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Foreword




Who worked on this book? 

Fernando Neves

Character design by Killbiroarts

Fernando Neves Rocha is a Brazilian digital artist and freelancer specializing in Fanart, Pinups, character designs, and semi realistic artworks.

Instagram: fernandokillbiro_arts

Website: https://www.killbiroarts.com

Allmylinks: https://allmylinks.com/killbiro

Corin and Kevin

We, Kevin and Corin, are a real naturist couple and amateur photographers from Canada.

The original concept for Gaea began after a photo shoot of Corin using projections. I was reviewing the finished photos and began working with overlays in photo editing software. Overlays are adding semi transparent textured or design images over another image. In this case, the images were on Corin’s body. With an original photo, I was using an overlay of black petunias. The finished original artwork was amazing, and the idea started of a Naturist Superhero.

The next step was working with some professional artists to develop the character and create a comic style artwork. The character needed a specific design using multiple photos of Corin, and coming up with what her powers were going to be, to incorporate into the design. Through working with Killbiroarts, the final character Gaea was created.

The last step was working with the author, Paul Z. Walker. Gaea needed a personality, back story, weaknesses, and a cause. Thank you, Paul, for supporting the brainstorming for this direction. The rest of the story is all Paul.

Gaea was born!

Gaea

Gaia, (meaning ‘land’ or ‘earth’), also spelled Gaea, is the personification of the Earth and one of the Greek primordial deities. Gaia is the ancestral mother—sometimes parthenogenic - of all life. (About Gaea / Gaia, as found on Wikipedia.)

Proceeds

All proceeds of this book will be donated to an organization working hard for the good of the oceans, the animals that live in it, and ultimately, for our good. To find out more about this organization, visit OCEANA.ORG.

NO Artificial Intelligence

No AI was used in creating this story or the cover.











Preface




Somewhere, far out in space, where energy flows in harmony around several planets unknown to humankind, there is a special world. A world unlike any other, it has no equal. 

It’s inhabited – but not by humans. This planet is flourishing day by day, hour by hour.

Its inhabitants have no need for clocks or calendars.

It is on this planet, unknown and unseen, that signals are picked up.

Signals that need to be acted upon.







1. Earth Scream




A group of naked people sat together around a small campfire one of them had made. The rush of the ocean made for a nice background sound, as the people talked about their afternoon of cleaning up the beach. The result of their efforts, six containers filled with junk, wasn’t far away. The containers were patiently waiting for a truck that would pick them up and empty them in a responsible manner. 

“That was worth it,” Grant said as he sipped some water from his bottle.

“Unfortunately,” said Tilly, his wife. “It’s scary to see how much we got out this time, and when we come back next time, there’s at least as much.”

“We need something that can eat plastic,” Emily said, who was roasting a few marshmallows over the fire. She’d tucked the wrappers under her bum, so they wouldn’t blow away. They’d come here to clean things up, not to make the mess even worse.

Joseph agreed, and added that they were lucky to have a permit to do this naked. The first few times here, the group had been dressed, out of fear to get fined. After three visits, Grant had talked to someone from the city and explained what they’d been doing. A few of such visits later, he’d managed to get a kind of permit which made it possible to be here in the nude, which was so much more comfortable. Of course, that permit was only valid if there weren’t any people on this stretch of beach who might be ‘upset’ or feel ‘harassed’ or ‘offended’ when seeing naked people. So far they’d picked the timing right, and the one time a family had been there, they hadn’t had any problem with naked people cleaning the beach. One of the kids had actually joined in, staying dressed, though.

Clark, the silent one of the small team, just nodded. He had a small stick in his hand and drew odd symbols in the wet sand around his feet.

Tilly knew Clark was autistic, but not in a bad way. Clark just lived part of his life in his own world, as did his girlfriend Katrina. They had invited Katrina to help with the ocean clean-up, but she’d always declined politely. She was very withdrawn, almost a stranger to the real world. It intrigued Tilly to no end how Clark and Katrina stayed together. They even lived together, which was odd. They both needed a lot of personal space, but somehow they managed to survive in their apartment.

“Whatcha doodlin’, Clark?” Emily looked at the scribbles.

“Nothing,” he said, wiping away his creations with a foot. “Nothing. Just hope.”

