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6. Sub Mission

My kitten woke me. After I fed her, I drank my tea on the balcony and 
watched the sea reflect  the rising sun.  My kitchen was rebuilt  and the 
pantry stocked. With my friends now caught up in romance, I would have 
plenty of time to restore the collection.

I brought the soldiers on watch some cheese and bread, and then I 
started working. By noon I had transcribed and bound two books.

Late in the afternoon Alara pranced in, wearing a short red tunic with 
the hem cut into points. Leggings covered her down to her talons. She lit 
a match and held it to the material, but it didn’t ignite. “Pyrolon.”

“That’s amazing!” I touched the metallic cloth. “The hemline looks 
like flames. And that color is great on you. Daxion is going to turn into a 
babbling fool when he sees it.”

“He already has, and he did,” she grinned, flipping her feathery silver 
hair.  “I  just  came  from  the  lighthouse.  We’re  going  lava  surfing  on 
Fourth-Day! Here, you have some mail.” She removed a book from her 
bag.

“Want to stay for dinner?”
“I’d love to, but I’m running late. And after I’m done, I’m picking up 

Dax. We’re going to sit on the volcano and watch the sunset.”
I nodded. “I bet it’ll be beautiful.”
“We won’t be paying much attention to the sky,” she said slyly. “Oh, 

I almost forgot to ask you. Jaanor wants to read the History.”
“I haven’t made a circulation copy yet, but he can borrow ours.” I 

retrieved the copy off the shelf and made a note in the register.
She tucked the book into her bag. “Well, have a nice night. I’ll see you 

tomorrow.” She traipsed out and took off on her bird.
At sundown I was hungry, but I had just copied a third text, and I 

wanted to bind it before dinner. Lighting a candle, I imagined Alara and 
Daxion on the volcano and smiled. While I was up, I locked the doors.

As I started the book cover, the wind picked up. The kitten ran to the 
front door and hissed, her fur bristling. Then there was rapping.

I set down my ruler and walked to the door. Who would be coming 
to the Library at this hour?

I leaned toward the peephole. Then I recoiled in horror.
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“Zarena?” called a familiar raspy voice.
Heart  pounding,  I  backed  away.  I  would  apologize  profusely  to 

Daxion, if I survived. Then I remembered the escape plan.
I sprinted into the kitchen. With trembling hands I grabbed the flare 

gun and shoved a cartridge into the breach. I opened the window, leaned 
out, and fired into the night sky. The luminous streak was engulfed in 
darkness the moment it left the muzzle.

I slammed the window and flung the vault open. I stumbled along the 
shelves. My hands found the hatch, and I spun the wheel.  I threw my 
weight against it, and the door swung open.

Backlit by twilight, the Dark Destroyer was leaning against the cliff 
face, hands in his pockets. “Hello, my angel.”

I yanked the door shut and latched it. Of course he had expected me 
to flee by sea. And someone who could see through rock would find me 
underwater.  Had  the  soldiers  heard  the  flare  gun?  I  hoped  he  hadn’t 
crushed them on his way to me.

I dashed up the  stairs  and grabbed the  back  door handle.  Then I 
hesitated. Morgoz would anticipate this.

I heard him on the other side. “Let me in, Zarena. Otherwise, I’ll 
have  to  break  your  door  again.  Why  not  spare  us  both  the 
inconvenience?”

It was obvious the Library wasn’t strong enough to keep him out.  
Slowly, I unbolted the door and opened it.

Morgoz  looked  somewhat  less  intimidating  than  before.  He  was 
about seven feet tall and relatively slim, with armor on his chest, forearms, 
hands, and feet.  Ebony metallic hair grazed his gray shoulders. A stray 
strand fell  over his  glowing purple eye;  the optical  device covered the 
other. He wore a black sleeveless shirt and canvas pants, the gauntlet, the 
belt with the triangular buckle, and the same weapons as the last time.

“I’ve missed you,” he said with an ingratiating smile.
“Evidently so,” I muttered. “I’m still alive.”
He  laughed  his  gravelly  laugh.  “If  I  had  wanted  to  kill  you,  we 

wouldn’t be having this conversation.”
“You left me unconscious in a burning building,” I pointed out.
“It wasn’t that simple.” He shook his head. “It seems I wasn’t ready 

to give up on you. My shock wave came out half-strength, and I couldn’t  
bring  myself  to  finish  you  off.  I  had  resolved  not  to  force  your 
cooperation. But leaving you in a wrecked kitchen would have aroused 
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suspicion.”
I squinted at him. “So you hit the Library with a bolt of lightning?”
“Yes.  There  wasn’t  time  for  a  proper  memory  wipe  because  the 

lighthouse keepers were on their way. So I woke you and watched you get 
to safety, and then I planted the suggestion in your Elder’s mind that I  
hadn’t been real.”

