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CHAPTER 1 
 

braham Patterson, to his own surprise, found the end of the world arousing. Maybe 

it was the uniqueness of the event, which was akin to a visit by Haley’s Comet, 

except magnified by a million times. Or maybe it was the sense that he and his lover, Jody 

Atwood, only had seconds to live. Whatever the case may be, as he and Jody Atwood stood 

on top of Mount Tamalpais, with the darkened cities of San Francisco and Oakland looming 

in the distance, Patterson’s only thought was of bending Jody over and fucking her one last 

time. He wanted to hear her scream his name in ecstasy before the Singularity engulfed 

them in a wave of chaos. 

This was assuming, of course, that the Singularity was actually underway. The dreaded 

Singularity – or the A.I. Apocalypse, as it was also known – had been predicted by tech-

minded doomsayers for decades. Until only a minute ago, Patterson had considered the 

concept total hogwash. But that was before the surrounding urban sprawl had gone black 

at the precise moment the Ragnarok Project had acquired all of the world’s digital data. 

Yet, as worrisome as the coincidental power outage was, there was no conclusive evidence 

that it was beginning of an all-out A.I. Apocalypse. There were no robot armies marching 

through Muir Woods, no gray clouds of nanoscale drones clogging the air, no sudden 

manifestation of an all-encompassing computerized matrix. 

Patterson looked Jody up and down, taking in her long black hair, her voluptuous form, 

the expression of rapt expectation in her big brown eyes. The only reason he didn’t fuck 

her right then and there is that they had just finished fucking a few minutes prior and the 

world’s wealthiest tech wizard turned philanthropist had to give his swollen penis a rest. 

As luck would have it, the world didn’t end just then. Humanity’s progress might have 

been put on hold, but nature continued to thrive, as merrily as ever. Nightingales chirped 

in the deepening dusk, lightning bugs pulsed in the darkness. Even a few bats could be 

seen, flapping lazily through the purple twilight. As for the stars on the horizon, they 

twinkled brighter than ever. For the first time in more than a century, there were no man-

made lights to give them competition.  

Abraham Patterson’s brow furrowed. “We’d better get moving,” he muttered. “The 

darker it gets, the harder it will be to find our way back to the car.” 
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“You got it, boss,” Jody agreed.  

Patterson wasn’t sure if Jody – who, in addition to being his lover, was also his financial 

manager – was being sarcastic when she called him boss. But he didn’t have time to ponder 

such matters. He grabbed the raven-haired beauty by her hand and together they trotted 

down the trail that led back into Muir Woods.  

As they hurried through the deepening gloom, Patterson worried that their car might 

not start. The Mercedes Benz had a computerized operating system. If a large scale 

disruption in technology had occurred the machine would most likely be useless. Even so, 

the logical thing was to reconnect with Michael, their driver, and take matters from there. 

The deeper the couple pushed into the forest, the darker it became. More light was 

provided by the fireflies flickering around them than by the patches of fading dusk visible 

through the canopy above. The forest was so dark, in fact, that the tech mogul and his lover 

were oblivious to the shadowy figures that were creeping behind them. 

“Did you hear that?” Patterson asked in a harsh whisper. 

“What?” Jody asked, suddenly on alert. 

“There!” Patterson hissed again. There had been a sound like a boot stepping on dry 

leaves. 

The business mogul was about to suggest running when a gunshot ripped through the 

air. A tree alongside the trail was hit, showering the two of them with splinters of bark. 

The couple ran as fast as their feet would carry them. The shadowy figures behind them 

paused for a moment to light torches and then began to weave through the trees. Perhaps 

three dozen torches blazed in the woods. The torch-carrying figures were descending from 

the upper slopes of Mount Tamalpais. Not seeing any lit torches ahead of them, Patterson 

figured that he and Jody could make it to the car, if they could manage avoiding being shot. 

He just hoped their driver, Michael, was on hand and ready to leave. He also hoped of 

course that the car would start. Having to guide the Mercedes Benz down a winding 

mountain road in the darkness sounded like the very definition of misery. 

Another gunshot sounded from behind them. Patterson grabbed Jody’s wrist and pulled 

her off the trail. The forest, with its mesh of vines and brambles, would be hard to get 

through without a machete and a source of light. But they had to try. If they remained on 

the trail, they would be either captured or killed.  



 

Patterson and Jody slid over moss-covered logs and under the boughs of half-fallen 

trees. Twigs and leaves scratched at their faces. At one point Jody tripped over a stump and 

was sent sprawling to the forest floor. When Patterson helped her back to her feet he cast 

a hurried glance behind them. He saw that the pursuers were closer than ever. What’s more, 

he saw that they had the faces of animals. Or more accurately, that they were wearing 

animal masks. Their pursuers were obviously aligned with the Ragnarok Project, as they 

had masks similar to the ones the partygoers had worn at the surprise party Patterson and 

Jody had been at earlier in the day. Owls, monkeys, crocodiles, and even a unicorn, were 

closing in on them from three sides. Again, gun shots rang out. 

The masked pursuers were gaining on them. By the flickering light of the torches, 

Patterson could see a tightly-woven thicket of thorny branches before them. He knew that 

attempting to squeeze through the thorny mass would be painful, but they had no other way 

to go but forward. He got behind Jody and wrapped his arms around her. 

“What are you doing?” his lover asked, taken by surprise. 

Patterson didn’t have time to explain. “Close your eyes.” 

Cradling Jody in his strong arms, he charged forward, cupping her head in his hands to 

keep it from being scratched by the brambles. He closed his eyes as he crashed into a thick 

barrier of thorny branches, feeling the thorns tear at his arms and face as he did so. It was 

painful but the effort worked. They punched through the thorny thicket and found 

themselves in a clearing on the other side. Patterson opened his eyes and saw that they were 

at the edge of the parking lot. Parked up ahead, and lit by the last glimmer of the fading 

twilight, was his Mercedes Benz. 

The pair ran to either side of the car and tugged on the handles, discovering to their 

enormous relief that the car wasn’t locked. When Patterson opened the driver’s side he was 

met by the sight of their driver, Michael, slumped sideways in the seat. The poor man’s 

throat had been slit and his eyes were rolled back in his head. As Patterson noticed the 

carnage, a volley of gunshots sounded behind them. 

Patterson had to pull Michael from the front seat and leave his body lying in the parking 

lot. It bothered him to discard of the dead man like this but there was no other way around 

it. He jumped behind the car’s wheel as Jody buckled herself in. As fate would have it, 

Michael had left the keys in the ignition. Patterson turned the key and the car roared to life. 



 

The starting engine struck the tech mogul as something of a miracle. He threw the car into 

reverse and stomped on the gas, pulling it out of the parking spot in a wide arc, and then 

threw it into drive. As he stepped on the gas another shot rang out, shattering the Benz’s 

back window. 

“Keep your head down!” the tech mogul shouted. 

Another shot exploded the passenger’s side window, right next to Jody’s head. The two 

lovers were showered with bits of window glass. Patterson pressed the gas pedal to the 

floor and roared off, leaving the gun-toting maniacs in a cloud of dust behind them. More 

shots sounded but none of them hit the vehicle. Patterson turned on the headlights as they 

left the parking lot and started down the winding mountain road. 

“Are you okay?” he asked over the rushing sound of the wind through the broken side 

and back windows. 

“Yeah!” Jody shouted. “Just a little bit terrified!” 

“That was a close call,” Patterson said coolly and let his eye stray to Jody’s form. He 

found it hard to keep his eyes on the road for the fact that Jody’s skirt had been torn in 

several places, revealing ample swaths of luscious flesh. He shook his head to dispel his 

cravings. The fact is that he had to drive as fast as possible, which was exceedingly tricky 

on the curving roads, and needed all of his concentration. If he were to drift off the 

pavement they would plunge hundreds of feet to the ground below. 

“So what do we do now?” Jody asked. 

“I was thinking we should drive to Stinson Beach.” 

“Where’s that?” 

“Stinson Beach is a little town on the Pacific, at the base of Mount Tamalpais. I have 

one of my boats tied up at the docks there. I’m thinking that instead of driving to the Golden 

Gate Bridge, where there are bound to be people waiting for us, we would hang a right onto 

Highway One and take a quick jag over to Stinson Beach. We can ditch the car somewhere 

along the way and escape on my yacht. We can take it out to sea for a day or two, just until 

things blow over. If I remember correctly, I have some dry goods stored aboard, along with 

a few bottles of champagne.” 

Jody laughed, despite their trying circumstances. “Leave it to Abraham Patterson to 

turn the end of the world into a luxury cruise…” She brushed a few bits of window glass 



 

off her knee. Luckily it was the treated kind of glass that broke into cubes rather than 

splinters. 

Patterson would have made a joke about what he wanted to do with her on the yacht, 

but he wasn’t entirely at ease just yet. Although no cars could be seen in the rearview, 

giving him the comforting sense that they were no longer being pursued, he still had a sick 

feeling in his heart. Seeing Michael’s body had shocked and saddened him. He hadn’t 

known the driver well, but he realized that the man had been killed while in his employ. 

He made a mental note to provide everything Michael’s family would need for the rest of 

their lives. 

Matters such as these were going through his head as he saw the turn to Highway One 

approach in the Benz’s headlights. He knew that once they got on Highway One they would 

almost immediately come to Stinson Beach. The tiny village was on the other side of the 

wooded area that was directly before them. 

He put his foot on the brake to slow down for the turn. Just as he was preparing to turn 

the wheel, however, the lights on the Benz’s dashboard were tainted by a weird-colored 

tint. Patterson looked down in amazement as the gas pedal lowered on its own and the car 

sped up. The steering wheel also turned, despite him using all of his strength to guide it in 

the opposite direction. 

“What the hell?” he muttered, staring at the machine. The dashboard lights were 

pulsing, turning from greenish-blue to a reddish-purple. 

“Abe, what’s going on?” Jody’s voice betraying her concern. “Our turn is right here…” 

Patterson took his hands off the wheel. The Mercedes Benz continued to drive on its 

own. The car sailed past the turn to Highway One and proceeded to carry them towards the 

Golden Gate Bridge, whose dark shape could be seen looming in the distance. 

“The car is being controlled!” Patterson shouted. “We have to jump out!” 

“Are you serious?!?” Jody’s exclamation was steeped in exasperation. She had had 

enough action for one evening.  

The tech mogul pointed through the windshield. “Do you see that curve up ahead? As 

the car slows down to take the curve, open your door and jump out. I’ll be right behind 

you.” 

“How can you be sure there’s not a cliff there?” Jody asked. 



 

“I’m 90% sure there isn’t.” 

Jody Atwood groaned. She was perturbed by the fact that they had to put themselves 

into danger once more. But she knew better than to blame Patterson. To the contrary, she 

was grateful for the fact that the tech mogul was using his head. “Okay!” she shouted and 

unbuckled her belt. Patterson did the same. 

As the car slowed down to take the curve, Jody attempted to open the door. Not 

surprisingly, the car’s doors locked. Luckily, the window was broken from the random shot 

their pursuers had taken. Jody crouched at the window, ready to leap. As the car swept into 

the curve she launched herself from the vehicle with a tiny yelp. 

Patterson watched her land on the grass and roll, judging that the fall hadn’t hurt her, 

and then scrambled over to Jody’s seat. The car came out of the curve at the precise moment 

he leaped from the window. Whereas the car had been going about 15 mph when Jody 

jumped out, it was now back up to about 30 at it came out of the curve, which mean that 

his body was catapulted forward with extra force. There was a patch of soft grass alongside 

the road, and beyond that…a sheer drop into darkness. 

Patterson put his arms out as he flew through the air. He could see the patch of grass 

racing towards him. He sailed through the air, passing over the soft patch, and hurtled into 

the darkness. Looking down he saw that it wasn’t a straight drop down, but rather just a 

steep hill. He landed midway down the hill and began to roll. The rolling was more painful 

than the initial impact, which itself hurt like hell. After a spectacular WHOMP that 

thoroughly shook his bones, he felt a seemingly endless barrage of rocks and tree stumps 

strike his back, chest, and arms. He knew that he would be in rough shape by the time he 

reached the bottom of the hill, if it ever came.  

