-wide scan for her?” he began. He quickly shook his head. “The Hendari crystal will prevent him from finding Vivian’s body, right?”

    “Correct,” the integrated AI informed him.

    “Jake, you appear to be distracted. You have slowed down your pace,” Bob said, drawing in close beside Jake. “It is wise to measure your speed. But do not travel too slowly. For that will be equally as suspicious.”

    Jake heeded Bob’s warning and picked up the pace. In reality, he wanted nothing more than to break into a run to get to Vivian. But to do that, would be to bring too much undue attention.

    Jake had seen a lot of guards in the other levels, but there were more here. They appeared to be going from house to house.

    He could barely breathe as tension racked him. “Have they discovered Vivian yet?”

    “If they had discovered Vivian, you would have been informed,” the AI told him.

    It sounded a heck of a lot like Paci. Enough that Jake gave a shiver. “You say that you have based some of your programming on the previous integrated AI that serviced Vivian’s pacemaker. You should know that AI—”

    “Was compromised by sentry bots. Correct. Its programming has been purged.”

    Jake blanched. “You can do that? Wait, of course you can. You’re based on a Hendari crystal.”

    He let that fact slip into place. The pressure of being scanned by those guards started to ebb as Jake realized something.

    Now more than ever he had a chance. He just had to play his cards right.

    “What are your limitations?” Jake asked, realizing this should have been the very first question a competent special commander should have turned his mind to. You needed to know what your tools could do, and critically, what they couldn’t. The parameters of success in any mission were dictated by your understanding of the multitude of ways you could fail.

    And there were so many ways Jake could fail right now, it wasn’t even funny.

    “Jake.” Bob drew in close. “I am concerned that they are looking for—”

    Jake didn’t let Bob finish. Again Jake reached out a hand and secured it on Bob’s shoulder. He patted several times, driving his fingers down until the move was firm but reassuring.
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