I blinked. Laeka had managed to persuade everyone but Daxion I was 
delusional.

“In hindsight,  I  realized I was putting you in a needlessly  difficult 
position. I was insisting you alter your mentor’s work, when the truth will  
speak for itself, undiminished by her outdated interpretation. Therefore, 
my lovely, I’ve come up with a different offer.”

His affectionate tone and pet names were making me uneasy, and I 
was  convinced the  new proposal  would be  as  unpalatable  as  the  first. 
Nevertheless, lacking an idea, or an escape route, I let him explain.

“Come browse my Archive, and choose something from my Museum 
for yourself. I’ve acquired many beautiful artifacts over the years.”

“What’s the catch?” I asked suspiciously.
“Catch? It’s not a catch. All I ask is that you summarize my life and 

append  it  to  your  History,  as  a  way  of  affirming  its  veracity  and 
importance. Then you’ll introduce it to your people.”

This offer wasn’t much different except for the bribe. As before, I 
would have to pitch the enemy’s lies. “My soul is not for sale,” I frowned.

“What about your heart, then?”
I slammed the door in his face and slid the bolt.
A tarnished fist crashed through the wood. Brushing splinters aside, 

the hand pushed the bolt and opened the door. “Really,  Zarena. I had 
hoped this wouldn’t be necessary,” Morgoz scolded. He ducked inside.

I  retreated  across  the  main  room.  He  had  snuffed  my  flare  and 
thwarted my escape, so I was down to the last, most dubious point of the 
plan. At least he was smaller now, and he wasn’t completely metal-plated.

He extended his hand. “This time I won’t take ‘no’ for an answer.”
I  flexed  my  knees.  “You  said  you’d  resolved  not  to  force  my 

cooperation.”
“Indeed,”  he  replied  pleasantly.  “But  you  can’t  decide  whether  to 

accept the assignment without adequate information.” He strode toward 
me.

I punched at his chin. He blocked with the gauntlet, and pain shot 
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through my hand. As he approached again, I kicked at his belt buckle. He 
straightened  his  arm  downward  and  sent  me  hopping  backwards, 
clutching my foot.

“How charming,” he grinned. “You’re playing hard-to-get. Did your 
red friend teach you those moves?”

I spun and bolted for the front door. My legs began to feel heavy. I 
plodded to a halt.

Surveying me with amusement, the Dark Destroyer strolled over and 
put an arm around my shoulders. My feet became light again. I pivoted 
under his elbow. He seized my wrist, but I wrenched it from his grasp.

As I ran for the door, a wall of flames rose up. I skidded to a stop. I  
turned to face him.

He  was  walking  toward  me,  arms  open.  The  heat  on  my  back 
intensified. I feinted to the right and then swerved left around him. An air  
current swept me up and dropped me before him. I struck out with a side 
kick. He raised his arm. I bounced into a bookshelf, sending a cascade of 
volumes onto the floor.

Panting, I raised my fists in front of my face. “Are you reading my 
mind?” I squeaked.

“I  would  be,  if  you  were  a  threat,”  he  said  calmly.  “Accept  the 
inevitable. You have nothing to fear.”

That had not been my experience so far. I glared at him.
He put his hands on his hips. “Look, this game has been enjoyable, 

but I’d rather not risk any more damage to the Library.” He appeared 
behind me, his iron claw on my shoulder. “This will wear off shortly.”

I started to twist away. To my dismay, my strength ebbed completely.  
I collapsed into his arms.

He laid me gently on the floor. My eye muscles wouldn’t respond, but 
in my peripheral vision I could see him stalk into the kitchen. He opened 
the vault and descended the stairs.

A moment later he returned, the  History of Za manuscript under his 
arm. He set it on the desk and strode to the shelf. “Where’s the copy?”

