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“What if we use another asteroid to knock the 
first one off course?”
There was silence at Amanda’s question.
She glanced around to find people leaving the 
security room of the fort. Only a dozen 
remained in the room with them. Her revival 
was scary.
Reila nodded, slowly 
recovering from fainting. 
Amanda coming back to 
life before her eyes was 
hard to accept, but the girl 
was covered in blood and 
brains. There was no 
denying what had 
happened. “If it’s the same 
size and traveling at the 



same or greater speed, yes, but we’re not 
scientists. It would have to be calculated 
perfectly.”
Amanda sighed. “We’re going to knock out 
both goals at once. I want the AR program 
shut down and we need a scientist to 
accomplish it. Both of those things can only 
happen at Eden station. Contact your people. 
Arrange a meeting.”
Reila, frowning, waved at Jerald.
In the corner, Jerald began to transmit the 
request on their only radio. He quick glares at 
Amanda weren’t hidden.
“What do they want most?” Amanda needed 

to know. She 
felt the 
hostility in the 
room, but 
wasn’t 
concerned. 
She had a 
protector 
now.
“Information.” 

Reila didn’t look away from the strange 
creature now calling the shots for all of them. 
“Second to that, they want music.”
“Really.”
“Yes. We have singers and recorders here, 
but our new music is worth little. They prefer 
the old files.”



“Don’t we all.” Amanda 
switched to thought. Can 
you help there? I know 
many old songs, but I 
can’t sing them.
Your voice can shine with 
my glory if we both desire 
it.
Good. What’s next? Oh, 
yes. We’ll need cover to 

get close to the station. Something like...a 
solar flare as we go in. Is that doable?
Yes, murderer.
Amanda winced. “Always with the names.”
The rebels and criminals in the room stared.
“So how do we stop the asteroid on the way 
here?”
Amanda’s words tossed more shock into the 
room of twitchy, pale people who were 
keeping their distance. Amanda was at the 
end of the long table, plucking grapes from 
thick bunches on platters. Her request for 
clean clothes had been ignored.
“Do your people have technology for it?” Reila 
was back in the leader’s chair, but she now 
seemed small and unimportant to all of them 
and she knew it.
Amanda shrugged, aware of the dismay of the 
rebels at finding out the asteroid had already 
been sent. “No idea. I was elite, remember? I 
had council classes, not science lessons.”



Reila scowled as others grumbled. “We are 
not connected enough for a mission like that. 
We’ll have to make a better deal.”
“With?” Amanda asked. “Indian or Russian?”
“The Russians.” Jerald sounded angry as he 
turned off the radio. “They said they can get 
something big, but they won’t use it for us and 
they’ll only provide transportation if we have 
music files to trade. We’ll definitely need an 
Eden scientist to calculate it.”
“Well, we know where to get them, don’t we?” 
Amanda glanced at Reila.

Reila shuddered. “I 
haven’t been on 
Eden in twenty-
three years.”
Amanda sighed in 
longing. “For me, 
it’s been ten...no, 
wait. How long was 
I dead? The first 
time.”
People winced at 
the blunt words. 
Amanda tried to 
wait patiently.

“Fifteen months,” Jerald finally responded. He 
was still taking long glimpses of her bloody 
body.
“It’s been eleven years and three months 
since I’ve walked those halls without chains.” 



Amanda poured herself a cup of the sweet 
grape wine. “My parents were not allowed to 
visit during the trial.”
“Should we expect them?” Reila hoped not, 
but they did need help with this plan. “The 
federation might have technology to monitor 
how many of us are on the planet, and narrow 
down ages by sizes.”
Amanda considered that. “Unless they hear 
I’m alive, no. If my mother even suspects that 
I survived, she’ll be here, no matter the risk. 
My father goes where she does.”
“Ah.” Reila had thought the mother was the 
power in that elite family, but hadn’t had proof.
“We don’t have anything the Russians want,” 
Hanson pointed out. Hanson was second in 
command here on HOP-28 and he adored 
Reila. It was clear by the way he hovered, 
caring for her after she’d fainted. Amanda 
wondered if he knew she was pregnant. 
According to their scientists, all criminals were 
given drugs to stop breeding. Amanda 
wondered if the drugs had worn off now that 
the rebel leader had been here so long or if it 
was just life adapting.