At the base of the hill was a small pond, which looked inky black in the turbulent 

starlight. The tech mogul rolled into the muck, which was warm and brackish and had the 

consistency of a thin slime. As Patterson lifted his head from the inky black mire, he could 

hear Jody’s voice calling to him from the distance. 

“I’m right here!” he shouted, forcing his adrenaline soaked lungs to work harder. His 

whole body ached. For all that, he didn’t seem to have any broken bones, at least none that 

he knew of. He stood up, feeling his joints and muscles with tender hands. After a minute 

or so, Jody emerged from the wooded darkness with a concerned look on her face. 



 

“Oh my god, Abe. Are you okay?” 

“Yeah,” he groaned. “How about you?” 

“Fine, except that I’m ready to get off the Merry Go Round now.” 

“Me too.” 

No sooner had Abraham Patterson said these words than a gunshot rang out, followed 

by the sound of a bullet hitting a nearby tree. The tech mogul and his girlfriend looked up 

and saw an array of torches lined up on the road above. They were held by people in animal 

masks. Over each marauder’s shoulder was a rifle. The masked battalion began to scramble 

down the hill. 

“Come on!” Patterson hissed, and snatched Jody’s hand. Together they ran deeper into 

the woods, which was really more of a swamp than a forest. From the salty smell of the 

water, Patterson figured the glade was next to the Pacific. They just needed to head due 

west and they would reach the ocean. He was certain that Stinson Beach lay just ahead. 

The flickering lights of the torches behind them descended to their level, which meant 

that their pursuers had made it to the bottom of the gulch, and had begun to reflect off the 

water’s surface, which meant they were pursuing them into the swamp. Patterson had to 

begrudgingly give the masked marauders their due. They were absolutely relentless. Even 

so, his and Jody’s will to survive was a stronger force. Even though they were both 

exhausted, they plowed on through the murky wilderness. Eventually the woods opened up 

and the glorious sight of Stinson Beach met their weary eyes. The tiny village was as dark 

as the other cities that Patterson and Jody had seen from Mount Tamalpais, but by the light 

of the stars and the rising moon, they could see the docks and the yachts that were moored 

there. In just a few moments they would be safe. 

 



 

CHAPTER 2 
 

atterson and Jody ran hand in hand to the docks. Stinson Beach, despite its proximity 

to San Francisco, was a sleepy fishing town of perhaps five hundred people or less. 

Patterson expected the townsfolk to be milling about, complaining about the power outage, 

but they must have sequestered themselves in their homes, which were clustered in the 

distance. The only sound that could be heard was the lapping of the ocean’s waves on the 

shore and wooden dock, and then the creaking sound of Patterson’s and Jody’s feet as they 

walked out on the wooden pier.  

“Who goes there?” A voice came booming from up ahead. 

A man holding a rifle stepped out of the shadows. Patterson ducked behind a wooden 

pillar, removing himself from view, but Jody hadn’t been so quick. Like a rabbit caught in 

the proverbial headlights, she stood in plain view of the guard. Patterson cursed under his 

breath. 

“Oh, it’s just little old me,” Jody improvised in a girlish voice. “I was bored and decided 

to go for a stroll in the moonlight.” 

The guard approached her and sized her up. “The docks are closed tonight,” he said 

brusquely. 

Patterson put his eye around the corner of the wooden pillar. He could see that the guard 

was wearing a mask that looked like a badger or a fox. The guard didn’t strike the tech 

mogul as especially formidable. He surmised that the Ragnarok Group had stationed him 

there merely as a precaution.  

“That’s a pity,” Jody said, coyly. “Not only did I want to go for a stroll, I wanted to go 

for a little dip as well.” 

The guard seemed uncomfortable. “You’ll have to swim somewhere else. Or better yet, 

just stay inside. Tonight isn’t a good night for you to be out gallivanting.” 

“That’s not fair,” Jody said with the petulant tone of a grounded teenager. “It would be 

a crime to deny me the feeling of letting the warm waves lap against my soft, smooth skin.” 

“Lady, you really should get back inside.” 

“Free spirits like me can’t be expected to follow all these silly rules,” Jody said 

coaxingly and began to unbutton her blouse.  

P 



 

Patterson frowned as he watched from behind the wooden pillar. He had an idea what 

Jody was up to, but he didn’t think it was the best tact. 

The voluptuous finance manager began to disrobe in the moonlight. Patterson felt a 

strange mix of excitement and worry. 

“Hey,” the guard warned. “You can’t do that here.” 

Jody peeled off her Ann Taylor outfit, which was mostly in tatters from her having 

crawled through a swamp and run through a forest. She cast off her blouse and kicked off 

her skirt. Then she put her hands on her hips and stood on the dock in her skimpy lingerie, 

letting the blazing moonlight highlight her body’s mouthwatering shape. 

“Why?” she asked demurely. “Are you going to shoot me with that big, bad gun of 

yours?” 

“Come on, lady. You should really be getting home.” The guard was sounding 

increasingly nervous. 

“Do you mind if I touch it?” Jody asked. She walked up to the man and ran her finger 

along the gun’s barrel. The man’s knees seemed to quake. Patterson, who was watching 

intently, almost felt bad for the guy. 

“Ooh, it’s so big and hard,” Jody exclaimed in a hot puff. 

Patterson knew that she was pushing her luck. He stepped out from behind the wooden 

pillar. The guard opened his mouth to yell at him, but Patterson stopped him with a right 

cross to his jaw. The man’s mask flew off as he fell to the dock. 

“Grab his gun,” Patterson hissed. The guard tried to scramble to his feet but Patterson 

kicked him in the jaw, knocking him back and knocking him out. He felt bad for giving 

him such a hard kick but figured the worst the guy would have was a headache when he 

woke up. 

Jody had grabbed the guard’s gun. Patterson picked up the badger mask or whatever it 

was and then started to undress the guard. Jody helped him and pulled the clothes – a non-

descript uniform – off the unconscious man. They left him in his underwear, sprawled on 

the wooden planks, and then ran to the end of the dock, where all the yachts were tied up. 

“Which one is yours?” Jody asked. 

“That one…” Patterson indicated a large yacht at the very end of the dock. “The 40 

foot Excelsior DX.” 



 

“Nice!” Jody commented. As Patterson’s financial manager she had probably overseen 

the purchase of the yacht, but she could hardly be blamed for not remembering the exact 

make. Abraham Patterson had a fleet of yachts anchored in different ports around the 

world, including Monaco, the Canary Islands, Venice, and Key West. He had three or four 

yachts in the San Francisco Bay alone. 

As they neared the boat she saw the yacht’s name, written in flowing gold script on the 

stern. 

“Chasing Rainbows?” she asked. 

“Is there something wrong with that?” 

“I don’t know,” Jody said teasingly. “It doesn’t sound like a name a real man would 

give to his boat.” 

Patterson started to untie the boat from its mooring, moving quickly. In the distance he 

could see flickering torchlight. It looked as if their masked pursuers had discovered their 

plan. 

“I’ll show you a real man,” Patterson grunted. “As soon as we put some distance 

between us and these assholes.” 

No sooner had he said those words than the gunshots began, followed by the thud of 

bullets hitting the wooden dock. 

“Goddamn!” Jody hissed. “They just keep coming, don’t they?!” 

Patterson threw the ropes in the stern and climbed aboard. Jody hopped in behind him. 

Patterson scaled a side ladder to the captain’s desk and threw the guard’s clothes in the 

corner, in case they might need them later. He was about to ask Jody where the guard’s 

gun was when he heard her fire it. 

“Hey!” he shouted, more out of surprise than out of annoyance. When he glanced down 

at Jody, she was lying on her belly in the stern, rifle scope to her eye, the moonlight 

gleaming on her rounded buttocks. It’s not every day that you see a beautiful woman in 

lingerie sniping at enemies. 

“What?” Jody asked, looking up from the rifle scope perturbed. “We’ve got a gun now, 

we can finally fight back!” 

“We need to save our bullets,” he warned, although secretly he was impressed. 

Luckily, the yacht’s keys were in the hidden compartment where he had left them. He 



 

started the boat and gunned the engines. Unlike the Mercedes Benz, the Excelsior DX yacht 

had a pre-2008 operating system, which meant that it couldn’t be controlled by remote. 

Patterson turned the captain’s wheel starboard and pulled away from the dock, leaving the 

sleepy village of Stinson Beach, and a forest full of masked marauders, behind. 

The waves on the Pacific were slightly choppy. Nothing too drastic, just enough to give 

the Excelsior a rhythmic rocking motion as it proceeded out to sea.  

“I’m going to take a shower,” Jody called as she descended into the vessel. Like just 

about everything Patterson owned, the Excelsior DX was top of the line, with what 

amounted to a luxury apartment below deck. Jody would be able to take a warm shower 

and slip into a bathrobe. And once Patterson got them out to sea a little ways, he would do 

the same. 

As they motored further from shore Patterson looked back at the prickly shoreline. He 

could see the number of torches multiply on the shore. He scratched his head, wondering 

how the Ragnarok Group could employ so many people without him having known about 

it. He was realizing – admittedly a little too late – that all of Jody’s warnings about the 

Ragnarok Project’s had all been spot on. 

About twenty minutes later, Jody came up to the captain’s deck. She was wearing his 

bathrobe (the letters AP were embroidered above the left front pocket) and a pair of 

slippers. Her hair was still wet and smelled like lavender from the shampoo she’d used. 

Her makeup had been washed off, but Patterson reflected that she actually looked better 

without it. She was a natural beauty, with bright, mischievous eyes, delicate eyebrows, and 

a deliciously curved mouth. Her long black hair gleamed like spilled ink in the moonlight. 

As she mounted the top step to the captain’s deck, he noticed the uncorked bottle of 

champagne in her hand, along with two long stem glasses, which she had obviously found 

in the kitchen downstairs.  

“I have to hand it to you, Abe. The temperature controlled storage onboard does 

wonders. Not only is there enough champagne to keep us drunk for a week, there’s also 

cheese and crackers and even prosciutto. I can run down and get the rest of the stuff in a 

minute.” 

“Don’t bother,” Patterson said, throwing a lever to put the yacht on cruise control.  

“Why not?” Jody asked. 



 

“Because I don’t want to smell like prosciutto when I’m kissing you.” 

Jody chuckled, knowing where things would soon lead. Yes, they were exhausted from 

having been chased all over creation, but the fact is that the adventure had excited them 

both. And besides, Patterson thought to himself, they deserved a little reward, for the 

simple fact that they had survived against seemingly insurmountable odds. Jody put down 

the champagne and the glasses and slid into Patterson’s arms. 

The tech mogul hadn’t taken a shower yet, but there was an urgency in both his veins 

and hers that demanded that they tend to their sexual needs before anything else. Patterson 

put his hand under Jody’s chin and lifted her face. Her eyes seemed to glow in the 

moonlight. They looked at each other for a long moment and then she allowed her eyelids 

to close in a hypnotic blink. Patterson put his mouth on hers and they exchanged a kiss that 

was as intense as the first time they had ever touched. If anything the sensation was 

multiplied by the fact that they had risked their lives. Any sensation they shared from this 

point on was a victory snatched from the jaws of death. They both seemed to sense this and 

took extra satisfaction in the simple pleasure of a kiss.  

After their first long kiss, Patterson and Jody looked into one another’s eyes. Although 

they had spent the last few days exploring each other sexually, they had only scratched the 

surface. Patterson drank in his lover’s beauty. Standing on the captain’s deck, on a gently 

rocking yacht, in the vibrant moonlight, made Jody look vulnerable. Patterson marveled 

that such a delicate woman had been able to run so far and for so long, plowing through 

the forest and wading through swamp water. She was deceptively fragile, he thought. And 

yet there was something genuinely tender about her. Most of the time this tenderness 

brought out an intense protectiveness in him, for instance when he had shielded her from 

the thorns as they pushed through the forest. But now that they were safely away from their 

pursuers, a deeper, more robust craving stirred inside him. He wanted to manhandle this 

fragile flower in his midst. He wanted to warp and twist and mold her delicate form, push 

her to her limits. The way he felt in that moment was that, god willing, one day they would 

live until they were both very old. When Jody was an old woman, looking back at her 

sexual younger years, Patterson wanted her to remember the times he fucked her more than 

any other experience she may have had with any other man, sexual or non-sexual. This is 

a smug and reprehensible attitude, true, but it’s the sort of mindset a man has to have to 



 

give a woman the greatest fuck of her life. 