“Hope?”

“Hope for someone to come and fix this planet.” Clark was surprisingly talkative for a moment. He opened his mouth to say something else, but that passed when the horn of the pickup truck sounded over the beach. It was the signal they’d agreed on with the driver, so they had time to put something on. The truck driver was a cheerful guy and loved helping them to get their ‘collections’ away, but after all this time he still had a serious problem with nudity.

Clark’s head jolted up as if he’d been stung with something nasty. He quickly got up and walked off. The others knew he could react awkwardly to the presence of ‘strangers’ and they let him. Usually he would be fine after the truck had left.

The remaining beach-cleaners put on a minimum of clothing. The weather was too nice to wear anything, so the little bit would have to do.

The truck stopped near the spot where the containers were waiting. The driver, a man by the name of Willy, jumped out of the cabin and greeted them. “Big haul this time, right?” he said, pointing at the bounty.

“Very much so,” Joseph agreed. “This was a stretch of beach that really needed attention. It’s amazing how careless clothed people are with their environment. I wonder if they do that at home as well.”

“What?” Willy asked. “Being dressed like normal people?” It was his go-to joke, so no one bothered to respond to it. Together, the group dragged the containers to the truck, where they were loaded into the back of the vehicle. The empty containers wouldn’t be left on the beach. That would be a sure-fire way to have them stolen; they all knew that since the first time, when they’d made that mistake.

“What about him?” Willy pointed towards the waterline, where Clark was kneeling in the sand, bent over. “Did he get seasick or anything?”

“No, don’t worry about him. He’s fine.”

“Sure.” Willy checked the containers; he didn’t want them bouncing off his truck after driving off. All the straps were tight and secure, so he wished the cleaners a nice evening and drove off.

The group walked off to where their stuff was and they dropped their clothes again.

“Much better,” Grant said, sitting down in the sand.

Tilly agreed. “I keep being surprised that the stretch of beach we want to clean is so deserted,” she remarked. “Remember that first time? We had to keep our clothes on with all the folks around, and some of them even seemed to toss their garbage directly in front of our feet. Instead of getting up and dumping it in one of the bins.”

Everyone recalled that.

“Yeah, so weird, that,” Emily said. “And lately it is as if Mama Nature is helping us a bit, by kicking people off the stretch we plan to clean.”

They had discussed that a few times already, and never had they found an explanation, but they didn’t mind it one bit. After they’d found that they could do this naked, they’d done it like that each time. Of course, they had shirts and shorts nearby, just in case, but so far that hadn’t been needed.

A loud, pained howl made all of them jump up and look at Clark.

“What the hell…” Joseph said. He hurried over to the man, the others right behind him.

Clark had half dug his legs into the sand, and his hands too, down to his wrists. The group found him crying, and as they got closer, he let out another pained scream.

“Clark, buddy, what’s wrong?” Joseph said, falling on his knees and putting an arm around the sensitive, howling man.

“I’m crying for the Earth,” Clark said. “And I’m letting out an Earth Scream.” Again he howled so loud that everyone feared he’d damage his lungs or his throat.

Emily sat down on Clark’s other side and also put an arm around him. “What is an Earth Scream, Clark?”

He turned his face towards her. His cheeks were wet from the tears. “Someone has to cry out about Earth’s misery,” he explained. “The Earth can’t do it. Nature has lost its voice here, so I am crying for Mother Nature, and screaming out Earth’s agony. Maybe someone hears it.”

Grant and Tilly looked at each other. They knew how much Clark loved the Earth and nature. He’d often said them, if it was possible, Katrina and he would leave this so-called ‘civilization’ and live somewhere in the woods, naked as much as possible.

“Do you think it will help if we join you?” Emily felt entirely comfortable asking this. She knew the others would do it. They all cared for Clark.

“Yes.” The one word came out right after a sniff.

Joseph just nodded and started loading sand over his legs. The others knelt down left and right of Clark and Emily and followed his example. Then they dug they hands into the wet sand, which turned out to be hard work.

Clark sat hunched over, his head hanging down, but as soon as everyone had dug themselves in the way he’d done, he lifted his head and howled and screamed. Everyone did, and they kept it up for several minutes.

