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The Eye of the Gods Episode Five Blurb

    
        

The King has Vivian. Jake is dead.

But the end is not here.

Something remains. A chance. One they're both forced to take as the King takes his war right to the heart of the Coalition.

....

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 Five 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

    Vivian didn't understand what was happening. One minute she’d been with Jake – the next she was with the King.

    She was aware of the fact that the King was holding her cube. She knew that, because for the first time, she got a visceral sense of being trapped in it. It was like her body had been compacted down into a square. She could sense his fingers crumpling around her. More than anything, she was aware of his greedy grip. It was the kind of grasp you would use if you had the potential to grab the entire universe at once. Let it go, and your chance would slip. Capture it for good, and you could claim everything.

    The King turned around. She could hear his bare feet grating over the rough stone and dirt of the tunnel floor beneath him.

    He didn’t say a word to her. He simply twisted his hand around and carried her cube in an upright position as he strode away.

    Far off, she could hear screams. They filled the tunnel system. They filled her mind more. They echoed and tore through her consciousness like wild animals in for the kill.

    “Your true life will start tomorrow, Eye,” the King said, his gravelly voice echoing out.

    It penetrated the cube like nothing else could until it felt as if he’d pressed his lips right up against the smooth metal and hissed into her body.

    She crumpled. She didn’t have a body, but that didn’t matter. In the confines of this cube, she found some corner, and she hunkered down.

    This was it. From now on, this was how she would live her life. She would be returned to her body, but even then, the only part of her consciousness that mattered would hide.

    For Vivian Bond’s world had turned into a walking nightmare.

    The King transported away. She was taken to a cruiser above the planet. It quickly punched to light speed, and Vivian left the horror she had wrought behind her.

    For now.

  
    Chapter 2

    Special Commander Jake Trace

    Now here’s the thing – he’d been killed. He still remembered the way that energy blast had torn through his body. The pain, the soul-splitting agony of knowing that he’d come so far only to lose it all now.

    But something remained. He was conscious. Somehow.

    Jake Trace did not believe in the supernatural. When you died, that was it – you were dead. Nothing short of miracle medical technology could bring you back. But something had to be happening, and he doubted he’d turned into a ghost.

    His consciousness was… spread. It was almost as if it had fragmented and those fragments had become part of something else.

    It felt like he was being carried by an invisible river. A river that would not let him die yet.

    At first, all he could do was hover above his body, but soon enough he realized he could move.

    He couldn’t see, per se. He was aware enough to recognize what was happening around him, though. It was the kind of awareness you had in a dream. Maybe the resolution wasn’t sharp, but you still knew what you were facing and what you were doing.

    He pushed through some wall. He saw the fighting. The King’s soldiers were relentless. The Binies and the guards from the city ship fought back, but what could they ultimately do? They were torn down.

    Life, to the King’s guards, was cheap. Because life to any god was cheap in this galaxy.

    A single refrain played through Jake’s head. The light rests in the blood of the weak but the hands of the mighty.

    Why? What kind of system was that? Had it existed from times of old? Had the gods just been some ruling elite who’d one day decided that while they had a little power, they could use it to take more? Or had they been something else? What if they’d been the protectors of the light only for that light to corrupt them and the power to go to their heads?

    Now was not the time to answer these heady questions – considering he didn’t technically have a head.

    He continued to push through the corridors.

    A surprising thing was happening. His forces weren’t dying as quickly as he would’ve expected. The majority of them were still on the run. The Bini front team who were creating new tunnels and collapsing old ones were doing a good job of confusing the King’s forces.

    It wouldn’t last.

    The King’s men clearly had the capacity to transport wherever they wanted to, no matter the tunnel shielding and no matter how deeply underground their target was.

    Jake had made some dangerous assumptions along the way. He’d assumed because of the light’s propensity to destroy whatever it powered, it would affect even the King’s scanners.

    He was wrong.

    He’d been wrong about everything.

    There was one thing he wasn’t wrong about. Jake Trace still wasn’t dead.