Patterson tore the bathrobe from Jody’s shoulders and cast it to the deck. His lover 

stood naked and shivering in the icy white moonlight. He swept her up in his arms and 

carried her across to a seat that was built into the rear of the deck. The seat was wide enough 

for both of them to stretch out. He pushed her back and pressed himself against her, pinning 

her arms as he took one of her nipples into his mouth. Like a hungry animal he began to 

suck on her breasts, moving from one to the other, taking each brown point between his 

teeth and nibbling it. Jody’s bestial moans of pleasure told him that he was on the right 

track. 

Even though Jody had just taken a shower, a scent of sweet musk enveloped her. 

Patterson inhaled, taking the scent deep into his lungs, letting it percolate up to his brain 

and commandeer his thoughts, replacing any hesitancy he still felt with the fierce urge to 

copulate. Her pheromones were sending him the signal to mount her and fuck her into a 

soft dementia where they would both forget their names. He sucked on her breasts until she 

seemed to be on the edge of climax and then he moved down her belly, licking a line from 

her breasts down to her navel, and then from her navel down to the fuzzy cleft that 

beckoned from between her voluptuous thighs.  

Patterson breathed in her scent deeply, savoring the rawness of her desire. Jody’s pussy 

smelled like a mix of lavender, turmeric, and grilled swordfish. The tech mogul put his 

nose in her pubic hair and sniffed deeply, steeping himself in her irresistible funk. As he 

inhaled he felt all of his aches and pains miraculously evaporate. He gave Jody’s pussy a 

long lick with his tongue, angling it so that the tip stroked her deeply and dipped for an 

instant into her tight pussy hole. Jody grabbed a hold of his head and entwined her fingers 

in his hair, moaning all the while and pulling him closer. Patterson’s face was smeared with 

Jody’s juice. This only made the tech mogul more eager to get his lover off. He knew that 

was an expert pussy-eater and he intended to eat Jody’s snatch inside and out. He licked it 

with long strokes that went from her butthole up to her clitoris, establishing a rhythm as 

steady as the rhythm of the waves that rocked the yacht. When her breaths escalated to the 

point that it seemed she might hyperventilate, he drove the point of his tongue deep into 

her cunt. Abraham Patterson, in addition to being one of the most astute business minds on 

the planet, had an exceedingly strong and flexible tongue. When he speared its full length 



 

into Jody’s pussy she began to orgasm. Her climax was harder and more intense than 

orgasms she’d had with other men’s dicks inside her. She screamed like a banshee, 

confident that the sea breeze would erase the evidence of her losing control. 

As Patterson ate Jody out, bringing her to climax after climax, he reflected on how 

good he felt, even after such an arduous chase. It’s true what they say, he thought to 

himself, about sex healing the body. It’s just like that Marvin Gaye song “Sexual Healing,” 

he thought, and then suddenly had the urge to put on some music. He gave Jody’s pussy 

one last lick to hold her over and then stood up. 

“Where are you going?” Jody asked with a worried tone. 

“To set the mood.” 

“But the mood is already set,” she squealed. “Get back here!” Her legs were spread 

apart and her hands were holding open her pussy, so that the inside shone pink in a midnight 

world made all but colorless by the moon.  

“I’ll be right there!” Patterson called up from below. 

“Fine,” Jody groaned, and then set about pouring their glasses full of champagne. The 

sparkling beverage had warmed up since she took it out of the temperature controlled 

storage and it had sloshed around in the bottle, due to the rocking of the waves, and so it 

foamed like crazy when she tried to pour it. Even with tipping the glasses, she ended up 

pouring glassfuls of foam with only a swallow of champagne at the bottom. Oh well, she 

thought. They’d just have to fuck for a few minutes while the foam settled. 

At that point smooth music began to pour from the speakers. It was the aural equivalent 

of the expensive champagne. Jody recognized the opening beat of the song “Do It Again” 

off of Steely Dan’s “Can’t Buy a Thrill” album. It wasn’t the type of music that Jody would 

call romantic exactly, but somehow it seemed to suit the mood. 

Abraham Patterson came up from below, wearing a silk bathrobe identical to the one 

Jody had on. The bathroom was left untied and the tech mogul’s well-muscled chest could 

be seen, along with a prodigious erection that poked upward from his center with the 

belligerent effrontery of a rhinoceros horn. As Patterson drew closer, his erect member 

brushed against Jody’s stomach, sending shockwaves of craving through her body. She bit 

her lip and handed her lover the champagne glass full of foam. 

“Cheers,” she said and tilted her glass towards his. 



 

“To your magnificent beauty…” Patterson smiled and touched their glasses. Clink! 

“To your magnificent cock…” Jody smiled back and then glanced down at the purple 

head that poked up between them. 

Patterson chuckled and took a swig of the champagne, tilting the glass back to get at 

the liquid. Jody sipped at the top of her glass, getting a dollop of foam on her mouth. When 

Patterson saw the glob of white clinging to her succulent lower lip it brought to mind how 

her mouth had looked after giving him a blowjob in the Opera House box seats. His cock 

throbbed as the memory replayed. 

“My goodness!” Jody exclaimed. “Somebody is ready for action.” 

“I can hardly wait to be inside that mouth of yours,” Patterson growled. 

“Well, I won’t make you wait any longer…” Jody put her glass down and then pulled 

off Patterson’s bathrobe, so that the tech mogul was standing naked before her, with his 

gleaming manhood pointing at her like an accusing hand. She tossed his robe to the ground, 

licked her lips, and sank to her knees. Patterson groaned as his financial manager took his 

colossal cock in her mouth. She caressed the enormous length of the throbbing meat with 

twisting strokes that swirled around his dick like the stripes on a barber’s pole. The entire 

time she kept the head in her mouth and sucked, milking him with each pump. 

Sloppy slurps filled the air that even the rushing sea breeze couldn’t bury under its roar. 

From out of the speakers came the words “you’ll be on your knees tomorrow.” After an 

especially deep suck Patterson opened his eyes and looked up. He expected to see a sky 

full of brightly shining stars but instead saw the darkened underside of the Golden Gate 

Bridge. In his distracted daze, the tech mogul had directed the yacht towards the San 

Francisco Bay, rather than out to the ocean. No problem, he mused. He would correct their 

course as soon as he and Jody were done playing. 

With her free hand, Jody cupped the tech mogul’s scrotum and gave his nuts a gentle 

squeeze. He could feel the sperm multiplying inside his testes. This fizzing sensation was 

intensifying, pushing him towards the point of no return. Patterson knew that if wasn’t 

careful, he was going to blow his top. He was just about to suggest that Jody lay back and 

let him fuck her when, to his surprise, his iPhone started ringing. 

“What the hell?” Patterson groaned. 

At that same instant, the lights of San Francisco came back on, section by section, 



 

starting with the Financial District and moving southward, along the peninsula. The other 

cities that ringed the Bay followed suit. Within seconds the entire urban sprawl was lit up 

like an electric wonderland. The sight was so bright after the darkness of the blackout that 

it almost hurt his eyes. And the entire time the metropolis came back to life, the tech 

mogul’s phone continued to squeal. 

“Let’s see who this is…” he grumbled and reached down to fish the phone out of his 

pants which lay in a heap. Normally he would never think to interrupt one of Jody’s 

phenomenal blowjobs, but these were unmitigated circumstances. His lover continued to 

hold his dick in her hand as he withdrew the phone from his pocket. The look on her face 

was an odd mixture of annoyance and patience. 

Patterson’s eyebrows rose on his forehead when he saw the caller’s name on the screen: 

Roderick. 

He swiped the screen. “Hello Roderick.” 

“Abraham, where are you?” 

“I’m on Chasing Rainbows, in the middle of the San Francisco Bay…” 

“Abraham, you’re in danger. The Ragnarok Project has taken over the world. They’re 

trying to kick-start the Singularity. They haven’t been able to do that yet but they have 

control of the power grid. As a matter of fact, their power is nearly limitless. And right now 

they’re looking for you…” 

The call was interrupted by the roar of a dozen boats that had come curving around the 

southern point of the Golden Gate Bridge. The boats were emblazoned with the insignia of 

the San Francisco City Police. But standing in the boats were armed men wearing animal 

masks. 

 



 

CHAPTER 3 
 

he assault was so sudden, Patterson almost dropped his phone. The masked men on 

the police boats lifted their guns and began firing. A volley of bullets riddled the stern 

of the boat.  

“Grab my Bluetooth!” Patterson barked and ran naked to the Captain’s wheel. In 

blazingly swift movements he took the boat out of autopilot and gunned the engines. 

Chasing Rainbows lurched forward on the waves, sending foam spraying back on the two 

lovers. As Patterson manned the wheel, Jody dug through his pants pockets, searching for 

the Bluetooth headset and finally finding it. 

“Could you put it in my ears for me, darling? Thank you.” 

While Patterson piloted the yacht, Jody put the headset on his head, slipping the buds 

into his ears. Now the tech mogul could continue the conversation with Roderick, without 

having to take his hands off the wheel. 

“You were saying, Roderick…” 

“The entire first world is under martial law,” his colleague informed him. “The 

militaries and even the police departments of every municipality now answer to one man, 

the new world leader, Domingo Komploti.” 

“Shit!” Patterson cursed. This wasn’t out of surprise that Komploti was the man 

responsible for all the chaos but because a bullet had just shattered one of his gauges. A 

second bullet shattered the partition of glass that kept the sea spray out of his eyes. 

Patterson, whose dick was swinging between his legs as he stood naked at the captain’s 

wheel, felt extremely vulnerable. Regardless, he had to stay at his station and man the craft.  

“It was Komploti who shut down all the world’s power grids for the last few hours. His 

face is on all forms of social media right now claiming responsibility. He says he did it as 

a warning and that he will accept nothing but total submission from the people of earth.” 

Patterson found it hard to follow Roderick while he was guiding a yacht flying at top 

speeds across the waves and dodging bullets at the same time, but he listened as closely as 

he could. 

“Listen, Roderick. I have terrible news. Michael, our driver, has been killed.” 

“Can Death be sleep, when life is but a dream?” 

T 



 

“What’s that Roderick?” Patterson shouted above the gunfire and roar of the waves. 

“Quoting Keats, sir. I’m very sorry to hear about Michael.” 

Another bullet tore into the upholstered seat on the captain’s deck. Patterson took the 

boat up to 55 knots, causing the boat the shake from sheer speed. Behind them a wake as 

wide and as deep as a valley had formed. Jody, who had put her bathrobe back on and now 

sat huddled next to Patterson, looked with wide open eyes behind them. Not only was she 

flabbergasted at how fast Chasing Rainbows was moving, she was amazed that the police 

boats could keep up with them. The entire time the masked pursuers kept firing their 

weapons. A bullet struck the floorboards between Patterson’s legs.  

“Get down below!” Patterson shouted to Jody over the roar of the engines, the waves, 

and the bullets whistling past. 

“No!” Jody shouted back defiantly. “You might need my help!” 

Patterson couldn’t argue with her just then, but he made a note that if they lived through 

this experience, he was going to have a serious talk with her about who gave the orders in 

their relationship. 

“So what’s your next step, Sir?” The question was asked by Roderick, whose voice 

Patterson could barely hear over the Bluetooth. 

“The only thing we can do is outrun these bastards,” Patterson growled. “If they catch 

us, we’re dead.” 

Patterson turned to Jody. “I hope our gas holds out!”  

“Why? Do you think we can outrun them?” 

“Not in the long run, but I have a plan. I’m going to take all the engines up to top speed 

simultaneously. It’s going to burn through a lot of gas, but it should leave them in the dust. 

Hopefully we can get to shore before we empty the tank!” 

Without waiting for Jody’s response, Patterson flipped all the levers forward, taking 

Chasing Rainbow’s engines up to top speed. The boat began to shake violently as the prow 

was lifted out of the water, causing the front of the boat to rise to almost a 45 degree angle. 

The two lovers felt borne aloft on the momentum. They were now going over 65 knots, 

which Patterson guessed would be a record for a boat the size of Chasing Rainbows. They 

were going so fast it felt as if the yacht were going to lift itself out of the water and start 

flying. 