It was when Clark pulled his hands free that the screaming stopped. “Thank you,” he whispered to his friends. “I hope someone heard this.”

Emily, her hands still covered in wet sand, patted him on the back. “It was a good thing to do, Clark. I’m proud of you. Katrina will be too when you tell her. You have to tell her, okay?” She knew he would just as easily not do that, but asking him to do this, out loud, would make sure his girlfriend learned about his ‘ritual’.

“Yes. I will. Promise.” Clark’s promise was as good as gold, they all knew that.

“Next week, when we pick another piece of beach, we can do this again,” Grant suggested. “It actually feels good to do this.”

“Yes,” Clark said. “Thank you.” He got up and walked into the ocean, to clean off all the sand. The others from the group followed suit, and once they’d cleaned up, they made their way to the little camp, put out the fire, and headed back to the city.

***Deep down in the sand, something unseen and unknown stirred. It was a power, a force that humanity didn’t know about. Minutes later, whales, swimming far out into the ocean, picked up the stirring that carried through the ocean floor and started singing a particular song. One that no researcher had ever heard.

***“Kevin. Listen to this.” Corin switched the sound from her headphones to the speaker in the cabin of their small research vessel. The sound of a whale song filled the room. “Have you ever heard anything like this?”

Kevin listened attentively, then shook his head. “No. Never. You are recording, aren’t you?”

“Do I look like an idiot?” she asked.

“As much as I do,” Kevin replied.

“Then I’m doomed,” Corin said, and winked. The two sat and listened to the sound their underwater mic picked up. “It’s coming from more and more places,” Corin noticed. “As if a dozen or more are singing it now.” She frowned.

Kevin shook his head. “Could this be some prankster trying to screw with us, using underwater speakers?” He walked over to the radar station and looked for ships near them, or submarines – no matter how improbable that was. Who would get their hands on such expensive machinery just to mess with two marine biologists? “Can you get me a sample of that song, so I can send it over to the university? Maybe they have someone who knows anything about this.”

“Sure.” Corin did some trickery with the onboard computers and isolated one part of the strange song which was particularly haunting. “There, in the shared sounds folder.”

“You’re magic.”

“I know,” she said, and with a grin she turned her attention to the sounds again.

Kevin composed a message to their uni department and sent it off, with the sound clip. “I hope they can tell us what this is.”

“Uh-huh…”

“Corin, we need to get some shut-eye. It’s getting late. Hell, in a few hours it’s getting early.”

“Uh-huh.”

Kevin walked over to her and held a hand over the power-button of her workstation.

“Don’t you dare,” she said, “even when you’re right. This…,” she tapped her headphones, “is amazing and uncanny.” Gently she moved his hand away and closed down her system. Then she yawned.

“Good girl,” Kevin said.

They left their work cabin and headed for their beds.







2. Strange things




Tilly shook her husband awake. “Hey.” 

“What?” Grant had trouble getting conscious again, and slowly sat up and looked at her. “Do you know what time it is?”

“I do,” she said. “I had this totally weird dream…”

“You too?”

She asked what he meant by that, so he started telling her about a dream in which the Earth was about to revolt against the way it was being treated.

As Grant was silent for a moment, she took over and said that there had been something odd going on in her dream after that initial sensation of revolt, and that many places were picking up that oddity.

Grant stared at her, baffled. “That’s my dream, woman,” he said. “How can you have dreamed the same thing I had?”

Tilly sighed and shrugged. “Maybe Clark’s Earth Scream has something to do with it. Say what you want, but doing that was pretty intense.”

“Really.” Grant fell back into his pillow and stared up at the ceiling. “Maybe we should call a few of the others in the morning. Ask if they had weird dreams as well.”

Tilly switched off the bedside lamp and lay down with him. She pulled his arm around her. “Good plan. We should sleep a bit more.”

“Yeah. Let’s try that.”

***Later that morning, in a very different place, professor of marine biology, Océane Fourier, lifted her tablet. “Joe. Did you see this?”

Joe Urquhart, also a professor at the same department of the university, appreciated her work dedication, but at this moment he appreciated his morning coffee even more. “Océane, please,” he said, pushing the device aside. “Don’t you see the importance of this? I’d always thought that the French were so big on their coffees.”