Does it not 
occur to you 
that I may 
have blessed 
her in this 
way?
Amanda was 
stunned at 
the intent 
voice in her 

mind. She dropped her cup, unmindful of the 
mess splattering her arms and lap. “Not so 
loud!”
Jerald scowled. “Great. She’s hearing voices.”
“Have some respect!” Amanda snapped 
automatically.
“Oh, so the Creator speaks directly to you?”
Amanda nodded at Reila, then frowned. 
“Yeah, she’s right. How’s that possible?”
I came along for the ride this time.
Amanda almost choked. “Came along for the 
ride?”
The Creator’s voice was just as intense in her 
mind, but Amanda felt a new concern. “You’ll 
use the last of your energy.”
Perhaps. Can you stop the asteroid?
Amanda looked at Jerald. “Can we stop it?”
“Why does this planet matter so much?” Reila 
interrupted. “We could just relocate.”
Amanda shook her head, wiping at her wet, 
bloody shirt. She couldn’t seem to keep clean, 



dry clothes for more than an hour at a time. 
That was also about how long she was 
staying alive each time. “If this planet is 
removed, the federation wins. They’ll never be 
stopped.”
“We’ll stop them at some point,” Hanson 
refuted.
“No, you won’t, because the other Planet 
Gods are going to remove all human life from 
the solar systems.”
Mutters went through the room, but also 

Amanda’s mind.
You should not 
know that. I did not 
tell you that.
Link, Amanda 
reminded. It 
popped up while I 
was searching for 
a way to convince 
them to help.
The voice didn’t 
respond.
Jerald threw his 
hands in the air 

and left the room.
Reila came to the table and sat. She poured a 
cup of the wine Amanda had spilled and 
handed it to the teenager. “They don’t believe 
you. If you heard yourself, you wouldn’t 
believe you either.”



“I know. But you do.”
Reila nodded. “I watched you rise after I killed 
you. Only a God can do that.”
“I was pretty convinced from there too,” 
Amanda confided, thinking of her first waking 
and the feel of having no physical presence. 
“It’s been...interesting for me.”
“Interesting?! You blew up a shuttle of 
innocent children!”
“They weren’t innocent!” Amanda snarled, 
bringing attention from the security men. They 
moved closer.
Amanda let out a sigh. “I’m sorry. I’m not 
supposed to react that way anymore.” 
Amanda sipped the wine. “They would have 
been killers in their own time. You know it as 
well as I do.”

“That’s 
why?”
“Of 
course 
not! My 
parents 
hoped 
the 
slaught
er of so 
many 
elite 

breeders would force the shutdown of the 
program. The coming attack on Eden station 



would have finished it off when the Moderation 
Army took control.”
“The Mod? You’re with the Mod?” Reila 
shuddered. “God help us.”
“Exactly,” Amanda and the Creator replied 
together.
Reila heard it. Her eyes widened. She started 
to ask a question, then stopped.
Amanda waved a hand. “Go ahead. If there’s 
no answer, nothing I can do about it.”
Reila leaned forward. “If I slap you, will the 
Creator feel it?”
Amanda felt the Creator preparing to deflect 
and fire back, and shrugged. “Since I’m 
caught in the middle, I’m gonna hafta tell you 
both no.” Amanda sat the cup down, able to 
feel Reila about to attack.
Reila’s hand went toward her gun belt.
Amanda snatched a knife from the table and 
lunged forward. She slammed Reila against 
the table. Her blade went against the woman’s 
throat as she leaned in so the panicking 
security couldn’t get a clear shot. “Make a 

choice now: 
Hate the 
federation or 
the Creator. 
You can’t serve 
two masters.”
“The Creator!” 
Reila spat. 