My lungs could only gasp, but I didn’t want to answer anyway.
“Did someone check it out? Well, you can add the appendix to the 

copy when you get back.” He shoved the books back onto the shelves. 
“This time I’ve prepared your alibi. Your acquaintances will be happy to 
learn  you’re  taking  a  cruise  on  the Voyager.  And  while  you’re  on  the 
Continent, you intend to research me in the Royal Library.” He took a 
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piece of paper from one of his pants pockets, unfolded it, and set it on  
the desk. “It’s convenient that all your friends are preoccupied with love 
affairs. I couldn’t have planned that better myself. I was starting to think 
I’d have to take out that Pyran fellow.”

I uttered a feeble growl.
Morgoz walked into the kitchen and surveyed the door.  “I should 

have teleported. Don’t go anywhere.” He went outside.
He returned with a piece of wood. He pulled out the nails out of the 

busted board with his fingertips. Bracing his knee against the new plank, 
he drove the nails with his fist. Then his eye changed from purple to fiery 
red to white, and the scrap wood burst into flames. He scattered the ashes 
with his foot.

He dusted his hands. “Now, for your personal effects.” Stepping into 
my bedroom, he put my tunic, comb, and swimsuit into my canvas book 
bag, along with my pen and ink pot. He hooked it on his belt.

“Let’s be on our way, then.” He gathered me against his chest armor, 
which was warm and rough with corrosion, and strode outside. Flames 
shot from the jet pack.

My stomach lurched as we lifted off the cliff and flew over the water. 
Would the guards see the glowing exhaust? A dark shape rose and snorted 
fire, and my heart leaped. Then it flew inland, and I sighed.

We approached a half-submerged gray ship.  Morgoz landed near a 
large,  vertical  metal  fin.  Machinery  whirred,  and  a  hatch  opened.  He 
shifted me over his  shoulder and descended a ladder into a cylindrical 
chamber. The hatch closed with an ominous clang. Spinning the locking 
wheel, he opened a door. He climbed a ladder, unfolded a seat from the 
wall, and set me on it.

We were in a control room like those in the Terran mines, with dials, 
gauges, and switches. There were also several rectangular glass plates with 
writing made of colored light.  My captor strode to the center console. 
Leaning  over  the  captain’s  chair,  he  ran  his  iron  fingers  across  the 
controls.  Then he turned around and smiled at  me.  “Welcome to my 
submarine, darling.”

In the ancient language two similar words meant ‘under’ and ‘sea.’ My 
tongue moved sluggishly. “Does this ship go underwater?”

“Yes, it does. When we’re at depth, I’ll give you a tour. Until then, 
take a look around. I’ve configured the conning tower so I can pilot the 
ship solo.” He hung the staff, rifle, and jet pack on wall hooks. Settling 
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into the captain’s  chair,  he gripped the  wheel  and nudged the throttle 
lever. There was a distant droning, and the submarine lurched slightly.

Then he stood,  gripped the handles of  a device hanging from the 
ceiling, and peered into the eyepiece. He glanced over his shoulder at me.

I was stretching my tingling toes. I pulled the hem of Laeka’s tunic 
toward my knees.

“Can you stand up yet?” he asked.
As I shifted my weight onto wobbly legs, he seized my hand. “Come 

see the view through the periscope.” He pulled me toward it.
I looked at him warily before gripping the handles and squinting into 

the lens.  Between the gray sky and fast-moving black water, I saw the 
outline of the cliff and the Library. I fought back panic. The world I knew 
was receding while I was trapped inside a metal barrel with my people’s 
most powerful enemy.

I pushed the handles, and the lighthouse beacon came into view. I 
wondered if the soldiers were getting reinforcements, or if they were even 
still alive.

Morgoz’s voice rumbled in my ear. “I didn’t harm your guards. They 
slept peacefully through our discussion. Now they’re heading to Zanctiah 
to fight the robots.”

“What?” I gasped. I swiveled the device toward Zanctiah, but all I 
could see was the ridge. “What’s a robot?”

“It’s  an  electromechanical  agent,  an  automaton  with  sensors  and 
artificial intelligence. These particular units are big, humanoid machines 
with destructive weaponry. But don’t worry. I’ve programmed them to 
damage only inanimate objects.”