“I don’t like it. I drink herbal tea and water, and I’ve told you so a hundred times,” the French woman said, tossing her hair over her shoulder. “But if you insist, I will take this amazing report and keep it for myself.”

“Figures.” Joe shook his head and slurped loudly. “Okay, what do you have there?”

She read him the message from Kevin, about their discovery of the very strange whale songs. “Listen to this, it gives me the goosing bumps, Joe.” Océane tapped the audio player on the tablet, and the most amazing sound filled their office.

Joe put down his coffee and asked her to play it again. “Is that for real?” he asked after hearing it several times. “Because if it is, we need to dive into this.”

Océane suggested they should try to get on the phone with Corin and Kevin, and ask if they were certain about their discovery. As the vessel of the two had a satellite uplink, that wasn’t difficult, provided they were near the radio.

“Hello? Kevin? Corin? Can you hear me?” Joe asked.

“Yes, loud and clear. You’re on speaker, we can both hear you. You heard the sound clip?”

“We did, and we want to make certain that this is genuine,” Joe said. “Can you confirm that?”

Corin responded that they had over six minutes of the whales’ song. “It keeps repeating every forty-five seconds,” she said, “and I found that the pitch sometimes changes a little. I don’t know why, but it’s real. You can quote me on that.”

“Hello Corin and Kevin, this is Oceáne Fourier. Are you near other whales, perhaps? Could you check if they sing the same songs?”

There was some talking on the other side of the line, then Kevin said they knew of another whale pod. “It’s about a day from here if we’re lucky. We could head over there and check, just say the word.”

Joe nodded, so Océane asked them to make the journey. “Having that pod as a control group is valuable.”

“Sure, no problem. We’ll get on our way there, and we’ll let you know what we find.”

That ended the conversation. The two professors looked at each other.

“This is not standard whale behavior,” Joe finally said.

Océane only nodded.

***“Right. Emily had the weird dreams too,” Tilly said as she put down her phone.

Grant was still talking to Joseph, but it was clear that he, too, had had ‘the dream’. “So that’s all of us,” he said after hanging up. “Even Clark responded to the text message I sent him, which is close to mind boggling. What do you think happened?”

“Hell if I know. Maybe there was some weirdo who buried a lot of drugs in the sand there and we all got a heavy dose of it?” Tilly shrugged. “I have no idea what else it could be.”

“Maybe we’ll find out someday,” Grant said as he got up from the breakfast table. “Time to get dressed and go to work.” He sighed. He had a good job at the local airport, but he hated the many clothes he had to wear, also when it was warm. He was always on the lookout for another place to work, somewhere more sustainable and nature-friendly, but jobs like that which paid all the bills were hard to find. “How about you?”

“Only a few hours this afternoon,” Tilly said. Her part-time job as a secretary gave her some more freedom in picking her work hours. “I’ll get the house in order.”

Grant laughed. “Putting the magazines in a stack, huh?” Their house hardly ever was messy.

“And wash some towels,” Tilly added. She got up and hugged her husband. “Be safe out there.”

“Of course. I want to come back here in one piece,” he said before finding his clothes.

After he’d left, Tilly got to work on the few things she had to do. She was ever so happy they had an apartment where they could be naked as much as they wanted. They were high up, and the neighbors couldn’t peek in.

It was almost time for her to get dressed when her phone rang. It was Emily calling, which was surprising. Emily hardly ever called from work. “Hey Em, what’s up?”

“Tilly, I just got out of the newsroom and I need to talk to someone. And you’d better sit down.”

Tilly sat down and said she was ready for the big news. “Are you getting married?” That was impossible, everyone knew Emily didn’t have a boyfriend or a girlfriend.

“Hah, funny.” Emily’s voice dropped in volume. “There are reports from all over the world that something’s happening.”

“Something’s happening? As in?” This wasn’t clear. Something could be a lot of things.

“Marine biologists have been sending messages about whales singing a different song-”

Tilly started laughing. “Are you serious? And you’re calling me for that?”

“Tilly, shut up. This is real. At the same time there are reports of schools of fish swimming in patterns, elephants in Africa walking to a place where they shouldn’t go and more stuff like that.”

“That… is weird indeed.” Tilly frowned. “And do they know why?”

“No one has a clue, but isn’t it crazy we all had the same strange dream and now this is happening?”