    He moved through those corridors, wafting like an apparition. A few times, he tried to intervene in fights. He couldn’t quite do it. Christ, maybe he was a ghost. Because every time he tried to grab hold of one of the King’s men’s guns, his nonexistent fingers slipped off.

    He didn’t stop trying. Do that – admit to the fact that there was nothing he could do – and it felt like he would disappear for good and this second chance would slip through his fingers like blood.

    As Jake shifted through the tunnels, nothing capable of getting in his way, he finally chanced upon Bob.

    The mere fact that the Bini was still alive gave Jake the greatest sense of relief he’d had since dying. That relief – as it surged through his body, rose through his nonexistent chest, and shuddered through his soul – made him feel the one thing he needed to right now: alive.

    Bob had his back to Jake as he wielded a vacuum pack expertly. The nozzle was directed at a particularly thick patch of stone ahead of the main group of refugees.

    Sweat slid down the Bini’s head as he hunkered forward, his body bent in half as he tried to come at the thick stone from below.

    Jake hovered over Bob’s shoulder. Jake might have only worked in the hangar bay for five days, but he’d gotten so used to wielding those vacuum packs that he almost wanted to give Bob some pointers now.

    Bob suddenly stopped. Jake could see the Bini’s face reflected in the shiny nozzle of his pack. His eyes widened to the point of popping.

    Abruptly, Bob turned.

    And he screamed right in Jake’s face.

    Jake turned, expecting to see more of the King’s men rounding on the refugees from behind. He didn’t.

    Bob kept screaming.

    It took until Bob reached out a shaking hand and let it hover close to Jake’s shoulder that Jake realized the impossible – Bob could see him.

    “What’s happened to you?” Bob spluttered in a choked tone.

    “What? You can see me? Bob? What the hell? Can you see me?” Jake couldn’t spit his words out fast enough. They crammed their way through his throat like bombs jostling against one another in a weapons shaft as they waited to be let loose.

    Bob jolted back.

    There were other Binies with him, forming a line as they worked together to advance the tunnel. Not one of them turned around and stared at Jake’s disembodied form in shock. It seemed that, for whatever reason, they couldn’t see him. Only Bob could.

    Bob confirmed that as, with one more shake of his head, he mouthed, “Jake?”

    Relief surged through Jake again. It almost fooled him into thinking he had a body. “You really can see me, can’t you?”

    Bob gave a shaking nod. “How are you doing this? Is this some kind of technology from your own galaxy? Where is your body?”

    Jake would have paled if he could. “No. This isn’t my tech – not that I’m aware of. As for what’s happening to my body…. Bob, I was killed. Something happened to me. For whatever reason, my… my consciousness somehow separated from my dead body. I have no clue what’s happening – but thank god that you can see me.”

    Bob looked right up at Jake, further confirming that the Bini really could see him. “No,” he said slowly, finally overcoming his initial shock. “Do not thank a god – thank the gods.”

    “What? Do you know what’s happening here?”

    Bob looked down at his feet. It took Jake a second to realize that the Bini was staring at the earth below and the planet beyond.

    “What is it?” Jake asked. His voice shook with the same note of shock he’d used when Bob had first headed out onto this world. It was an acknowledgment that ultimately, Jake had no clue what was happening here.

    “This planet does things,” Bob whispered quickly.

    Jake’s back chilled. Terror raced up it and plunged into his hindbrain with all the speed of a meteorite crashing to earth. It took him way too long to realize he didn’t even have a back anymore. “What?”

    “The energy of this world runs in our blood.” Bob stared at his hands.

    “But I’m not from the Ari Galaxy. Nothing runs in my blood but blood. What are you talking about, Bob?”

    “This light decides how to protect itself,” Bob revealed.

    “What?”

    “I may not have known much about the light before I set foot on this planet, but now I can feel it and see its wonders, I understand it.”

    That seemed like a pretty grand statement, considering circumstances. Bob was right – he’d just set foot on this rock. He’d been here for less than a day. Now he was claiming to not just know what the light was, but that he understood what it wanted.