I looked up at him, eyes wide with alarm.
He was grinning.  “Yes,  I  did  build  them,” he declared.  “Oh.  If  it 

makes you uneasy, I’ll stop reading your mind.”
With a feeble smile I stumbled backwards.
He grabbed my elbow. “Be careful. You’re still a bit shaky.”
“I don’t need your help.” I pushed his claw off my arm and gripped a  

pipe to steady myself.
“Well, let’s get to cruising depth. I recommend that you sit down and 

hold  on.”  He  folded  the  periscope  handles,  and  it  retracted  into  the 
ceiling. Then he strode to the control panel. A horn sounded, and a large 
red light with the word DIVE began to blink. Humming machinery and 
rushing water echoed. With ominous hissing,  groans, pops, and creaks, 
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the vessel tilted.
I scrambled down the ladder, ran to the hatch, and strained against 

the hand wheel.
“Relax,  love,”  called  Morgoz.  “Those  sounds  are  normal.  The 

pressure hull is contracting.”
I crept up a few rungs. He was watching a gauge and adjusting the 

throttle. Quietly I descended again and gripped the door handles.
“And at this depth,” he added, “even though you can breathe water, 

the sudden pressure change would kill you.”
With a heavy heart, I climbed back up into the conning tower and 

plopped onto the seat. I followed his gaze to the depth gauge.
At two hundred fifty feet the submarine leveled out, and the noises 

settled into a steady hum. The Dark Destroyer checked a few instruments 
and nodded. “Shall we start at the bow?”

“Sure,” I replied in a small voice.
I  followed  him  down  the  ladder  and  through  a  bulkhead.  We 

continued along a narrow hallway. To increase my minuscule chance of 
escape, and to distract myself from gnawing fear, I paid close attention. 
The air smelled metallic and greasy, and the throbbing machinery sounded 
like the pumps in the Terran mines. Dim red lights lined the walls.

Stooping under a conduit, my abductor chatted about his ship. “The 
small  displacement  and  simple  controls  make  it  very  responsive.  And 
state-of-the-art  propulsion  and navigation  systems  enable  me to  speed 
across the ocean without surfacing. As for the armaments…” He spun a 
dogging wheel.  We entered a large space with two horizontal cylinders 
surrounded by pipes and wires. “The forward torpedo room.”

“What’s a torpedo?” I asked.
“I  keep  forgetting  how little  you  Zaians  know about  the  modern 

world,” he smiled. “The torpedo has just been invented on the Continent, 
but I’ve had them for years. They’re underwater rockets with an explosive 
charge. You use them to sink ships.”

I was certain I wasn’t going to sink a ship with one, but I nodded.
“You load the torpedo here,” he went on, clanging his metal palm 

against  a  cylinder  end cap.  “You fill  the tube with water,  equalize  the 
pressure,  and open the breach.  Compressed air ejects the torpedo. It’s 
self-propelled and automatically guided. Meanwhile, water fills the tube to 
keep the ship in trim. Of course, you have to vent the air back inside, so  
you don’t  reveal  your position  with a big  bubble.  Stealth is  the whole  
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point of a submarine.”
“I see.” This dark, deadly, secretive vessel was a lot like its owner.
Morgoz gestured at a watertight door. “That leads to the cargo hatch, 

where I transported the robots.” We headed back down the hall.  “The 
pantry, galley, and mess hall.” The kitchen was entirely of metal, and the 
mess hall had steel tables with benches.

He opened a door across the corridor. “You’ll be staying in the first 
officer’s quarters.” Inside the small room were a bed, dresser, and table, 
with a tiny bathroom.

I walked into the cubicle. “You shouldn’t have bothered to kidnap 
me, Morgoz. I’m not going to brainwash my people with your so-called 
history.”

“Kidnap?” he chuckled.  “That sounds so… savage.  I  would never 
keep  you  against  your  will,  sweetheart.  I’m  simply  sharing  a  research 
opportunity before I return you to your island.”

I  turned to  glare  at  him.  “You could have just  brought  me some 
books.”

“I want you to select them from my Archive yourself.”
“I’ll tell you which ones I want right now,” I retorted. “None.”
I backed into the dresser as Morgoz stroked my cheek with an iron 

fingertip. “Patience, my dear. First you’ll write my biography. And then 
you might just want to stay with me. You see, it’s not only your literary 
skills that interest me. I want you to be my companion.”

I  blinked.  “Your  companion?”  This  would  explain  the  creepy 
endearments. I edged past him into the hallway.

“Why, sure,” he said. “After centuries of solitude, I’m tired of talking 
to  myself.  Besides,  my  lair  is  rather  austere.  It  could  use  a  woman’s 
touch.” He closed the door. “This ship wasn’t designed to transport  a 
lady.  But  if  your  stateroom  makes  you  claustrophobic,  come  to  the 
captain’s quarters any time. I don’t sleep.”