“Hmm. Maybe. Are you saying that our dream made the animals do this? Or those animals are influencing our dreams?”

“I’m not saying anything but it’s totally weirding me out. So many strange things at the same time have never happened before.”

Tilly asked how Emily knew all that. This news hadn’t been on TV and she’d had that on all morning.

“We have lots of channels to get news from, and this all came in today,” Emily said. “Me being an editor gives me a lot of access to news that isn’t making the cut for the day. I don’t know if this is being brought out soon, but I put one and one together and…”

Tilly understood. It was a strange coincidence if all this was real.

Emily was convinced it wasn’t a worldwide prank, because she’d gotten the news bits from several independent channels. “I just had to talk to someone, Tilly, and I recalled you saying you were at home this morning so you’re my chosen one.”

“Thanks for that, woman.” Tilly grinned. “And thanks for telling me all this. I need to get dressed and go to work, but I appreciate your call. If anything else happens, let me know, okay?”

Emily promised to keep Tilly updated and hung up.

As Tilly got dressed and checked the time, she kept wondering about the things Emily had told her. If this was all connected, then either the whole world had gotten a dose of drugs, or strange things were indeed happening.

***Corin and Kevin reached the whale pod sooner than they’d expected. Normally the group would stay where they were, but now they came swimming towards the small research vessel.

Kevin was on the radar and counted the members of the pod. “All there, and no reason for them to come this way, unless they want to team up with the pod we left…”

“We left… what?” Corin looked at him as her hands stopped moving. She was preparing the recording equipment for the songs of the second group.

“We didn’t leave that other pod behind,” Kevin said. “They’re right behind us.”

“What?” Corin jumped up and looked at the big display. “What the hell? We’re in the middle of two groups of whales? What’s this, a gang war being fought out beneath us?”

“Let’s hope they do it there if it is a war,” Kevin said. He was joking, because rivalry had never been recorded between groups of whales. Not joking, he said, “Perhaps we should make sure we can get away quickly, in case something weird’s going to happen.”

Corin nodded. Whales were big, and one of them coming up could do serious damage to their boat. “Can you see where they will meet up if they keep going?”

Kevin pointed at the screen. “There. Just south of us. Not south enough for my peace of mind. I’ll get us going in a bit.”

She watched him leave the science cabin and soon she heard the engine start. Corin returned to her sound recording console and checked her equipment. Everything was operational, so she went out on deck and looked out over the ocean. In the distance she saw the whales, occasionally come up for air. The number of them was absolutely massive; there were at least twenty now, maybe even thirty. Kevin didn’t sail them away fast, so she felt safe in lowering the microphones. After a round of the boat, lowering the equipment into the water, she rushed back to the cabin and listened.

Stunned, she heard the very same whale song as the night before, now coming from every whale out there. It was a wall of sound, in various pitches, but the song was the same. She hit the record button and grabbed the walkie-talkie. “Kevin, they’re all singing the same song.”

He was silent for a while. “I should be surprised but I’m not. Corin, what the hell is happening out there?”

“I wish I knew.” She cut a part of the song and saved that. Quickly she wrote a short message to Joe and Océane, and sent that off, with the sound clip.

***Corin had no idea that, when she pressed the ‘send’ button on her computer, all over the world, seismic stations registered something. They all did so at the same time. Alarms went off, even though the seismic activity didn’t indicate immediate danger. What worried everyone at the stations was that, even in places where tremors had never been registered, the Earth had trembled, if only ever so slightly.

In locations where earthquakes were commonplace, people hardly reacted to the phenomenon. One-time tremors were part of life there. In places where tremors were unheard of, people ran out into the street, screaming, fearing the end of the world had come. Most of them felt quite foolish after a few minutes, because no more tremors occurred.

Emily, in the vicinity of the newsroom, was at work when her desk shook for a moment. “What…” This wasn’t earthquake country. “Did a truck crash into the building?” she asked.

No one knew.

A few minutes later she heard people in the newsroom yell things about ‘weird shit happening’ and ran into the nerve center of the news station. “What’s up?” Soon she heard about the tremors all over the world. Everyone who wasn’t ‘on air’ gathered around and watched the first bits of news coming in from all over the world. And they all wondered what was going on.