Tears rolled as she stopped struggling. “He 
abandoned humanity!”
“So be it.” Amanda pulled the knife back and 
stuck it in the table. “You have to stay here so 
you don’t screw up the mission.”
“I want justice!” Reila hissed.
Amanda waited.
The Creator didn’t answer.
Amanda shook her head.
Reila closed her eyes. “I’ll do everything I can 
to stop you. This is my planet. Let it die.”
Amanda groaned. Does it have to be this 
way?
YES.
I hate you.
YES.
Amanda 
grabbed the 
laser gun 
from Reila’s 
belt while her 
eyes were 
shut and 
began 
shooting.

“Wake, murderer.”
Amanda refused to answer this time.



“Willful child.” The 
Creator’s hand brushed 
over her, bringing peace. 
“Go back into the darkness 
for another sleep.”
Amanda tried to avoid the 
comfort. “Don’t wake me. I 
won’t ever do that again.”
Pain flamed along the body 

she no longer had, forcing screams from her 
missing mouth, but Amanda refused to give in.
She didn’t know how long the pain lasted. 
When it stopped, time had picked up again.

Amanda enjoyed the cool darkness, but she 
also worried over it. This wasn’t the sleep 
cycle after or between lives. It felt like a 



graveyard. She could almost smell the 
decaying flesh.
“The rebels lost. The Federation killed them 
all.”
Amanda immediately felt responsible. “Who 
did I miss?”
“Hanson,” the voice answered. “I also missed 
him. I forgot how hard it can be to kill some of 
you.”
“Not me,” Amanda grumbled. “I died during 
the fight. You walking me around and shooting 
must have been a sight.”
“It gave me an advantage.”
“You’ve done that before.”
Silence.
“I know you have. You’re too...”
“Good at it?”
“Yes.”



“Man was made in my image. That was not a 
lie.”
“We’re all the worst parts of you.”
“And the best.”
“Don’t suck up now.”
“Don’t be tiresome.”
Amanda grunted. “I had a plan forming before 
it all went to chaos. Did you see it?”
“I see everything.”
“Well?”
“I can, but don’t understand why.”
“He’ll do the killing that I won’t,” Amanda 
bargained. “And it’ll keep me sane long 
enough to do this. I can’t just talk to you 
between...lives.”
“Why not?” The voice was wounded.



Amanda’s pitch went up. “How can you ask 
that?! We’re nothing alike. You may have 
created me, but you don’t understand me and 
what’s worse, you don’t like me or care about 
the survival of my kind. You expect servitude 
because you’re the Creator and you hold the 
power.”
“YES.”
“No. That’s wrong. I’m not getting anything 
from the deal.”
“You may earn forgiveness.”
“It means very little to me after this last display 
of your hatred for my kind,” she warned. “Use 
your pain ray on me again. That might help.”
“I sense no dishonesty in your answer. Please 
explain.”
“It will make 
me hate you 
more and 
feed my 
determinatio
n to resist. 
You need 
Jerald. I 
won’t blindly 
serve you or anyone. I’m different, remember.”
“Is he not different, as well?”
“He is, but in the way you need. He’s a true 
killer.”
“I see.”



Amanda waited, expecting to be sent back 
into the sleep cycle again.
“It’s been a year. Your father and the rest of 
your family have been execute. Only your 
mother remains.”
Anguish tore into Amanda, but she’d been 
expecting it. The graveyard feel still hadn’t 
lifted from the room. “She could help.”
“She would have to die.”
“Yes.”
“Ae you so lonely?”
Amanda nodded, fighting tears she had no 
way to shed. “I don’t like being dead.”
“Neither would your mother, child.” The 
Creator’s love came unexpectedly, erasing all 
negative emotions. “Sleep again. It will not be 
for long, but it will be twice as restful. Work 
after this will be long and hard.”
Amanda went out all at once, reaching for the 
darkness like an infant embracing it’s mother.