 

As he had hoped, the burst of speed put a greater distance between them and the masked 

marauders. The bullets stopped, which was a relief, and the pursuing boats were growing 

smaller as they receded in the distance behind them. For the first time since their pursuers 

had started shooting at them, Patterson was able to turn and look behind him. On the prow 

of the first police boat he could see a figure that was taller than the rest, and with broader 

shoulders. He appeared to be wearing a black cloak that flapped in the wind. Over his face 

was a metal mask in the shape of a wolf. Something about this man made a chill run down 

Patterson’s spine.  

He blinked some spray out of his eyes, and when he looked again, the boats were too 

far away to see clearly. Patterson turned to look back at the gauges. With a sinking feeling 

he saw that their tanks were almost empty. 

“Fuck!” he cursed angrily. 

“What’s the matter?” Jody came up behind him with his bathrobe and draped it over 

his back. 

“We’re almost out of gas.” 

“Will we make it to shore?” she asked.  

“No,” he said solemnly. “But we might make it to Alcatraz,” he grunted and pointed 

ahead with his chin. 

Before them, the famous island, home of Alcatraz Prison, loomed. Patterson squinted, 

to keep the stinging spray of sea water from his eyes, and directed the boat towards the 

southernmost tip of the island. 

The entire time Roderick was still talking to Patterson over the Bluetooth. Patterson 

strained to hear his colleague over the attendant chaos, but his powers of concentration 

were scattered by having to man the speeding yacht and keep ahead of a storm of bullets. 

He heard Roderick say something about how Komploti was still planning to usher in the 

Singularity, but he couldn’t quite catch how the evil mastermind planned to make this 

happen. On top of it all, there was increasing static on the line, which made Patterson 

wonder if their call had been hacked. 

“I have to hang up Roderick!” he finally shouted. “I’ll call you back when I can!” 

“You got it, Abe. Be safe!” 

The line was dropped. 



 

Patterson turned to Jody. “Is that uniform and mask still on hand from the guard that I 

knocked out?” 

“I have them right here,” Jody answered. 

“Good. We might need them.” 

Alcatraz loomed before them in its full majesty. The famous prison, a long time tourist 

destination for people visiting San Francisco Bay, had in recent years been renovated and 

reopened as a functional prison, specializing in housing political criminals. It was one of 

many signs of an increasing totalitarianism that Patterson, the consummate idealist, had 

chosen to ignore. Now that the Ragnarok Project – which was, in essence, a shadow 

government – had taken total control, Patterson could see that warning signs, such as the 

increased arrests of political dissidents and the militarization of police departments, had 

been happening all along. He suspected that the new operations on Alcatraz had something 

to do with Komploti, as well as with the police boats that were in hot pursuit behind them. 

Thoughts such as these crowded the tech mogul’s head as he barreled towards the island. 

“Hand me that champagne bottle, will you?” Patterson barked. 

Somehow the bottle of champagne had managed to survive the rough ride. Jody handed 

it to Patterson, who took it with one hand while steering with the other. He put the bottle 

to his lips and tipped it back, sending sloshes of champagne cascading down his throat. He 

took a good swig and then passed it back to Jody, who took a swig for herself. 

Patterson, who was typically more refined, gave a great belch that was caught by the 

sea breeze, and shouted “Land Ho!” 

At that precise moment the engines went silent. Chasing Rainbows had run out of gas. 

The yacht, which was a wonder of modern aeronautical engineering, continued to skip 

along the waves. 

“Get ready!” Patterson shouted. “I’m going to guide her ashore. Our landing may be a 

bit bumpy.” 

Jody held tightly onto a bar and braced herself as the yacht rode up the final waves that 

lapped Alcatraz Island and lodged itself in a bank of wet sand. The resulting jolt was a 

strong one, but not so strong that it knocked them off the boat. The two of them managed 

to slip back into their clothes. Patterson put on his well-worn outfit, which was streaked 

with mud from their earlier trek. Jody put on the guard’s uniform that they’d pilfered, as 



 

well as the fox or badger mask, whichever it was, and grabbed the guard’s rifle. The pair 

scrambled onto the prow of the boat, ran across it, and leaped onto the shore. 



 

CHAPTER 4 
 

hat’s our plan?” Jody hissed as they crept along the rocky shore of Alcatraz.  

“The plan…” Patterson said softly, “is that there is no plan.” 

“What the heck does that mean???” 

“It’s called, keeping our options open.” 

The two lovers crouched down behind a boulder that was halfway up the slope of the 

island, Patterson in his torn, muddy clothes, and Jody in the guard’s uniform, complete 

with rifle and badger mask (or fox mask, as the case may be.) The mask was pushed back 

on her head so that her face was visible. 

“Sounds like a recipe for disaster…” she said snidely. 

“Have you ever heard of the Law of the Monkey?” Patterson asked. 

“The what…?” 

“The Law of the Monkey.” 

“No.” 

Patterson looked over the rock, saw that there was no immediate threat, and then 

crouched back down. 

“The Law of the Monkey is what made me a success,” he said calmly. 

“Oh come on…” 

“The Law of the Monkey is an old business rule, but it applies to all areas in life. Stated 

plainly, it means we have to keep our options open, and be ready to act. It comes from the 

idea of a monkey using vines to swing through the jungle. The monkey has to keep its eye 

open for the next vine to swing from. Sometimes it has to pivot and turn in mid-air. It can’t 

let go of a vine too soon, or too late. In life, we have to be open to the opportunities that 

pop up around us and grasp them at just the right time.” 

Jody opened her mouth to make an objection, but then remembered all of the business 

opportunities Abraham Patterson had seized at precisely the right time and had wisely 

turned his way. She also remembered all the opportunities he had let pass and which almost 

always turned out to be bad ideas. 

“Okay, I think you’re on to something. But how does the Law of the Monkey translate 

to our current situation?” 

“W 



 

Patterson nodded, satisfied that she was willing to follow his lead.  

“Well,” he began slowly. “To start with, we need to keep our eyes open. We need to be 

willing to take chances. We might end up sneaking inside the prison and seeing what we 

can see there and maybe even find some clues as to how we can finally defeat Komploti. 

Or we might end up stealing a boat to get off the island. Or we might end up doing one of 

a million other things. Success, in our case, can be defined as simply surviving.” 

“But what do we do right NOW?” 

“Right now we take a look around and see if any new opportunities are available…” 

The tech mogul rose to a half-crouch and peered over the boulder they were hiding 

behind. Although no one had been around just a minute before, this time there was 

somebody just below them. It was another guard, out on patrol and perhaps even looking 

for them. The guard was dressed in the same uniform as the guard Patterson had knocked 

out in Stinson Beach, except that instead of wearing a badger mask, he was wearing a 

monkey mask, a detail which Patterson chose to interpret as the universe giving them the 

green light. He’d heard a word for this before, in the writings of Carl Jung: it was called 

synchronicity. 

The tech mogul knelt back down. “Go down there and talk to that guy,” he hissed in 

Jody’s ear. “Keep him occupied while I sneak up behind him. And let me have the rifle…” 

Jody nodded and gave him the gun, albeit somewhat reluctantly. Then she pulled down 

the badger mask to cover her face and slipped around the side of the boulder. 

Patterson watched from behind the rock as his crafty colleague walked up to the guard 

in the monkey mask and started to small talk with him. The tech mogul shook his head 

ruefully. Even in the drab guard uniform, Jody’s voluptuous form was positively 

mouthwatering. He was sure that factor would be in her favor while trying to distract the 

male guard. After a few more seconds he began to stealthily creep up behind the 

unsuspecting fellow. 

“I thought I saw some people sneaking around out here…” Jody was saying, in a voice 

that was meant to sound like a brainwashed rule-follower but which sounded more like an 

automaton. Patterson winced, thinking that her obvious manner would blow their cover, 

when he heard the male guard answer her in the same soulless voice and decided that they 

would be just fine. 



 

As the tech mogul crept up behind the guard in the monkey mask, his foot pressed down 

on a twig, cracking the twig in half with a loud snap. The guard spun around. Patterson 

brought up the butt of the rifle and cracked him across the jaw, knocking him out in the 

process. 

“I’m getting to be pretty good at this,” he said, half in self-congratulation and half to 

convince himself it was actually true. 

The two lovers quickly undressed the unconscious guard and Patterson slipped into the 

man’s uniform and donned his monkey mask. The tech mogul also appropriated the man’s 

weapon and a walkie-talkie that he had been holding. The walkie-talkie began vibrating as 

he attached it to his belt. Jody looked at him with a worried expression. Patterson took the 

walkie-talkie back off the belt, clicked it on, and held it next to his ear. A voice with the 

same soulless character as the guard’s emerged from a storm of crackling static. 

“Headquarters to Monkey Man. Headquarters to Monkey Man. Monkey Man, are you 

available? Over.” 

Patterson hit an orange button. 

“Monkey Man here. I’m out on patrol. Over.” 

He shrugged as he looked at Jody, hoping both that his voice sounded like ‘Monkey 

Man’s’ and that his words matched whatever protocol the masked marauders had in place. 

“Have you seen any suspicious persons? We have reports that two wanted persons are 

on the south side of the island. Over.” 

Patterson thought quickly.  

“Sighting of two suspicious persons confirmed. Over.” 

There was a crackle of static and the voice came back on. The robotic tone was now 

laced with intense interest. 

“Where are they? Can you apprehend them? Over.” 

Patterson hit the orange button. “The two persons were standing on the prow of a yacht 

that crashed on the beach just now. As the boat crashed, two people were thrown into the 

water, where they appear to have drowned. Over.” 

“Drowned? Are you sure they drowned? Over.” 

“I can’t say for certain, but the current took them back out to sea. I don’t think they 

knew how to swim. Over.” 



 

There was a long moment of silence and then the crackling came back on.  

“Good work, Monkey Man. Come in to headquarters to make a full report. Over.” 

Patterson frowned and then hit the orange button. “Will do. Over.” He attached the 

walkie-talkie to his utility belt. 

“So what the hell do we do now?” Jody hissed.  

Patterson shrugged. In his stolen monkey mask he looked like one of the “See No Evil” 

monkeys. “I guess we go to headquarters and fill out the report.” 

“Where we will be captured for sure…” 

“Not unless they make us take our masks off,” Patterson said. “Which they probably 

won’t do unless we give them a reason to be suspicious.” 

Jody stared at him. Or at least Patterson thought she was staring at him. It was hard to 

read her expression while her face was hidden behind the badger mask.  

“Your optimism never ceases to amaze me,” she drawled from inside her mask. “Okay, 

Mr. Positive, lead the way.” 

Patterson imitated the rigid posture of the guards as he walked up the path that led to 

the famous prison. Jody followed suit. The tech mogul felt mostly confident about their 

being able to get inside without a hitch. The only thing that caused him worry was Jody’s 

obviously amazing body, which was evident even in the lackluster guard’s uniform. Having 

the sex-focused mind of a typical male, Patterson knew that it was the kind of body that 

men noticed, and for that reason, he had doubts that she would be able to keep a low profile.  

They marched up to what appeared to be the major throughway in and out of the prison, 

judging by how many masked guards were entering and leaving the place. There was a 

check-in point, where they would have to pass through. Both Patterson and Jody fished 

around in the pockets of their uniforms and discovered that they had identification cards. 

Luckily the cards didn’t have pictures on them. They were as nondescript as hotel room 

keys. Patterson hoped it was simply a matter of sliding the cards under a scanner and being 

let inside. 

After a few tense moments of waiting on the line entering the prison, the two 

conspirators swiped their cards under a scanner which beeped with approval. Having 

shown their proper ID, they were safely inside. It was now a matter of filling out a fictitious 

report and then, once they could slip away from the crowd, perhaps investigating the place. 



 

The pair took a few steps when a loud voice behind them boomed. 

“Hold it,” the voice said commandingly. “Your ID says Arthur. But you sure as hell 

don’t look like an Arthur to me…” 

They turned and saw a broad shouldered guard wearing a mask that looked like some 

kind of water buffalo or ox. Ox Man was looking at Jody as he made the accusation. From 

looking at his pupils inside his mask, it was obvious to Patterson that he was looking Jody 

up and down, taking in her voluptuous form. Ox Man walked over to the pair with an air 

of indignation, as if he were going to get some kind of medal for catching an imposter.  