    Jake would have dismissed such a grand statement were it not for the look in Bob’s eyes. It was almost serene – if you could imagine that as the tunnel literally shook around him and the refugees further back screamed for their lives. It was as if Bob had managed to carve out a moment of serene resolve in the heart of chaos itself.

    It stilled Jake to the spot.

    “The light chooses who it serves and who it saves,” Bob revealed.

    If Bob was hoping that that particular statement would give Jake solace – it did the exact opposite. It drove home one point – whatever light inhabited this world, it was damn similar to the light of the gods. For both were intelligent parasites that decided what they fed on and what they served.

    It took Jake a second to realize what that meant. For whatever reason, the light wanted him alive.

    That could mean only one thing, right? Alive, it thought he could bring it more food and serve its ultimate purpose.

    Bob reached forward and let his other hand hover close to Jake. “We must find your body.”

    “What? Why? It’s back at the mouth of the tunnels near the command center.”

    “If we find your body, we may be able to heal it and reinsert your consciousness.”

    If this weren’t the Ari Galaxy, Jake would have plain laughed at such a claim. Laughing was the last thing he did as he thought of Vivian and the cube.

    “Hold on, if you’re thinking what I think you are, then surely it won’t work. If we find that stasis pod that was used on Vivian – if it hasn’t been completely destroyed – it won’t work on me anyway. It only worked on her because she’s a god.”

    “The light has decided that you should live. It will help you fulfill that promise.”

    Jake felt sick. Surprisingly, without a body, that sense was far worse than with one. With no competing bodily sensations to get in the way of his nausea, it owned him.

    “We must find your body and take it back to the ship. We must trust that the stasis pod has survived.”

    Jake couldn’t speak. For several reasons. He was still disgusted by this, but more than anything, by the clear belief Bob had.

    It told Jake that far from giving up on his religious belief in the gods, Bob’s devotion had simply switched to the light.

    Jake couldn’t question further, though. If Bob was right, and there was even the slimmest chance that they could get Jake’s body back, then he had to take it.

    Out there, Vivian was with the King. And who knew what he was doing to her mind….

  
    Chapter 3

    Vivian Bond

    She’d been taken onto the King’s cruiser.

    She wasn’t back in the room with her body, though – for whatever reason, the King was waiting to return her consciousness.

    In his presence, the cube gave her more sensory information. It wasn’t just when he was carrying her – just the feel of his hand, the heat, and the unbearable power. She got a diffuse awareness when she was in his proximity – enough to note that he’d taken her to some form of throne room.

    His throne was enormous – that much she could tell. The room might be large, but its size was irrelevant compared to the overwhelming presence of the throne. It was based on the same technology the cube was – and had that same intricate design. But unlike her cube, the throne perpetually glowed with the light of the gods.

    The King sat there, her cube in his hand. He drummed the fingers of one hand against the armrest of his throne as he delicately lifted the cube up and considered it. “My time has come. With you by my side, I will rise once more.” His voice vibrated on the word rise. It did so with the kind of fervor that told her the King was a monster through and through – if she needed any more evidence of that fact. But his voice didn’t only shake on the word rise. It became deepest when he said again. It suggested one thing – he’d once been far more powerful than he was now. That was almost impossible to imagine. As he held her, she felt his strength so deeply, it might as well have been a fact someone had burnt into her blood.

    “Why don’t you speak, Eye? Have you been taught to fear me? There is nothing to fear.”

    The way he said there was nothing to fear was like a robot stating a phrase you had programmed into it. There was no emotional resonance, and there certainly wasn’t any sincerity.

    Vivian remained silent. This just made the King chuckle. He tilted her cube, considering it from another angle. Then he ran his broad thumb over the top corner. It repulsed her. Whenever Jake had done the same move, it’d grounded her. Now she wanted to shut off her every tactile sense, getting rid of them forever if only it meant that she didn’t have to put up with that spine-tingling sensation.

    The King suddenly chuckled. “You fear because you do not understand and you do not know your true use. All will be revealed in time. The galaxy is at our feet, Eye. Even if you do not possess the capacity to understand that now, the fact remains.”