***The USA wondered if someone had started playing with nuclear devices. News from other countries came in, wondering about the same thing, but nothing came in from the official channels about any attack. People in the newsroom, who knew people in ‘strategic places’, were already on the phone, trying to get answers to questions. Within half an hour it was clear that no one had launched nukes, there was no danger and everything was calm again.

The question on everyone’s mind was: what had just happened?







3. Arrival




Deep in space, behind a hidden galaxy no life form has ever seen, the forces were looking out into space, listening, sensing. It was never quiet there. Each time the forces captured a signal, one of them would act on it. 

A new signal arrived, and it was captured by the force called Gaea. Several other forces also sensed the signal and they felt a shock from inside it. It was as much as a scream, a cry for help, as an invisible, intangible sign could convey.

I have to act, Gaea let the other forces know.

The task is great, one of them sent to her. Are you sure?

There is no other way, Gaea informed the others. She released herself from the Source of All, where every force in space and universe has its roots.

Can you do this alone? one of the forces asked.

Yes, was all Gaea returned to the others, before she turned her awareness to the core of the scream she’d captured. The message conveyed not only the scale of the damage that was being done, it also told her where the damage was happening and where this natural massacre was taking place.

There was no time to lose. Gaea let herself drift out to the currents of space and found the fastest way to reach her destination. Then, faster than an eye could blink, she was gone.

***Grant and his coworkers sat in the canteen. They all had sensed the odd shock, and management had called all personnel in.

“We need everyone to go and make sure the runways aren’t damaged,” their manager said. “We have to be able to let planes land and take off safely. Team up in pairs, that way you see more. I want everyone back here in an hour.”

“An hour?” One of the workers got up. “That’s bullshit. You know how many runways are out there? With three cars we can check one runway in an hour, forget about the whole lot.”

“That’s all the time you get,” the manager said, checking his watch. “Because that’s all the time I got, so don’t waste minutes that you can use to assure the runways are up to their task.”

Grant and several others also commented that this was lunacy, but the manager – more worried about the creases in his shirt than the actual state of the runways – ignored their comments and walked off.

“Let’s try and get as much done as we can,” someone said. “Grant, Pete, take truck number 2 and check runway 01 up north. Joe, Mark, truck 3 and check the 01 south. That’s the busiest one.” The two pairs didn’t comment; this was a sound way of approaching this.

“This is more like damage control than anything else,” Pete muttered as they climbed into the truck. The engine roared as they drove off. With an eye on the clock, they drove along the hot runway. Grant wished he could take some of his gear off, but safety rules wouldn’t let him or he’d be out of a job faster than he could be out of his clothes.

“Maybe if we go a bit faster, we can get the whole stretch done,” Pete suggested.

“Maybe, but we might miss a crack.” Grant knew they were caught between a rock and a hard place; any mistake or missing a spot would be on their plate. There was no way they could win this race.

Pete took the gamble and sped up, stating they’d just have to look faster.

“Hey, calm down, you idiot,” Grant warned his buddy, “any faster and we’ll bump over the blockade and end up in the water!” The airport wasn’t very far from the ocean, which was something Grant loved. He could get to the beach from work for a quick, nude dive, before going home. Sometimes Tilly would come over for that as well.

“No chance, buddy,” Pete said, “just keep your eyes on the tarmac.”

Grant did just that, but he also glanced at the end of the runway at times, which was coming closer quite fast. “Slow down, Pete.”

“Why? Oh shit!” Pete slammed the brakes, making the tires squeal, shaking up Grant quite a bit.

Grant was thrown back into his seat. As soon as he was able to see the world again, he spotted something far out over the ocean. “What’s that?”

“What’s what?” Pete was trying to start the truck again; his crazy brake-action had killed the engine. He looked ahead.

“It’s gone. It was like a blue streak coming down from the sky and hitting the ocean,” Grant said.

“Huh?” Pete frowned. “Are you okay? My driving didn’t give you a concussion, right?”

“Hah, it might have,” Grant said. He opened the door and got out, having another look at the ocean. He knew he’d seen that odd streak – he lacked a better word for it – coming down. Maybe there would be another one.

“Come on, man, we have to get back and report,” Pete urged him.