“Um…” Jody said, stalling. “Arthur is actually short for Arthurina.” 

Patterson would have laughed if only the stakes weren’t so high. 

“Let’s see your ID…” Ox Man barked. 

Jody began to feel around in her pants pocket, more to buy time than to comply with 

the request. Patterson stepped forward and leaned towards the man in the ox mask. 

“Psst. What my friend means to say is that she was formerly Arthur…” He said this in 

a conspiratorial whisper, as if he were tipping off the guard to a delicate piece of 

information. 

The man in the ox mask turned his head slightly, as if not quite understanding. 

“That is, before the operation…” Patterson whispered loudly through his monkey 

mask. 

Ox Man put two and two together at that point. He nodded slowly as he considered 

how he might extricate himself from his touchy faux pas. 

“The change was very recent and he, er I mean she, is still getting used to her new 

identity,” Patterson added, just in case the point wasn’t perfectly clear. 

The man in the ox mask cleared his throat. “Yes, of course,” he said gruffly. “I should 

have guessed. I’m very sorry…Arthurina. I certainly didn’t mean any offense.” His tone 

had softened considerably. 

Jody stopped looking for her ID and tipped her head to acknowledge Ox Man’s 

awkward apology.  

“No offense taken,” she said brightly. 

Patterson and Jody continued down the hall in their disguises. The tech mogul could 

feel cold beads of sweat run down his face behind his monkey mask. But on the other side 



 

of his nervousness was a sense of profound elation. He had the urge to click his heels, but 

he made a conscious effort of keeping his movements very uniform, as if he were marching 

in front of a drill sergeant. Jody did the same. They eventually turned out of the main 

hallway and found themselves in a smaller hallway. 

“Whew,” Jody breathed. “That was a close one.” 

“Indeed it was,” Patterson admitted. 

“That was some quick thinking,” Jody said with palpable gratitude in her voice. 

“I’m just a monkey swinging from vine to vine,” Patterson quipped and tapped his 

monkey-shaped mask. 

Now that they were out of sight of the authorities, they could explore more freely, 

provided of course that they keep their masks on and retain their rigid movements, so as 

not to stick out. Patterson remembered that he was supposed to make a report about the 

suspicious persons he had supposedly seen drown while on guard duty, but decided against 

it. People were fallible and always making mistakes, including the guards of evil shadow 

organizations. There was no reason he should be especially astute about filling out some 

report. The way he saw it, their only objective at that point was to look around the prison, 

see if there was anything useful to learn, and then get down to the docks to see if they could 

board a ship. Of course, any point in this plan was up for revision. After all, they were 

following the Law of the Monkey, keeping their eyes peeled for the next available vine of 

opportunity. 

Patterson headed over to a stairwell leading upward and Jody followed suit. They 

marched up the steps several flights and got off randomly on the third floor. They pushed 

open a metal door and found themselves in a long hallway filled with barred jail cells. As 

they walked past each barred cell, the two masked imposters let their eyes wander inside, 

to see who might be imprisoned there. They were surprised to see that instead of hardened 

criminals with shaved heads and tattoos, most of the people jailed there looked like 

ordinary folks. It was the least dangerous looking group of people Patterson had seen 

outside of a church. 

As they walked along, they passed an empty jail cell with the door slid open. The tech 

mogul was surprised when his masked partner tugged on his sleeve and drew him into the 

empty cell. 



 

“What the heck has gotten into you?” he asked in a whisper. 

“Come on, big boy,” Jody said seductively, or as seductively as she was able while 

behind her mask. “Let’s finish what we started on your yacht.” 

Before Patterson could formulate a response, Jody had set her rifle against the cell wall 

and was unbuttoning her uniform. She got the shirt open and then unsnapped her bra, 

freeing her large round breasts. Patterson’s breath came short when he glimpsed her dark 

brown nipples. His dick started to get hard in his pants. Jody reached out and stroked it.  

“I want this big cock inside me,” she hissed. 

Patterson started to lift his monkey mask. He wanted to suck on Jody’s tits and the 

mask would only get in the way. 

“No, no, no,” Jody said chidingly. “We have to keep our masks on.” 

To Patterson’s reckoning, the mere fact that they were thinking about fucking in an 

empty jail cell on Alcatraz meant that they had already tossed all caution to the wind. The 

matter of whether or not they kept their masks on seemed irrelevant. Still, he decided to 

play along. It brought to mind their earlier romp at his surprise party, when Jody had slipped 

into the room wearing a bunny mask. Who knows, he thought to himself. If they ever got 

out of this situation and settled down, they could make masks a regular part of their sex 

play. Maybe they could even keep these masks, and use them as a reminder of the time 

they had fucked in Alcatraz. 

Jody turned around and dropped her pants down around her knees, showing off her 

fantastic ass. Patterson’s cock strained to burst out of his pants. His lover wriggled out of 

her panties, which she slid down to her knees, and then put her hands against the cell wall, 

presenting her fantastic backside to the tech mogul. Bent over, as she was, Patterson could 

see her fuzzy cunt and her wet slit poking out from between her legs. 

“Put it in,” Jody whispered over her shoulder. “Just for a few quick strokes.” 

From the smell of her hot cunt, Patterson could tell that Jody was in heat and needed a 

good fuck. He would give it to her quick and hard and bust a fast nut. He reasoned that he 

had already generated an excess of sperm from the last time they were interrupted in the 

middle of sex. If he were finally able to release his semen, it would lighten his load 

physically, mentally, and emotionally, and allow him to make better decisions, which was 

an ability they would certainly need if they were going to get out this situation alive. 



 

Patterson freed his fat dick from his uniform and walked across the cell with his meat 

bobbing in the air before him. He rubbed his cock on Jody’s rounded backside and then 

slipped it between her legs. The head found the opening of her hot slit and nudged its way 

inside. A few drops of honey-colored fluid fell to the floor with a soft splat. Patterson 

grabbed Jody’s fleshy hips and pulled her back onto his massive slab as he thrust himself 

forward. The piston-like movement of his dick sliding into her warm cunt made a wet 

pounding sound that filled the tiny cell. Each wet stroke was followed by a high-pitched 

squeak that came from his lover’s mouth. 

Shhhhh, Patterson whispered, warning her to keep it down. “You’re going to get us 

both killed.” 

Even though he knew the danger of doing so, he couldn’t stop himself from fucking his 

lover with hard, aggressive strokes. He looked down as he did this and watched Jody’s 

rounded butt cheeks reverberate with each crash of his pelvis. The eye-slots in the monkey 

mask slightly obscured this magnificent sight, which made him consider taking off the 

mask and tossing it in the corner. But he remembered Jody’s advice and kept the mask on.  

As they fucked, Patterson had to shake his head at how stupid they were being. He 

realized they were both a little bit nuts. They were adrenaline junkies who got off on 

fucking in extreme circumstances. Any sexual act, no matter how bizarre, was on the table, 

he realized, if it meant that they would get off a little harder. But even as he had this 

realization, he knew that he wouldn’t do anything to stop it. If anything, he wanted to take 

it up a notch. He wished he had a pair of handcuffs so he could secure Jody to the jail cell 

bars while he fucked her. He knew she would get off on that. That idea, and a hundred 

other ideas that were just as kinky or even more so, cascaded through the tech mogul’s 

feverish brain. 

As their bodies collided, Jody continued to make little whimpering noises, although 

Patterson noticed that she made an attempt to stifle them. It occurred to the tech mogul that 

they most look very strange at that moment. To a passerby it would look like a badger (or 

a fox, as the case may be) and a monkey were going at it. A strange thought passed through 

Patterson’s brain, which was if they had a baby, it would look like a hybrid of a fox and a 

monkey. The strangest part of this thought is that it was chased by the idea that this would 

be a cool looking animal, one that Patterson wouldn’t mind caring for. For an instant he 



 

imagined a half monkey half fox sitting in a highchair, sucking on a baby bottle. He 

imagined the cuddly little creature crying in a cradle, and swinging back and forth on a 

children’s swing. He shook the strange idea from his head and focused his efforts on giving 

them both a quick orgasm. The fact is that his nuts were starting to ache from how full they 

were. Luckily he was only a few strokes away from finally being able to release his heavy 

burden. 

“Hey there!”  

It was a harsh whisper and one that didn’t come from either Jody or Patterson. The tech 

mogul slowed his strokes down and listened. 

“Hey, you gotta stop whatever it is you’re doing right now!” 

Patterson’s heart froze. “Are you talking to me?” he whispered, not knowing who could 

hear him. 

“Yeah! If you’re not careful, you’re gonna get yourself killed!” 

Patterson slowed to a stop, hearing Jody whimper in exasperation in the process. He 

guessed that she was on the verge of orgasm.  

“The guards are gonna get you! You better straighten yourself out!” 

The voice seemed to be coming from the cell right next to them. Patterson reluctantly 

tucked his cock back in his pants while Jody pulled her panties and pants back on. He could 

tell from her movements that she was highly annoyed. The two of them straightened 

themselves out, as the voice had suggested, and then picked their rifles back up from where 

they were leaned against the cell wall. The two lovers nodded at each other briskly and 

then stepped back out into the hall. 

Patterson looked each way and saw a guard stationed at one end of the hall. The far off 

guard looked preoccupied at his station and didn’t seem to present an immediate threat. 

Having ascertained that, Patterson looked into the jail cell next to theirs, to see who had 

been talking to him. Inside the cell he saw a fairly clean cut looking fellow reading a book 

on his bed. Patterson squinted to see the title. It was “Man’s Search for Meaning” by Viktor 

Frankl. The tech mogul smiled, recognizing one of the books that most profoundly affected 

his own life. As he looked at the reader, the man looked up. 

“Hey, you’re not a prisoner!” the man said with surprise. 

Patterson put a finger to the slot in his monkey mask that signified a mouth. Shhhhhh, 



 

he whispered. 

He had no idea what the guy in the jail cell was thinking, whether he knew that he was 

an imposter, or if he thought he was truly a guard who was either masturbating or fucking 

someone in the next cell. He noticed that Jody was staying out of sight, which he thought 

was best.  

“Hey buddy,” he hissed in a soft whisper. “Why were you warning me about just now? 

What did you think I was doing?” 

“I figured you were rubbing one out,” the guy said. “You can get away with that on the 

other floors, but not on this one.” 

Patterson picked up that the guy was talking about masturbating, although he might 

have also been talking about two people fucking.  

“And what’s the punishment for that, anyway?” 

“You don’t know?” the prisoner asked. “Don’t you work here?” 

“Yeah,” Patterson lied. “But I just got transferred here, so I’m still learning the ropes.” 

The prisoner sized him up and seemed to find him okay. “The punishment for jerking 

off is death, due to the fact that everybody on this floor is here for a Code 9 Thought 

Crime.” 

Patterson worried that he would look too green, but he had to know more. 

“What’s a Code 9 Thought Crime?” 

The prisoner shook his head, as if in disbelief that he had to explain this to a guard. 

“A Code 9 Thought Crime is a Thought Crime of a Sexual Nature. Most of the people 

on this row are guilty of Code 9-B, specifically, which means that they’re either readers or 

writers of online erotica. You know, dirty stories. Things like that.” 

“I didn’t realize those things were against the law…” Patterson mumbled behind his 

monkey mask. 

“They weren’t, but then things started to change. People got more uptight. The 

government started to get more involved regarding what you could write about, and what 

you could read about. Now anything that describes a sex act in detail will get you landed 

in jail.” 

Patterson felt a funny feeling in the pit of his stomach. It was a sense of somehow being 

complicit in the injustice that was afoot. It occurred to him that he had been so focused on 



 

business these last few years – following the Law of the Monkey, as it were – that he had 

stopped paying attention to the state of the world. He had been vaguely aware that society 

was becoming less and less free, but he didn’t realize that things had gotten so far off track.  

“There are other thought criminals in here too,” the prisoner added. “You’ve got folks 

who are the wrong political affiliation, folks who wrote something offensive about the 

wrong group, folks who criticized the wrong governmental policy, or folks who questioned 

one of the wars we’ve been embroiled in. You can’t hardly write or read or say anything 

these days, it seems,” the prisoner said glumly. 