    She’d been doing nothing but facing him in defiant silence. Now anger bubbled up, igniting the last of her pluck and courage. “Whatever happens, I won’t help you.” Her voice became high-pitched and sharp on the word won’t. If she could have channeled all of her strength into that word and made it cut through the cube, and the King in turn, she would have.

    He didn’t chuckle. He settled for stroking the cube with even broader movements of his thumb. It might technically have been a caress – on the surface. Beneath, she could feel the power surging through his bloodstream. At any moment – with nothing but a mere thought – he could instruct his blood to destroy the cube. He could instruct his light to destroy anything. And that’s why even the gentlest movement of his fingers was nothing more than a lie. If you stroke someone with a gun, it is not an act of kindness, but one of threat.

    “There is nothing to fear, Eye. You simply do not understand who you are and where you are from. In time, you will. You will take your rightful place beside me.”

    “My rightful place is back in—” Vivian began. She stopped herself just in time.

    She knew that the King inclined his head to the side and was sure a certain kind of smile spread his lips. “You were about to refer to the galaxy you grew up in, weren’t you? Now, what is it called to you? Oh yes, the Milky Way. We have a much less kind term. For it is just another source galaxy that feeds us with materials and energy. I think you have a similar concept from where you’re from. A farm? Does that make much sense, Eye?”

    She wouldn’t answer him. If he drew her into a conversation, all he would do was threaten her. The more he bullied her and the more she gave up on her defiance, the easier it would be for him to ultimately control her.

    “There is no need to become recalcitrant, Eye. This must be discussed in time. I can feel your desire to find out what will happen to your home, so ask your questions.”

    There was something so leading about his tone that, despite her better judgment, she still asked, “What do you mean?”

    That smile spread his lips further. She still couldn’t technically see his face, but she didn’t need to to understand how he moved. It was as if, in this state, held between his fingertips, she was sufficiently connected to his nervous system that she could bypass visual data.

    “What do I mean? I mean that you need not worry about that place. It will be dealt with.”

    Her world came crashing down on the words dealt with.

    Everything told her to stay quiet. The King was simply trying to push her buttons. But she couldn’t keep this question to herself. She might have found out that she hadn’t ultimately come from the Milky Way, but that did not change her allegiance to it. Everything and everyone she knew was back there. She would not act in a way that compromised their safety.

    “It has been some time since the Ari Galaxy went to war. We ultimately do not see wars as worthwhile. We, the gods, are peaceful.”

    She didn’t laugh in his face, though that sentiment was ridiculous.

    She did what she should have done previously. She withdrew.

    The King would not let her. Now he had his hooks in her, literally, there was nowhere for her to go.

    He tightened his grip and leaned forward in his throne. The sound of his body shifting past the sleek metal met her ears, for, whenever he moved, the light burning in his body grated over anything it touched.

    “They will die,” he said abruptly, his tone changing. He didn’t try to stroke the cube anymore, either. He just gripped it like a vice. “Everyone in your Milky Way will crumble at the feet of the gods. Those who can be fed to the light, will be fed to the light. Those who can’t, will simply die. Don’t fear – this was always a destiny that was waiting to befall them. Anyone who steals from the gods and uses our crystals will face our wrath.”

    Vivian tried to close herself down. The King simply held her all the harder as he leaned forward until his face was pressed close to her cube. “This may shock you, but in time, you will understand. For in time, our purpose will be revealed. We are the chaperones of this universe, Eye, and when you recall that, your pain will cease. Of this, I can assure you.”

    Vivian screamed. Over and over again. She didn’t stop. There was nowhere for her screams to go. They simply played around her mind, an echo chamber of her grief and guilt at what was to come.

  
    Chapter 4

    Special Commander Jake Trace

    They’d done the impossible. Bob had backtracked with Jake, and they’d found Jake’s body. The only reason they’d successfully managed to navigate the tunnels was that Jake had the capacity to head through them, spy the King’s guards, and find a route around them. With the help of Bob’s vacuum pack, it was easy enough to carve out a safe path.
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