He  opened  the  next  door  and  looked  at  me  expectantly  until  I 
stepped inside. This suite was much larger, with a desk covered by papers 
and metal cases. Instead of a bed there was a long black couch. I retreated 
to the passageway.

“You  needn’t  be  frightened  of  me.  I  promise  I’ll  always  be  a 
gentleman.”  He  led  me through  a  bulkhead  door.  “The  escape  trunk, 
where we came in. There’s the conning tower ladder. This other one goes 
down to the battery space.”
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Still  aghast at his bizarre proposition,  I descended after him into a 
room of steel boxes. I had seen batteries at the power plant by the Aquan 
dam. “Batteries store electricity, right?”

“Yes.” He leaned on a railing. “They can power the propeller when 
the engine isn’t running.”

Zaian ships relied on the wind, but some Continental vessels burned 
diesel like Terran tractors. “When you’re underwater, and there’s no air?”

“Very perceptive,  love.  That’s  how hydrocarbon-fueled submarines 
function. But my batteries are for backup. My engine doesn’t need air.”

“Where do you get air to breathe? Or are you like your engine?”
“I don’t need air, but in this form I usually breathe it.”
I stole a glance at him, wondering how a non-breathing form would 

look.
“While  the ship is  submerged,”  he explained,  “oxygen is  extracted 

from seawater, carbon dioxide is scrubbed from the air, and impurities are 
filtered out. That equipment is further aft. Here’s the pump room.” He 
cracked the hatch, and loud machinery whined. Then he latched it again. 
“It’s no place for someone so precious and delicate.”

The  irony  was  too  much for  me.  “Last  week  you  threatened  me, 
knocked  me  out,  and  set  the  room  on  fire.  Now  I’m  precious  and 
delicate?”

“In a word, yes,” he grinned.
I crossed my arms.
“Look,  I  know  we’ve  gotten  off  to  an  inauspicious  start,”  he 

admitted. “You created quite a quandary for me. Indulging the defiant sets 
a dangerous precedent. Still, I’m glad I did.” He flashed me a smile and 
turned to scale the ladder.

“Very thoughtful of you,” I muttered.
We  entered  a  space  packed  with  wires,  control  panels,  and  more 

glowing plates. “The sonar gear detects sound waves bouncing off objects 
hundreds  of  miles  away.  And  with  this  radio  headset  I  talk  to  my 
minions.” He lifted a metal headband with padded earpieces.

I wondered who worked for him besides the Elementals and the giant 
robots invading my island.

He  led  me through another  bulkhead.  “The  missile  compartment, 
which doubles  as  the  crew quarters,”  he  announced.  Wedged between 
four  enormous  vertical  cylinders  were  sixteen  bunks  and lockers.  The 
bedding was neat, and no personal items were evident.
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“Where’s the crew?”
“I didn’t bring one. This mission was simple. First, I sent the robots 

ashore in a pre-programmed craft.  As for the second part,” he smiled,  
“your stubbornness has cost me a week. But now, my pet, things are on 
track.”

“I’m not your pet,” I grumbled. “Is a missile like a big torpedo?”
“Yes, but it shoots from the ocean into the air. It’ll take out a large 

city. Or a small island.”
I swallowed uneasily. What hope did my compatriots have against this 

kind of power and technology?
Next  were  the  machinery  compartment  and  the  engine  room. 

Warning signs covered one massive door. “I can’t let you into the reactor 
compartment, but the power is generated in there.”

All  the equipment looked alike to me, and I was woozy from the 
constant noise and oily smell. “I don’t need to see it.”

“You look tired, sweetheart. Let’s get you something to eat.”
I trailed listlessly after the Dark Destroyer and sat in the mess hall 

while he rummaged in the galley. He set a bowl, some crackers, and cup 
of water in front of me. The broth smelled like chicken. I watched steam 
curl off its surface.

He leaned across the table. “Come, now. You have to eat. You’ll lose 
those lovely blue curves.”

I glared at him. Still, the soup was tempting. I brought a spoonful to 
my mouth. It was warm and delicious. I drained the bowl and ate the 
crackers. I drank all the water, too, even with its slight metallic taste.