While Patterson felt bad about paying attention to the wrong things for too long, he was 

still flabbergasted by the fact that this kind of injustice was happening here. For goodness 

sake, how the hell could these things occur in the good old U.S. of A? He’d always figured 

that the United States would never allow this kind of transgression against personal 

freedom, but now he could see that he was wrong. 

“So, why are you in here?” he finally asked. 

“Why am I in jail?” the prisoner asked the question back to clarify it. 

“Yeah.” 

“Jeez, I don’t even know. I haven’t heard the actual charges yet. A few days ago I was 

at a free speech demonstration up in Berkeley and the cops started rounding us up, saying 

that we were supporting hate speech. I’m not a hateful person, and I told them that. But 

then the authorities said that they had evidence of a politically incorrect joke that I’d 

tweeted a few months ago. So I’m not sure if I’m being charged for being at the 

demonstration, or for my politically incorrect tweet, or for both. Hey, do you think I could 

call my wife?” 

Patterson didn’t answer right away. He really wanted to help the guy, but he knew that 

sticking his neck out might put him and Jody in danger. 

“Please sir. My wife doesn’t know I’m here and I’m sure she’s worried sick.” 

Jody had sidled over beside him. “Patterson, I think we should keep it moving. The 

guard at the end of the hall is starting to give us a suspicious look.” 

The prisoner put his face close to the bars. Patterson made the instinctual judgment that 

the man had a kind face. He looked down and once again saw the Viktor Frankl book in 

the man’s hand. 



 

“Here,” he said, pulling his phone out of his pocket. “But make it fast, okay?” 

No sooner had he pulled the phone out than a shout came echoing from down the hall. 

“Hey!!!” the guard at the end of the hall bellowed. “You’re not allowed to interact with 

the prisoners. Step back from the bars!” 

Patterson ground his teeth from frustration. He felt like using violence but knew that 

he had to master his anger. 

“I said ‘Step back from the bars!’” 

The guard was coming closer, walking at a rapid stride. Patterson stepped back from 

the bars, but he kept his eyes locked on the prisoner’s. As he stepped back he mouthed the 

words “I’m sorry.” He saw the prisoner nod and sink back into the darkness of his cell. 

The guard who had yelled at him came to a stop in their midst and put his hand roughly 

on Patterson’s shoulder, spinning his around. The tech mogul saw that the guard was 

wearing a mask shaped like a jackal. 

“When I say ‘Step back’ I mean ‘Step back!’” the guard in the jackal mask shouted. 

Without hardly realizing what he was doing, Patterson brought his foot up with 

lightning swiftness and kicked the guard in his balls. The guard groaned and dropped to 

the floor. A dark thought ran through Patterson’s brain, which was to do more violence to 

the man, to not only pay him back for the injustice that had been done to the prisoner in the 

cell, but to make him pay for all the freedoms that had been taken away from decent people 

to achieve some crackpot Utopian dream. The fact that he managed to stop himself from 

delivering another kick did nothing to stop the shrill alarm that suddenly filled the hallway. 

The sound was so loud that Patterson and Jody had to cover their ears. Over the blaring 

siren they could hear a voice intone “Intruder Alert, Zone 3” again and again. At the end 

of the hall a mass of guards, all of them wearing animal masks, had gathered and were 

lifting their weapons to fire at them. 

“Let’s get out of here!” Patterson shouted and grabbed Jody’s hand. They ran back 

down the hall in the direction from which they first came. As they made it to the stairwell 

the sound of bullets bouncing off the metal stairs cut through the din of the siren. 



 

CHAPTER 5 
 

braham Patterson’s heart beat as fast as a machine gun. It was one thing to fear for 

his own life, but he was terrified that something would happen to Jody. He did his 

best to use himself as a shield and block her as the bullets struck all around them. Casting 

an eye down the stairwell, he saw the mortifying sight of a mass of guards running up the 

stairs. The only way to go was up. He grabbed Jody’s hand and ran up the steps as quickly 

as his legs would carry him. 

“Where are we going?” Jody screamed. 

“I don’t know!” he screamed back. 

“Are we still following the Law of the Monkey?”  

Patterson didn’t know if she was joking or not. If she was trying to be funny, well, he 

had to hand it to her for having a good sense of humor. As for him, he had never felt so in 

danger in his entire life. When they had been stalked in the forest, or fired upon while 

sailing across the Bay, there had always been someplace to run. Now, on the other hand, 

they were like rats trapped in a maze. Even though the situation seemed hopeless, Patterson 

still believed in the Law of the Monkey. He remembered what kind of mask he was wearing 

and made a grim smile. He just had to keep his eyes open for the next swinging vine. 

Bullets continued to sound, but they were less of a danger now that they were on the 

stairwell. The only space to fire a gun was through the eye of the spiral, and both he and 

Jody made a point of keeping to the outer perimeter of the steps so as not to get hit. His 

worry the entire time they ran up the steps was that a group of masked marauders was going 

to surprise them from above, but the imagined group never materialized. For whatever 

reason, the upper floors of the prison either hadn’t been utilized yet, or the guards had all 

been on their breaks and gathered downstairs. He knew, of course, that their flight would 

soon come to an end. They would make it to the roof, presumably, or to just an upper floor, 

and find themselves trapped. What would they do then, he wondered? He had no idea. 

As they reached the next landing – of what floor he couldn’t tell, since in his adrenaline 

rush his ability to take note of details had been washed away in a blur of fear – he cast his 

eye down the hall and saw a metal door that said ROOF. He decided they would make a 

last stand on the roof. They would either be captured alive or die in a hail of bullets. Either 
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way, he didn’t intend to make it easy for their enemies. He grabbed Jody by the hand and 

pulled her down the hall. He just prayed the door would be unlocked. 

They were halfway down the hall when they heard the sound of shouting and guns 

being fired and knew that the horde of marauders had reached the landing. The lovers 

continued running, praying that none of the bullets would suddenly rip through their backs. 

They reached the metal door and pulled it open, grateful that it hadn’t been locked. Jody 

entered first, with Patterson behind her. As he prepared to close the door he took one last 

peek down the hall and saw a sight that made his blood run cold. 

The figure leading the masked marauders was the man he had seen on the prow of the 

police boat that had led the chase after them. He was wearing a black cloak and his face 

was covered with a mask made to look like a wolf. 

“Who the hell is that guy?” Patterson breathed. 

For one thing, the mask was different than the others. It was shiny, with a metallic 

sheen, and seemed beveled, as if it had been carved with some sort of die cast machine. It 

was supremely creepy, not only due to its sinister shape, but because the eyes in the mask 

glowed with a bestial glare. Patterson had to wonder if the person behind the mask was 

even human.  

He was just about to close the door when the man in the metallic wolf mask howled 

and leaped forward. In the process of leaping, the figure’s black cloak came off and drifted 

to the ground. The figure was comprised of the same metallic material that made up his 

mask. What’s more, this metallic body seemed to change in mid-air. It transformed from a 

bi-pedal humanoid figure to a quadrupedal animal form. It was now wolf-shaped, although 

this wolf was as large as a Bengal Tiger. Metal fangs gleamed in its mouth and razor-sharp 

claws descended from its paws. Patterson slammed the door behind him and tried to forget 

he’d ever seen the thing. 

“Run!” he shouted. 

Jody was already running up the steps as fast as she could. Patterson followed suit, 

taking the steps two at a time. The machine gun rhythm of his heart had doubled in 

intensity. In his adrenaline soaked perception of time and space the stairs seemed to stretch 

into the darkness like an uncoiling ribbon. He only hoped the steps eventually led 

somewhere. As to whether or not he and Jody would escape at that point, he hadn’t a clue. 



 

He only hoped their deaths would be swift. After they had taken a few turns in the stairwell, 

a thunderous crash hit the metal door below them. Patterson looked down and saw the 

harrowing sight of metal claws ripping through the door. The sound of metal on metal was 

unbearable. It sounded like the squeal of a thousand infants mixed with the grating whine 

of a car dragging its bumper over cracked pavement. There was another thunderous crash 

and the door began to bend inward. 

Jody pushed open a trapdoor above her and scrambled through the portal into the starry 

night beyond. When Patterson reached the portal he pulled himself through and slammed 

the trapdoor shut underneath him. When he stood up, he saw that they were on the prison’s 

tallest tower. Being this high up made a feeling of vertigo sweep over him. He had to take 

a deep breath and steady himself. In the sky above them was a helicopter with its blades 

whirring. Patterson expected the helicopter to open fire with machine guns and turn them 

into hamburger but the expected bullets never came. 

As Patterson and Jody stood on the tower’s roof, Patterson felt a strange sensation in 

his pocket. It took a moment for him to realize that it was his iPhone. He pulled the phone 

out and saw that Roderick was calling him again. Talk about bad timing. He slid the screen 

to answer the call. 

“Roderick!” he shouted, to be heard over the sound of the helicopter’s blades. 

“Sir, I’m right above you. In the company helicopter. I’ll let down a ladder for you and 

Jody.” 

Patterson looked up and saw that the helicopter was marked with the initials A.P. on 

the side. An enormous welling up of hope filled him inside. 

“It’s Roderick!” he shouted to Jody, but he could tell that she already knew from her 

wide smile. He hung up the phone as a rope ladder fell in their midst. Jody grabbed a hold 

of it and started to climb. 

Patterson watched her as she ascended. He knew that it was highly inappropriate, but 

he couldn’t help but lick his lips as he watched her round ass. Her buttocks were so 

perfectly formed, so muscular and yet so juicy, that he could feel his cock stiffen in his 

pants as he savored the sight. He sincerely hoped they survived this ordeal, just so he could 

once more sample Jody’s earthly delights. When she was a sufficient distance above him, 

he grabbed ahold of the rope ladder and started to climb up behind her. 



 

Patterson’s hopeful feeling was suddenly rocked by the trapdoor beneath them coming 

off its hinges. The door was popped open and flung away, like a manhole lid being blown 

off by some underground explosion. The tech mogul looked down and saw the ravenous 

metal wolf that had chased them through the hall. 

“Pull away!” he shouted to Roderick, who no doubt couldn’t hear him over all the noise. 

Not that it mattered. Roderick had already started lifting them off and had risen perhaps a 

dozen feet. The rope ladder was no longer in reach of the tower. Patterson sighed with an 

enormous breath of relief as he looked down and saw the tower get smaller. 

What happened next truly boggled his mind. As he watched the tower recede, the metal 

wolf leaped into the air, with its claws extended. It shot forth like a bullet and rapidly 

traversed the space between the tower and the rising rope ladder. As it moved through the 

air it transformed back into the figure of a man and when the figure reached out to grasp 

the lower rung of the ladder, it did so with metal hands. The figure with the metallic wolf 

mask was now climbing up the ladder below them. 

The helicopter had started to fly off and was now above the Bay. Patterson could see 

the dark waves of water roiling beneath them. He stayed on the ladder and waited for the 

figure to climb higher. Then, when the figure was right below him, he pulled his boot back 

and gave the man with the wolf mask a powerful stomp in the center of his face. 

The man in the wolf mask growled and lifted an arm to claw at Patterson. The tech 

mogul gave him another powerful stomp, this time causing the man to lose his grip. 

Patterson watched in awe as the look in the figure’s eyes changed from bestial rage to 

surprise. The figure fell back and began to spin head over heels. Patterson watched as it 

tumbled through the air and finally fell into the water hundreds of feet below. It was a fall 

that surely had killed him. Rather than feel bad about this, Patterson felt enormous relief. 

The fact is that it was either them or the wolf, or whatever the fuck it was. He quite honestly 

didn’t know if it was a wolf or a man or a robot, or some crazy hybrid of all those things.  

“What the fuck was that thing?” Jody screamed as she held out her hand to the tech 

mogul. She helped Patterson into the helicopter and then closed the door after him. 

“I have no idea,” Patterson panted. 

Roderick was waiting for them in the cockpit. He briefly shook their hands, although 

he had to keep his attention on flying the craft. 



 

“Good to see both of you!” he roared over the sound of the chopper blades. 

“Roderick, old boy!” Patterson roared. “You saved our lives!” The tech mogul clapped 

his second most trusted associate on the back. Jody threw her arms around the man and 

gave him a big kiss. Roderick smiled, happy to have saved the day. 