Amanda gasped air into her new lungs and 
rolled over, groaning as her new stomach 
boiled. “Great.”
There hadn’t been a conversation, just an 
awakening. Are you along this time?
There was no answer.
Amanda sighed in relief as the cramps eased 
off. She slowly stood up and looked around.



Jerald was sitting nearby. He glared at her 
with baleful green eyes. “You cursed me.”
She snorted. “You wanted to rape and kill me 
on first sight, but I cursed you? Maybe the 
Creator’s right. Mankind deserves to go 
extinct.”
“Is that the final stake you’re playing for? 
The...God wouldn’t tell me.” Jerald didn’t deny 
her accusation. He assumed the Creator told 
her what he’d been thinking.
“Then I’m probably not allowed to,” Amanda 

guessed. “But I 
play by my own 
rules. Yes. I’m 
trying to negotiate 
our survival.”
“It isn’t going well, 
I take it.”
“Not in the least,” 
she sent right 
back, glowering at 
him. “And the 
things you’re 
going to do will 
make it harder.”
Jerald frowned. 

“Then why ask for me to be brought back?”
“Because there are some things even I won’t 
do.” She began walking toward the fort. 
They’d been woken where she had died the 
first time. “You will.”



Jerald followed. There was little choice, and 
she was right. Reila had trained him to be 
obedient and ruthless. He excelled at both.
Flies circled the dead, but nothing else moved 
inside the fort. The scene was the same as 
they’d left it.
Jerald winced at his mother’s body. “They 
haven’t been found yet.”
“How long has it been?” Amanda wasn’t sure, 
but she didn’t think long.

“A few days, I think,” Jerald replied, staying in 
the doorway. “The others were criminals. She 
wasn’t like them.”
“No,” Amanda agreed, taking things from 
bodies that she needed. She ignored the 
smells and tolerated the sights. It was hard to 
believe she’d done all this, or rather, that her 



body had... Amanda stared at her old body. 
The two holes in her head glared in warning 
that she could be killed.
Amanda ducked as Jerald tried to grab her, 
slamming his head into the wall.
Jerald sank to his knees and waited to be 
punished.
Amanda ran a hand over his brow. “I 
understand. I didn’t want to. You have to know 
that voice is...irresistible. What it wants, it 
gets.”
Jerald nodded. “She hurt me.”
“Me too,” Amanda told him, helping him to his 
feet. “The creator doesn’t like us. We only 
have each other.”
Jerald groaned. “Get me out of here then or I’ll 
try again. I loved my mother.”
Amanda led him away from the fort.
“Reila said you could relocate. Where’s the 
ship”
Jerald pointed.
Amanda led the way.



An hour later, they lifted off from the planet. 
As the ship rose into the sky on autopilot, 
Jerald asked, “Where to, murderer?”
Amanda winced. I’m starting to really hate that 
name. “Eden.”
Jerald stared. “We’ll be killed on sight. What’s 
the point?”
“Eden controls the asteroids they send. If we 
can break in and change the trajectory, the 
asteroid will miss HOP-28 and we’ll be in the 
clear for saving the Creator.”
Jerald started to speak and paused. His 
mouth opened, eyes warning of trouble. “What 
if we don’t save her at all?”
“I thought of that, but the other planet Gods 
will retaliate.”
“...not if they’re removed too.”



Amanda swallowed. “Kill the Gods? All of 
them?”
Jerald nodded.
Amanda began to stew. “That’s right up my 
belief system.
Jerald wasn’t surprised. “Of course it is. 

You’re a 
murderer.”
Amanda 
didn’t flinch 
or flush from 
his contempt. 
She waited 
for him to 
attack.
Jerald went 

to the small bedroom on the ship and shut the 
door so he wouldn’t.
Amanda went to sleep. It had been a long life 
so far.

