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Dedication

 


For all the dreamers and anyone who wishes
they could do what they love for a living, but have yet to make it
happen,

go out and start living it!

Keep dreaming.


Prologue

 


“Get to the boats!” someone yelled.

A siren sounded so loud it pierced my
eardrums. I could hardly hear what anyone was saying it was so
loud. My father scooped me up in his arms and began running.

“Dad, what’s going on?”

“I don’t know. The General has sounded the
disaster alarm. Something’s happening, so we must go to the boats
for safety. It’ll be okay, Rick.”

“Where’s Peter? I haven’t seen Peter!” I was
only ten, and Peter Maddox was my only friend. Our fathers worked
together in the Navy.

“I don’t know, Rick. But I’m sure he’s safe.
He’s probably with his father, The General.”

I adjusted my grip on my father by putting
my legs around his waist and my arms around his neck, so that I
could see behind us.

It was utter mayhem as everyone, all the
families of the navy officers, ran toward the vessels. My father
and I walked across the plank into the navy vessel. The higher we
climbed, the more people I could see. At the height of a few
stories above the dock, I could see everyone’s heads, and not one
of them was Peter. My father seemed to sense what I was thinking
and put me on his back.

“It’ll be okay, Rick. I think the General
and his family are already on board.” I nodded, but not that my
father could tell what I was doing.

When we were aboard the vessel, my father
walked down a few hallways, down a flight of stairs, and down two
more corridors, before stopping at a door. He knocked, the door
opened, and I heard a familiar voice.

“There you are. I was beginning to get
worried.” My father handed me over to my mother, and I hugged her
tight.

During dinner that night, I finally found
Peter and sat beside him. Our families were friends, so we all sat
together. Another friend of ours, Clinton, sat opposite us with his
family. I had a feeling General Maddox hated Clinton’s father,
though. I think it’s because Clinton’s father once stole the
General’s exam answers in chemistry, and he’d never really forgiven
him.

Peter and I kicked and shoved at each other
under the table. We vowed to sneak out of our cabins when our
parents went to sleep later that night to explore the vessel.

Once everyone was asleep, Peter and I both
met in the corridor outside our rooms, and using one of his
father’s flashlights, we crept into the darkness.

“Do you think we could find the food storage
room?” I asked.

“That’s in the cargo hold.”

I gasped. “You know where the food is?”

“Yep,” Peter said as a matter of fact.

“Do they have chocolate?”

“Yep. And ice cream in the cold
storage.”

“Cool! Let’s go!” We picked up the pace.
When we climbed down the stairs to the lower level, the ship
suddenly jolted, throwing us down the stairs and into a wall at the
bottom. I landed on top of Peter.

“Peter! Are you okay?”

“Yeah. I would be if you got off me!”

“Oops. Sorry.” I stood up gingerly and held
out my hand to help him up. Once Peter was to his feet, the ship
rocked again, more violently this time. We both went flying into
another wall.

That was when we heard another siren. It was
the second time in our lives we’d ever heard it. I wondered how
many more I would have to hear. I hated them.

I tried to stand, but saw that Peter was
unconscious.

“Peter!” Another voice called Peter’s name
at the same time as me. Someone had noticed that we were
missing.

“Peter! Rick!”

“Down here, Dad!” I responded, but the
effort was for nothing because, at that exact moment, a giant wave
rolled the ship over and capsized the boat, dowsing the lights, and
plunging our world into darkness.

***

The first thing I heard was nothing.

Then gradually, the sound came rushing back
all at once.

My ears, eyes, and lungs were filled with
water, but somehow, life was pushed back into my body.

“Rick, breathe!”

I could feel warmth and the soft caress of a
breeze across my skin. I was no longer wet and weightless. I was no
longer drowning in the darkness. I was above the water in the
light.

I was no longer drowning! I opened my eyes.
The sea air and the salt stung my eyes, and so did the glare from
the sun, but it was better than seeing nothing but the back of my
eyelids, and the murky depths of the ocean. A shadow came across my
sun, and I moaned. I almost wanted to tell the person to move out
of my warmth. I was like a reptile that needed the sun in order to
move, to live. I was desperate for it, desperate for life.

“Rick?”

Hang on. I knew that voice. That was one
voice that made me want to live.

I opened my eyes and looked at her.

“Mom?”

“Rick, honey. You’re alive.” She pulled me
to her chest, but it was suffocating. I tried to push her away.

“Mom, what happened?” She finally released
her hold just a little bit and looked down at me. She wiped my
bangs out of my eyes.

“A big wave hit the boat, but it’s okay.
We’re all okay.”

Then I remembered Peter, my one and only
best friend.

“Peter!”

“Peter is fine, honey. You refused to let
go. General Maddox saved you both and brought you to the
surface.