As he piloted the helicopter towards San Francisco, Roderick regaled the pair with a 

detailed breakdown of what had occurred earlier in that day. 

“At 7 o’clock sharp, every television, every computer screen, every laptop, every 

phone, every form of social media, was suddenly hijacked by Domingo Komploti. He came 

on the air and explained to the world’s citizens that he was now the sole ruler of planet 

Earth and that they were all his subjects. He’s a pretty weird dude, by the way…” 

“I noticed that myself,” Patterson added. 

“Anyway, he said that he has the power to unleash the A.I. apocalypse or the Singularity 

or whatever you want to call it, but that he was holding off. Instead, he promised to give 

us a little taste of deprivation. So he turned off the world’s power. Tonight, for the first 

time in modern history, planet Earth has had a worldwide blackout. Except for properties 

belonging to Domingo Komploti, of course.” 

“So he’s truly in control of the entire world,” Jody mused. “This is the one world 

government that we’ve always been worried about. How did he manage to pull it off so 

quickly?” 

“It wasn’t quick,” Roderick explained. “It’s a plan that has been meticulously carried 

out over the course of decades, if not longer. Komploti is the heir apparent of a shadowy 

organization whose exact origins are obscure. They have agents everywhere, in academia, 

in media, in government. On all levels of every society. Over the years they have whittled 

away at citizen’s rights, little by little, carving the ground out from under them, so that 

when the final lever was thrown, each country’s government was replaced with their 

agents.” 

“Sounds like the Illuminati,” Patterson said drily.  

“These guys make the Illuminati look like a Bingo Club,” Roderick added. “They don’t 

just want to rule the world, they want to destroy it.” 

“And the way they’re going to do it is by triggering the Singularity,” Jody chimed in. 

“Ahh, but here’s the thing…” Roderick was quick to add. “The Singularity has been 



 

put on hold, at least for a little while. And I have a good idea why. I can tell that Komploti 

hasn’t been able to access the data that we sent over to him from Data Flow. He needs this 

data to ‘wake up’ the artificial intelligence that lies dormant in the world’s machines. The 

reason I know he can’t access the data is because earlier today – before all the craziness 

went down – he contacted me, asking for the password…” 

“Shit,” Patterson said slowly. “I can’t believe it’s come to this. I neglected to give him 

the password and inadvertently saved the human race…” 

“The most magnificent fuck up in history,” Roderick said with a smile. “By the way, 

I’m flying us over to your airstrip in Daly City. I figured we could take your private jet 

from there. Our plan of action at the moment is simply to escape, to get off the grid 

somehow. Because Komploti is obviously trying to find you.” 

“Sounds like a plan,” Patterson agreed. “My personal jet is incredibly fuel efficient, so 

we’ll be able to take it anywhere, even to the South Pole, if need be. There has to be 

someplace on Earth beyond Komploti’s reach.” 

“From our intelligence I found out that Komploti’s headquarters are in Dubai. That’s 

also where he’s got his servers set up. The servers are stored in a giant glass pyramid that 

he has had constructed right next to the Burj Khalifa, the famous 160 story skyscraper 

there. From what I hear, the glass pyramid is even more majestic and striking. Apparently, 

Komploti has some kind of fascination with pyramids and with the religion of the ancient 

Egyptians.”  

“He also seems to have an interest in Norse Mythology, hence the Ragnarok Project.” 

“Domingo Komploti is a well-rounded weirdo,” Roderick commented. What he’d 

meant to be an insult came out sounding like a compliment. 

“And what’s up with making everybody wear animal masks?” Jody asked. 

“From what I’ve heard,” Roderick explained, “it has to do with the Judeo-Christian 

creation story of the Garden of Eden. I suppose he wants to return humanity to its roots and 

wants us all to be innocent, like animals in the Garden of Eden before the Fall of Man, or 

something like that…”  

“That’s doubtful,” Patterson interjected. “For the simple fact that he’s got a person, or 

a thing, working for him that looks like a giant metal werewolf. There’s nothing innocent 

about that guy.” 



 

“I suppose innocent was the wrong word,” Roderick conceded. “I should have said 

‘more primal.’ And about that metal wolf man you encountered, that’s Udo. He is a hybrid 

of man and machine. He’s a weapon that the Ragnarok Project have created to wreak 

immense havoc. Komploti is obviously using him as a sort of bloodhound to track you 

down…” Roderick allowed his voice to trail off and then returned to his original point. 

“Anyway, the giant glass pyramid in Dubai is now the world’s largest digital data base. 

It’s a modern day Library at Alexandria. Except that it’s all useless without the password.” 

Roderick shook his head in happy disbelief.  

“So…let me get this straight…” Jody put her head forward. “Without the password to 

access the data, the Singularity is an empty threat. Komploti is basically bluffing about the 

A.I. apocalypse.” 

Patterson nodded and laughed. He laughed so loud, in fact, that he alarmed his two 

friends. Wiping tears from his eyes, he finally commented. “And the crazy thing is that it 

is such an easy password. I’m truly surprised that he hasn’t guessed it yet.” 

“So what the hell is it?” Jody asked out of curiosity. 

Patterson opened his mouth to speak. But before anything could come out, Roderick 

put a warning finger to the tech mogul’s lips. 

“Not so fast, Abe.” 

Patterson smiled, realizing his mistake. 

“That password is the only thing keeping the Singularity from happening. This is bigger 

than a life or death matter. If you tell either one of us, and we were to fall into Komploti’s 

hands, he could torture us to get the password. And we’d give it to him too, even if we had 

the best intentions. Nobody knows what they would do when pressed to their limits.” 

Patterson and Jody both nodded. 

“That knowledge has to stay locked in your mind,” Roderick summarized in a sober 

tone. “And in your mind only.” 

“Yes,” Patterson agreed. “And I have to be prepared to take it to the grave.” 

There was a moment of silence as the three friends contemplated what was almost 

certain to be a grim future. Below them the city of San Francisco scrolled past. They had 

passed over the metropolitan area and were now hovering over the south side of the city, 

which was much less built up. In the distance, Daly City could be seen, which is where 



 

Patterson had his private airstrip. 

“So what’s our end game?” Jody asked, finally breaking the silence. 

Patterson took a moment before answering. “Well, the fact is that we can’t hide forever. 

And if Komploti has truly managed to gain control of all the world’s governments, well 

then it’s only a matter of time until he tracks us down and kills us or tortures us, most likely 

both.” 

Another silence descended as the companions mulled over their possible fate. Ahead 

of them the airstrip could be seen. Patterson’s sleek silver jet gleamed at the far end of the 

runway. Patterson’s mood brightened a bit, seeing the state of the art jet. The fact is that he 

hadn’t had time to fly it recently, and he was looking forward to taking it up. If the world 

– or at least his life –was indeed about to end, he wanted to enjoy whatever time he had 

left. 

As the helicopter dropped down from the sky, the three companions noticed a group of 

tiny figures running over the airstrip. 

“Who the fuck is that?” Roderick muttered, as he put down the landing gear.  

Patterson saw then that the figures were more masked marauders. People in animal 

masks were running towards them. With a jolt he saw that they had guns. While most of 

the marauders were running, one stopped in his tracks and lifted his weapon. 

“Oh shit,” Patterson hissed.  

One tenth of a second later a bullet hit the glass front of the helicopter cockpit, 

shattering the glass into a thousand pieces. The bullet continued forward and found its final 

resting place in the center of Roderick’s forehead. 

 



 

CHAPTER 6 
 

ody screamed at the top of her lungs. Patterson made no outward expression, but he 

was nonetheless rocked to the core by sadness and horror. Roderick’s sudden death was 

the stuff of nightmares. The two lovers had dodged so many bullets that evening it had 

begun to seem that they were impervious to danger. Roderick, as it turned out, had no such 

lucky charm. 

For Patterson, the atrocity had the corollary effect of filling him with an ice cold rage. 

He turned off the helicopter and calmly reached for the rifle he’d pilfered from the Alcatraz 

guard. Then he hit the door release and jumped out of the craft, with Jody right behind him. 

She too was brimming with a barely controllable anger. And she too had her rifle in hand. 

No sooner had they hit the ground than they started firing upon the marauders. Patterson 

felt a vengeful pleasure as he watched two of the figures in the distance fall to the ground. 

The fallen figures were too far away to tell if he and Jody had actually killed their targets, 

but it certainly appeared that way. 

The pair continued to fire at the enemy as they ran to Patterson’s private jet. The door 

to Patterson’s jet was operable via a remote that he kept in his pocket. He opened the door 

while Jody continued to fire. While the enemy reloaded, Patterson and Jody climbed into 

the jet and locked the door behind them. They hopped into the cockpit and started the 

engines, which roared like turbines on either wing. No sooner had the engines started, than 

bullets began striking the plane, making the hollow body ring with their impact. Ting ting 

ting. 

Patterson was a good pilot, but the fact is that he hadn’t flown his jet in several months. 

It wasn’t a matter of forgetting what he had learned. Although the business mogul was 

notoriously absent-minded when it came to social interactions, he was a one of a kind 

prodigy when it came to retaining technical details. It was more a matter of momentarily 

losing the “feel” of flying. Thus Patterson inadvertently began to steer the moving plane 

towards the edge of the runway. Since the jet gathered speed very quickly and was much 

faster than a commercial airplane, they narrowly missed ending up in a stretch of wetland. 

Fortunately, the tech mogul was able to regain control of the vehicle and get it properly 

aimed as it shot into the sky. Even so, he managed to scare a flock of ducks into flight. The 

J 



 

frightened birds scattered before them in a cloud of feathers. 

Once they were in the air, Patterson cast a glance out of the window to see the masked 

marauders on the ground below. Their enemies appeared to be still firing at them, but their 

efforts were futile. Patterson watched them recede to the size of ants. He just wished that 

the jet was outfitted with guns. If they had been, he would have whirled back around and 

fired on the bastards. Vengeful thoughts such as these continued to fill his head as he guided 

the jet upward. When he turned his head to look at Jody, he saw that she was crying. 

“Poor Roderick,” she said with a sorrowful voice, and wiped a tear from her eye. 

Outside the cockpit glass, the clouds opened up to welcome the rising jet. The lovers 

were soon above the clouds and looking down at a shifting pattern of vapor and landscape. 

“I feel terrible about this whole thing,” Patterson finally said. The hollow sound in his 

own voice surprised him. “I certainly never thought my involvement with the Ragnarok 

Group would end up leading to this kind of tragedy.” 

“There’s no way you could have known,” Jody said, although between the two of them, 

she was the one who was more in need of consolation.  

“If I wasn’t such an idiot when it came to reading people, I might have known.” 

“Don’t blame yourself, Abe. The fact is that there is real evil in the world. And you 

never know when or how it’s going to reach out and suddenly touch you or someone you 

love.” 

Patterson and Jody sat in the stark silence as the clouds sped by. Below them the vast 

expanse of the Pacific Ocean rolled towards the horizon. 

“So what do we do now?” Jody asked after several minutes had passed. “Just keep 

flying around the world until we run out of gas?” 

Patterson stayed silent. 

Jody looked over at her lover, who was smudged with dirt and splotched with bruises, 

and his eyes burned with a strange emotion. After another minute of silence she cleared 

her throat. 

“Did you hear me, Abe?” she said slowly. “I asked you, what do we do now?” 

Patterson’s eyes swiveled in his head, and his lips curled in a snarling grimace. 

“What do we do now?” he repeated the question in a coldblooded tone. “We do the 

only thing we can do…” A dark spark gleamed in his eye. “We fly to Dubai and then…then 



 

we fly this hunk of metal into the heart of Komploti’s glass pyramid.” 

“What?!?!” Jody’s jaw dropped. 

“It’s the only thing left,” Patterson’s eyes swiveled back to the front of his skull and 

surveyed the blue horizon. “Domingo Komploti controls the world. At some point he’ll 

figure out how to access that data. And when he does, he’ll trigger the A.I. Apocalypse, 

and destroy life on Earth as we know it. The only thing we can do to stop him is to destroy 

the data by flying this jet into that glass pyramid, where he has all his servers. If we’re 

lucky, we’ll destroy Komploti in the process.” 