Amanda woke all at once. The feel of not 
having a body again sent her to the immediate 
deduction. “He killed me. Again.”
“Yes.” Light flashed out, bringing peace and 
concern in equal measures. “He is being 
punished.”



Amanda drew on 
her courage. “Stop 
it right now. I killed 
his mother. He 
has every right to 
hate me.”
“He interfered with 
my plans.”
“So have I.”
“Yes.” A long 
suffering sigh 
echoed. “Very 
well.”
Amanda felt 
herself mentally shoved through the darkness 
and then light flashed again. She could see 
Jerald’s prone form huddled in a spotlight. The 
rest of the area was dark.
Amanda didn’t know why he still had the same 
body, but she tried not to let it bother her that 
she didn’t. She mentally advanced and found 
herself standing next to him in an instant.
“Jerald?”
He shuddered. “I’m not sorry.”
Amanda wished for arms to hug him. “I am.”
Jerald tried to look at her, but couldn’t. “Where 
are you?”
Amanda sighed and was horrified by how 
much it sounded like the Creator.
Jerald must have been too because he 
huddled up again. “Please, don’t!”



“I’ll look after you.” Amanda tried to rub his 
shoulder and found she could. It was freaky 
and scary. “Swear yourself to my plans and 
we’ll leave here.”
“I swear!” Jerald still thought she was the 
Creator tricking him.
Amanda accepted it. “Okay, we’re ready. 
Send us back to the ship.”
Everything went dark.

Amanda groaned as she woke. The smell of 
death filled her nose. She opened her eyes 
and found her last body rotting next to her.
Amanda screamed.



Jerald burst into the tiny room and skidded to 
a halt. He took in the body and her pale face, 
then left. He had no sympathy for her.
Amanda slowly followed him to the bridge, 
controlling the need to strike out. They had an 
enemy and it wasn’t each other.
The ship shuddered. A warning blast slammed 
into the rear hull, sending both passengers to 
their knees.
The 
communication 
system lit up, 
echoing through 
the small ship.
“You will board our 
ship or die.” The 
Russian tones 
were 
unmistakable.
Jerald roughly 
dragged Amanda 
to her feet and 
shoved her toward 
the escape hatch. “We have to get out of 
here.”
Amanda pulled away, recovering. “Answer 
them. Tell them we agree.”
“We don’t have anything to trade.” Jerald’s 
face became a huge scowl. “...or are we not 
trading?”
Amanda looked at him pointedly.



Jerald growled at her, but couldn’t refuse the 
silent command. This was why he’d been 
saved-to kill for her.
Amanda waited calmly while Jerald called the 
ship that was locking onto them. She stayed 
where she was as he drew a weapon and 
headed toward the hatch. 

When the shooting began, she closed her 
eyes and waited for it to be over. They needed 
the ship and the files on the computer, not the 
Russian men who wanted slaves to sell. They 
also didn’t need any of the captives, but 
Amanda thought he might spare them 
anyway. Jerald was indeed a killer, but he 
also had compassion for those less fortunate. 
For this job, he was perfect.



Jerald appeared in the doorway a few minutes 
later. He was covered in blood and a haunted 
expression.
Amanda stepped by him and went to where 
she believed the bridge of the Russian ship 
would be located. She didn’t look at him.
Jerald almost killed her again, but one thing 
they’d discussed held him back. Removing all 
the Gods was now more important to him than 
revenge for his slain mother. “I will get all of 
you, no matter how many times I have to die 
in the process.”
Amanda echoed his thought as she tried to 
figure out how to set a course for Eden. “I’m 
coming home now. When I get there, nothing 
will stop me from accomplishing my goal. Not 
even my mother.”

The End of Episode Three
What would you like to do now?

Read this episode again
Check out episode four
Connect with the author on FB
Read a full-length book by this author
Free, not a comic book. Link goes to my 
website.

Thank you! Have a wonderful week!
Angela White
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