The surface. I looked around and saw lapping
blue water all around us. I looked down and saw I was resting on a
large piece of steel. Was it the remains of the navy vessel?

“Where are we?”

“We’re almost to safety. We’re going to
rebuild everything and start over. Rick, we’re going to have a
brand new life.”

I looked around and could see nothing but
ocean. There was no land in sight. There were others floating on
pieces of steel just like my family and me… but where we were
floating to—I did not know.


CHAPTER ONE

 


Pym

I couldn’t get the feeling out of my mind.
You know the feeling where you think you’re being followed or
watched? Well, it was happening to me right then. As I took my
morning swim, on the same route I took every day, the feeling
wouldn’t leave, like a black cloud hanging over me. I was a natural
swimmer. Rush always joked that I must have been a fish in my past
life, and I’d say, “All the better to beat you.” I had won all of
the races we had shared since I could remember.

Everyone here was expected to be a natural
swimmer since the great floods covered the earth in 2012. The
majority of the world’s population drowned, but a select few
survived by clinging to floating debris. And that was how Aqua was
born thirty years later. It was either you learn to swim or die in
our world.

You might be wondering
what Aqua is. The City of Aqua, pronounced ag-wa, was created from the debris
of the Old World. It’s a floating city that sits somewhere in the
Pacific Ocean. Although Aqua moves, the currents make it stay in
one general area. You might also be wondering how we have survived
for so long living in the middle of the ocean. Well, we have
evolved. That’s where the natural ability for swimming comes
in.

I sped up, increasing the pace, feeling that
something was not right. I flipped myself over and could see a dark
shadow above, and then below. There were dark shadows all around. I
was cornered. The hatch to my room was too far away. Out in the
open, I was exposed. My father always drilled into me not to swim
too far out into the open blue of the ocean, but I didn’t often
listen. Now I was paying for it. The dark shadows moved closer, and
I finally got a glimpse of what they wereare. Sharks. There were
sharks all around me. Around Aqua, there was always an abundance of
all kinds of sharks, but they usually didn’t hurt us.

Something was wrong.

This wasn’t their normal behavior. They were
circling me. Circling their prey. It wouldn’t be long before one of
them had the guts to go for the kill. I tried to swim down, but I
knew this was dangerous. Eventually, I’d need to come up for air.
Our people could hold their breath for an average of fifteen
minutes, but I held the record of twenty-five. Rush had reached
twenty and was still trying to beat me. I turned back toward the
city, toward the safety of my room, but the sharks were still
circling me.

And then something hit me. I was sent
sideways and almost knocked unconscious. Black spots clouded my
vision. The shark came at me again. This time, I saw teeth and a
flash of a fin and a tail. I shut my eyes and waited for imminent
death. But it never came. All I heard was the thrashing of water
and the sounds of a struggle. I opened one eye and saw two sharks
fighting. I didn’t know if the shark fighting the others off was
one of the ones who had been circling me or a newcomer. All I knew
was that this new shark had saved my life, but now it was time for
me to get out of there.

I swam as if my life depended on it.

I reached the round hatch in the floor of my
room and pulled myself up. Everyone had one of these hatches in the
ground floor of their apartment for quick access to the ocean. I
unzipped my wetsuit as I reached for a towel. Luckily, I didn’t
start to strip because someone had followed me right into my
bedroom. I spun around and saw Rush standing in the middle of my
floor, his dark hair dripping over his sapphire blue eyes. My heart
did a somersault in my chest as I took him in. The sight of his wet
suit pulled tight over his muscular body was doing unmentionable
things to my insides. Looking at him made me forget all about my
zipper, which was silly because I shouldn’t have been feeling these
sorts of things for my best friend.

“Why can’t you knock first?”

“Sorry, I seemed to have bypassed the “Pym
is undressing” sign.”

“That’s because I don’t have one, perv,” I
said as I threw my towel at him. I saw his eyes devouring my nude
back, so I poked my tongue out at him and climbed the winding
stairs to my loft. I could feel his eyes on me each step of the
way. Rush and I have had nothing going on sexually between us,
although some have hinted of our unrequited sexual tension, but I
didn’t see it. Rush Rodgers was my best and only friend, and we had
been since age six. Our fathers ran the Militia that governs our
city, so our mothers raised us together.

I turned back before opening the bathroom
door. Rush was still standing there dripping in the middle of my
living room.

“What do you want?” I asked.

“You shouldn’t go out alone.”

I rolled my eyes. “You sound like my father.
I don’t need someone else telling me what I can or cannot do.” I
spun the wheel to unlock my bathroom and pushed it open. “Do you
mind? I’m going to take a shower. I’ll meet you in the common
room.” He was still standing there, still staring.
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