“Now, that’s more like it,” he smiled. “That azure blush is coming 
back to your face. Will you accompany me to the conning tower, or would 
you rather rest in your stateroom?”

“Rest,” I muttered.
He walked me to the tiny cabin, pressed the light switch, and set my 

bag on the dresser. “I’ll be in my quarters, or on the bridge.”
I nodded.
To my relief, he ducked out the doorway.
I curled up on the bed. Morgoz was definitely real, but a new mystery 

had arisen.  Why had the source of all  the world’s  trouble dragged me 
from my happy little island? I didn’t believe his companionship story for a 
second. But whatever his plan, submission was not an option. When we 
reached our destination, I would watch for a chance to escape. Until then 
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I knew I should rest. I turned off the light and crawled under the covers.
The  door  handle  clicked,  and  a  red  ray  shone  into  the  room.  I 

squeezed my eyes shut.  Maybe he would go away if  he thought  I was 
asleep. But instead of heavy footfalls, I heard muffled growls. I snapped 
my eyes open. Two wolf-like faces leered at me, canine teeth gleaming.

Terrified, I kicked off the covers. The creatures jumped back. I bolted 
between them into the hallway and pounded on the captain’s door.

It swung open, and Morgoz smiled broadly. “Well, hello, my beauty. 
To what do I owe this pleasure?”

As I started to answer, a bird flapped out of the room and landed on 
his shoulder. Morgoz stroked its iridescent black and blue-violet feathers. 
“This is Pahli, my parrot. She won’t hurt you.”

“Hurt you,” squawked the bird.
With her large size, dark coloring, and hunched shoulders, she looked 

more like a vulture. Backing up a step, I pointed down the hall. “Morgoz, 
please call off your beasts!”

“Beasts?”
“Those wolf things that came in my room.”
His brow furrowed. “Pahli, go inside.” He strode into my cabin and 

switched on the light.  His  gaze traveled around the room to a table I 
hadn’t noticed. “Scooter!” he snapped.

I watched, astonished, as the table began to twist and deform. Soon a 
lanky, pale gray creature stood in front of us. Chest-high to Morgoz, he 
had the elongated muzzle and pointed ears of a dog but the forward-
facing blue eyes of a human. Fur framed his face and covered his neck,  
arms,  feet,  and  tail,  with  a  longer  tuft  on  his  head.  He  wore  a  gray 
sleeveless  shirt  and  pants.  He  was  holding  a  staff  with  a  telescoping 
handle. He hung his head.

Morgoz frowned at him before scanning the room again. He pointed 
at a corner. “Spook!”

A patch of  wall  became a second wolf  creature,  a  little  larger  and 
darker than the first, with yellow eyes and a different staff.

The  Dark  Destroyer  smiled  proudly.  “Allow  me  to  introduce  my 
sons. Scooter is metamorphic. And Spook wields the power of illusion. 
Boys, meet your new mistress.”

They bared their incisors.
I shivered. His term for me was worrisome. Even more appalling, he 

had reproduced himself.  But  except  for  their  gray  color,  the  creatures 
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didn’t look like him. “These are your sons?”
“Yes. I intended for you to meet them at the lair, but they must have 

slipped  on  board  while  I  wasn’t  looking.  Evidently  their  curiosity 
outweighed their fear of chastisement.” At his withering look they shrank 
back, tails between their legs. “If you’ll excuse me a moment, my sweet, I 
need to give them some… guidance.” He grabbed each one by an ear and 
led them from the room.

A moment later, I heard blows and howls. These beasts had scared 
me half out of my wits, but I cringed at the harsh punishment they were 
getting at the iron hands of their father. Despite his syrupy manner with 
me, he was still the spirit of destruction. I crawled into bed and covered 
my head with the pillow.

There  was  a  knock.  “Relax,  darling,  it’s  me.”  Morgoz  opened the 
door, and the hall light gave his face an eerie glow. “I’m sorry my boys 
frightened you. After hearing me go on about you, they were eager for a 
look. Are you all right?”

“Yes,” I murmured.
“Well,  I’ll  leave  you  alone  now.  I  just  wanted  you  to  know  I’ve 

conducted a thorough search. There are no more stowaways.”
“Okay.”
“Sleep well, my angel. Come find me on the bridge, and we’ll have 

breakfast.”
“I’m not your angel,” I muttered.
“Oh, but you are,” he smiled.
I pulled the covers over my head until I heard the door close.
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