Grant hesitated, but nothing appeared so he climbed back into the truck. “Okay. Let’s go.” As Pete turned the truck, he grabbed the radio and called in that their end of the runway was looking okay.

“Check another runway,” was the single ‘thanks’ he got for his message.

“Sure. How do they think we can do that?”

“Easy,” Pete said. “Hang on.” He steered the truck off the runway and raced over to the one of the east-west runways. “We can do this.”

“You’re a liability,” Grant said, holding on to anything so he wouldn’t fly out of the window.

***Corin and Kevin stood on deck and were speechless after what they’d just seen. The ocean’s surface didn’t betray it, but a long, dark blue beam of light (or something looking like it) had come down from the sky, dropped down to the water, hovered there for a few seconds and then a human-like shape had gone under.

Corin prodded Kevin. “Kevin? What was that?”

“I… don’t know. I…” He stopped and turned, then headed for the science cabin. Quickly he switched on all the equipment they had at their disposal, including the underwater cameras. If the occurrence they’d just seen was real, there had to be a trace of it.

Corin came in and switched on her terminal as well. “This wasn’t real,” she said. “This wasn’t real.”

“And I saw it too,” Kevin said. “Does that make it double not real?”

“I would-” she started to say as she switched on the underwater mics.

“What the… You need to come see this.” Kevin never sounded this urgent, so Corin rushed to the display in front of him. What she saw there took her breath away.

Out there, not even far away, swam the giant pod of whales. Their song had changed dramatically, though. Among the huge animals, the scientists saw the distinct shape of a person. It was a woman, and she looked entirely at ease there, under water.

“She seems to be… naked.”

“Yeah. I saw that.” Kevin had the impression she was talking with the whales. When he said that to his partner, she just nodded.

“But that’s impossible, Kevin,” she said. “No one can come out of nowhere, dive into the ocean and talk with whales. And, my god, look at the time! She’s been there for several minutes already, without any scuba gear. That’s not normal.”

“And I don’t understand why her skin seems to have more shades now,” Kevin slowly said as he tried to zoom in on the strange woman. “That streak we saw was all black and blue, right? It’s more like blue, black, gray and magenta now.” He got no answer. “Right, Corin?” Then he looked over his shoulder, to find her no longer in the cabin.

Corin had hurried out and was nearly ripping her clothes off. She grabbed a scuba-tank, flung that on, put a mask on her face and jumped overboard. She didn’t care about any other safety equipment or swimwear; Kevin was near in case of an emergency, and he’d seen her naked before. She didn’t want to waste time.

Kevin saw her appear on the screen. He’d hit the record-button. The cameras picked up his partner and co-scientist in the nude, as she was swimming towards the whales and the strange woman. Part of him immediately wanted to go after her and experience this in person too, but someone had to mind the shop, so he cursed her impulsive behavior and turned back to the monitor. Somehow he’d figure out a way to remove her from the footage.

Corin now was angry with herself for forgetting to put on diving fins. She was struggling to move forward and she understood that this would take its toll on the air-supply in the tank. Damn it, she hadn’t even taken the time to check if it was full! But this was more important. She swam a bit more controlled now, keeping her eyes on the strange woman who kept moving from whale to whale effortlessly, touching them, and obviously not scared at all.

When she’d gotten closer to the woman, a mere two hundred feet away, Corin noticed that breathing became harder. That meant the tank was far emptier than she’d thought. She was drawn between staying here a bit longer, to see that woman, and being smart and going up to where there was a lot of air.

In the cabin, Kevin sat watching the screen. Corin was so close to that woman now, why didn’t she go any closer? Then he noticed the stream of air bubbles from her mouth-piece getting very thin, and again he cursed. They’d been diving the day before and they hadn’t had time to fill up those tanks. There were full ones on board, but on the other side of the boat. He understood her hurry and forgetting about that. “Go up, woman,” he told the monitor, but his words couldn’t reach her.

Torn between watching and going outside, to throw a full tank in the rubber boat and getting that to her, he didn’t move, his eyes glued to the screen. The colorful woman moved away from the whales and approached Corin! How did that woman move, he thought. She barely used her arms or legs, and she went through the water like a mermaid. Damn, damn, damn, he wanted to be there too, to see that creature from up close, but he knew that wasn’t going to happen. It would take him too long.

***The woman reached Corin and pulled the mouth-piece from the scientist’s mouth. A hand pressed on Corin’s lips before she could ‘breathe in’ a gulp of ocean water.

Corin’s eyes, huge inside the diving mask, looked at the woman. She had a strange, but beautiful face. It radiated compassion, or so it seemed. Corin noticed that she could now breath without effort, which was wrong. Great, but wrong at the same time. Without any air in her tank, she should be drowning. Or was this how drowning worked, she wondered.

The strange woman studied Corin’s face and body for a moment, then she swam up with the scientist. She ascended slowly, to make sure that Corin wouldn’t suffer any ill effects. It was as if the woman know about the diver’s disease called ‘the bends’. They weren’t deep enough for that, but the fact alone stunned the scientist. And all that time the woman held on to Corin’s arm with a gentle yet firm grip. Who was this she?

***Kevin stared at the goings-on and didn’t understand what he saw. Corin clearly had no air left in the tank, but the other woman was doing something that allowed her to breathe. “We’re going crazy,” he muttered.

As soon as the two shapes broke through the ocean surface, he ran out to deck, leaving the cameras rolling.

Corin and the woman were closer to the boat than he’d expected. Should he call out?

***The woman took her hand from Corin’s lips as the scientist pulled her mask down.

“Thank you,” Corin said. “Who are you?”

The woman looked at her for a moment. “I am… You can refer to me as Gaea.”

“Gaea?” Corin was puzzled. It sounded like Gaia, the Greek Earth Goddess.

“Corin! Are you okay?!” Kevin shouted from the boat. He waved at the two.

“Yes, fine!” Corin looked and waved back at him for a moment, then looked… at the water around her. “Gaea?”

The strange woman had disappeared.

“Gaea?” she called out again, but the woman remained where she was: out of view.

“Want me to come over in the dinghy?” Kevin called out. “And where did she go?”

Corin yelled back that she’d be able to swim back to the boat, and started doing so. No fins and the tank made that a bit of a struggle, but she managed it.

Kevin hoisted the tank up, and she climbed out of the water. “What happened? I saw you were running out of air.”

Corin nodded and told him what the woman had done. “I don’t get it, Kevin. She put her hand over my mouth and I could breathe. It was totally weird. She told me her name is Gaea. Well, I could ‘refer to her’ that way.” She shook her head, spraying droplets around. “Very confusing, but… she radiated a kind of peace and power that I’ve never felt before.”

“Come on, let’s get you inside, girl,” Kevin said, putting an arm around her. “You’re shivering your head off.”

Not long after, Corin was wrapped in a big towel while Kevin made tea with honey for her. Not her favorite, but it would warm her up inside very fast.

“We should report this to the department,” Corin said.

“Yeah. I’m glad we have the video so we can prove what we say. Do you mind you’re in it?”

“No, of… Oh.” Corin realized he meant ‘in it naked’. “Ehm. Well, not much to be done about it, right? And it’s far away. Right?”

“Far enough,” Kevin assured her. He proceeded to create an upload of the events.

***“It was amazing, Tilly,” Grant said as they were at home for dinner. “There was this amazing blueish streak coming from the sky.”

“Emily also reported stuff like that,” his wife said. “She’s in that newsroom, remember? Several places caught that colored streak coming from space, but no one knows where it ended up. She might still be trying to find out something.” Tilly felt a bit odd that she knew all this without having been a witness to it, like Grant had been, or even their friend Emily.

Grant’s phone rang. He picked it up. “Well I’ll be damned…” He answered the phone. “Clark?”

“Grant. We need to go to the beach tonight,” Clark said.

“The beach?”

“Where we were last time. For the Earth Scream.”

“Ehm, okay? Any particular reason?” Grant held up the phone so Tilly could listen along.

“Yes. We have to. Katrina is coming too. We all have to be there.” Clark hung up.

“Sheesh. I’d forgotten Clark owns a phone,” Tilly said. “I’m impressed that he knows how to use one.”

“Seriously.” Grant thought about the last words. We all have to be there. He was certain Clark wasn’t going to call everyone, so he sent out a text to Joseph and Emily, asking them to come as well. They both confirmed to be there very quickly, probably because the message contained the words ‘Request from Clark’.