Jody opened her mouth to protest but then she stopped herself. She pursed her lips and 

when she finally spoke it was to agree with him. “You’re right,” she said. “There’s nothing 

else to be done.” 

The stillness in the cockpit that followed was a different shade of silence than the 

funereal malaise that had settled upon them while they discussed Roderick’s murder. The 

atmosphere was no less serious, but now it was laced with a steely sense of purpose. 

The plan was to fly over the Pacific Ocean, over Southeast Asia, over the Indian Ocean, 

eventually crossing the Arabian Peninsula and finally “landing” in Dubai.  

“What about Komploti’s shadow governments?” Jody asked. “He’ll be able to track us 

as we enter each country’s air space, and then we’ll have fleets of fighter planes on our ass 

trying to shoot us down.” 

“Don’t worry about that,” Patterson said. “Chasing Rainbows has a state of the art 

cloaking device. No radar on Earth can pick it up.” 

“Wait a minute…” Jody asked, with an arched eyebrow. “Am I hearing that right? You 

gave your private jet the same name that you gave your yacht?” 

“Yeah,” Patterson said with a slightly indignant tone. “What’s wrong with that?” 

“Nothing,” Jody said. “I just thought you were more original than that.” 

“It’s a good name, don’t you think?” 

“I don’t even know what it means,” she said somewhat dismissively. 

“It means chasing your dreams. It means working towards a brighter future. Well, you 

might not like it. But I always found it inspirational.” 

Patterson piloted the jet through a thick bank of clouds. On the other side of the 

vaporous billows was a rainbow. It was in the form of a circle. Not everyone knows this, 



 

but a rainbow creates a complete circle if it has enough room, which a rainbow does if it’s 

miles above the earth. The full circular rainbow floated before them like an immense “O” 

in the sky. 

“Holy shit,” Jody breathed. “It’s almost as if it was waiting for us and appeared on 

cue.” 

Patterson rubbed his chin. “An instance of a meaningful coincidence,” the business 

mogul remarked. “This is what Carl Jung would call synchronicity. I can’t say for sure 

what it means,” he added, “but I’m going to interpret it as the universe approving of our 

plan.” 

He flew through the exact center of the circular rainbow, like a seamstress threading a 

needle. The first rainbow was followed by a second rainbow, and a third, and so on. In total 

Patterson counted seven rainbows. He flew through them all. 

The unusual spectacle and the strange feat of flying through it made them both smile, 

but their smiles were tempered by the heaviness in their hearts. 

“I bet you never thought it would end like this…” Jody said. “With you and I flying on 

a kamikaze mission.” 

“No, I can’t say that I did,” Patterson shook his head and drifted off for a moment in 

his thoughts. 

“One last monkey vine to grab for…” 

Hearing this made Patterson feel unspeakably sad. 

“Abe,” Jody said, putting her hand on the tech mogul’s knee. “Do you think we would 

have gotten together – you know, as a couple – if we didn’t end up in this crazy mess?” 

Patterson heaved a heavy sigh. “I guess it’s always easy to play ‘What If’ when you 

don’t have a chance to test the theory, but if I had to answer that question, I’d definitely 

say Yes.” 

“Really?” Jody’s face brightened. “You’re not just saying that to cheer me up, are 

you?” 

“No, I mean it,” Patterson said. He took one hand off the controls and put it over Jody’s 

hand. “I had actually been thinking about that question a lot lately. And I guess I can tell 

you, especially now that we’ve only got a little bit of time left. I was thinking…well, I was 

thinking…that if we ever managed to get out of this mess, I was going to ask you to marry 



 

me.” 



 

CHAPTER 7 
 

ody’s eyes grew visibly misty. In addition to the physical trials the two lovers had been 

through in the last 24 hours, they had experienced more than their fair share of 

emotional ups and downs, with the sudden death of Roderick being the absolute lowest 

moment. For Abraham Patterson, who wasn’t exactly the most demonstrative man in the 

world, to make such an admission to Jody was a nice note for them to end on.  

And this of course was no exaggeration. With Patterson’s jet flying at top speed, they 

could expect to be in Dubai within an hour. And that would be the end of their adventure, 

not only proverbially but literally. 

Jody leaned over and put her head on Patterson’s chest, savoring the sense of 

protectiveness she felt. Even if both protector and protected would soon cease to exist, she 

enjoyed the feeling for whatever time they had left.  

“By any chance does this thing have autopilot?” she asked, raising her head. 

“It does actually,” Patterson said. “Although I’ve never actually tried it out. I suppose 

we can give it a shot. After all, what’s the worst that can happen? That we go off track and 

crash?”  

Patterson said this with a wry grin. But underneath his gallows humor there was a hard 

kernel of truth. The fact is that their lives were quickly nearing their end. The only thing 

they could hope to accomplish in their final hour was to enjoy each other’s company as 

much as possible. Patterson clicked a few levers and smiled as the aircraft appeared to be 

carried forward on its own accord. If all went well, the jet should proceed in a straight line 

until it reached Dubai. The tech mogul looked out of the window and watched vaporous 

veils of moisture drift past. Beyond the clouds the ocean stretched in every direction, an 

eternal graveyard ready to accept them. Patterson found that he was oddly circumspect 

about their imminent deaths. If they didn’t accidentally come out of autopilot and plunge 

into the ocean, it would be Komploti’s glass pyramid that served as their final resting place. 

He imagined it as a giant shining sarcophagus rising out of the desert. 

Jody Atwood reached down and stroked Patterson’s thick, flaccid cock through the 

fabric of his pants. His dick instantly awoke and began to strain against its constraints. 

Regardless of the fact that they were flying to their death, Patterson was consumed by a 
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profound sexual hunger. As was Jody apparently, for his lover and erstwhile finance 

manager began to unzip his pants. 

No sooner had she freed the confined beast than she began to suck on it ravenously. 

Patterson realized that she was just as starved for sex as he was. Every time they had tried 

to be intimate, some catastrophic event intervened, keeping them from bringing their lust 

to its natural conclusion. He, in particular, had suffered from an overproduction of semen 

that at that very moment was weighing down his balls. He felt as if a frothy white river was 

welling up at a poorly constructed dam and was getting ready to break through. He said a 

mental prayer not to ejaculate too early. As much as he would have loved to bust his nut in 

Jody’s mouth just then, he wanted to experience her pussy one last time before he shuffled 

off this mortal coil. 

Jody, whose dick-sucking skills were superb, made it excruciatingly hard to hold back 

the deluge. She licked his cock from top to bottom and tongued his balls. She even snaked 

her tongue downwards and rimmed his asshole for a few minutes. Looking out the cockpit 

window, Patterson imagined a vivid tableau of angels waving down at him from Heaven. 

At some point Patterson reached his limit. He gently extracted himself from Jody’s 

hungry mouth and then moved her to the back of the plane, which like all of his cars and 

yachts, was outfitted to look like a luxury apartment. There was a full bar and an 

entertainment center, if they chose to partake in such things. It occurred to Patterson that 

they could simply keep circling the globe, living like decadent Romans, until their fuel ran 

out and they dropped from the sky. But then of course they wouldn’t be saving the world 

by destroying Komploti’s data fortress. No, he told himself, they would fuck this one last 

time and then carry out their agreed upon plan. 

As he positioned Jody on the soft velvet sofa that ringed one side of the cabin, he could 

already smell her musk. And when he pulled off her panties, the rawness of her desire 

slipped into his nostrils like an exotic perfume and wrapped itself like a serpent around his 

brain. In a trance, Patterson knelt before her and prayed at the altar of her sweet cunt, 

lapping up her fragrance at its source, gathering every drop of her precious juice on his 

tongue and drinking it like a nomad who had wandered in the desert for a hundred days. 

When he finally lifted his face from her pussy, his mouth was plastered with pubic hairs 

and dripping with her juices. But like an ornery caveman, he didn’t care. It’s not as if they 



 

were on their way to a business meeting, he thought, and then threw Jody’s legs back, so 

that the bright slit of her twat was put on full display. 

He positioned the massive head of his dick at the piping hot entrance of her pussy and 

then slowly slid himself into her, savoring not only the tight warmth of her cunt, but the 

high pitched squeal that erupted from her quivering mouth. More than anything in the 

world, Patterson loved making his lover cum. She wasn’t orgasming just yet, but her moans 

of pleasure were still music to his ears, even if that music had yet to reach its full crescendo.  

Jody reached around and grabbed his buttocks, pulling him into her. The tech mogul 

began to fuck her with hard, steady strokes, making a THWAP THWAP THWAP sound 

that filled the cabin and punctuated the sound of the droning engines.  

The harder he fucked her, the harder Jody panted and squealed. Patterson put his full 

weight on top of her and let his pelvis crash into hers like cars in a demolition derby. Each 

powerful stroke made a scream of pleasure pour from her open mouth. He pinned her arms 

down and kissed her violently, forcing his tongue into her mouth. She kissed him back with 

just as much passion. 

Of all the times they’d fucked, this time was the most passionate, the most desperate. 

They fucked with the singlemindedness of people who have mere minutes to leave. 

Patterson fucked his lover so hard he thought their souls might come out of their bodies 

and exchange places. In short, it wasn’t just a physical act, but something profoundly 

emotional, even spiritual. Patterson felt like Adam on the Sistine Chapel, reaching out to 

touch God’s finger. Except that the tech mogul’s dick, even when flaccid, was eight or nine 

times bigger than the first man’s. 

“Abe?” Jody cried out. Patterson thought it was funny that she would ask him a 

question at that point, but he managed to grunt back “What?” 

“If you married me, would you give me a baby?” 

“Of course!” Patterson grunted and drove his pelvis into hers with extra force. 

Jody put her head back and let out a scream that was almost musical. It sounded like 

the wailing of a gypsy’s fiddle combined with a chorus of a thousand nightingales. It filled 

the tech mogul’s ears and made his heart swell with a bouquet of emotions too strange to 

name. 

The corollary to all of this passionate fucking was that Patterson was beyond ready to 



 

bust a nut. He focused on bringing Jody into orgasm and then, when he heard her reach the 

absolute crescendo of her passionate screams, he allowed himself to finally let it go. The 

fact that every time he had been on the edge of ejaculating the last few times they’d fucked 

he had been interrupted, made the moment all the more special. 

Just as the floodgates were about to open, however, a volley of bullets hit the side of 

the cabin. 

“What the fuck?” The tech mogul grunted and looked over Jody’s shoulder. Outside 

the air-locked window at their side was, as Jody had predicted, a fleet of fighter planes. 

Even as he looked, one was swooping in to strafe them with gunfire. 

“Goddamn it!” Jody hissed. 

Patterson made as if he were going to climb off his lover. 

“No!” Jody cried. “Keep fucking me! Who cares if we die. I want the last thing I feel 

to be your cum filling me up.” 

Hearing these words filled the tech mogul with a surety of purpose that was impossible 

to ignore. He grabbed a hold of Jody’s hips and pulled her down on him with a cataclysmic 

crash, driving the tip of his cock deep inside her. The pulsing head traveled into her core 

and nudged its way into her womb. And once he had found her sacred center, he let all of 

his passion burst forth in a tumultuous rush. 

Aggghhhhhh! 

Patterson’s eyes crossed and then uncrossed, and then crossed again. A bright white 

light flooded his vision and a dove seemed to hover flapping above him. It screamed out in 

Jody’s voice and then disappeared. When Patterson looked down on his lover she was 

covered with sweat and panting as if she had just run a marathon. 

“Good god,” she breathed. “That was the single greatest moment of my life.” 

“Mine too,” Patterson groaned. 

Just then another volley of gunfire struck the jet. An alarm started to ring inside the 

cabin, making Patterson think that some vital component or fuel line had been struck. 

Meanwhile, inside Jody’s belly, Patterson’s semen surrounded her fertile egg. An 

especially strong sperm swam up to the sacred crucible of life and pierced its spherical 

surface, wiggling its way inside. Although neither of the lovers knew it just then, Jody was 

pregnant. 



 

Another volley of bullets hit the other side of the jet. The two fugitives were being 

attacked on all sides. 

Patterson pulled himself out of his lover. He too felt like he had just accomplished an 

enormously strenuous task. He caught his breath and stumbled back into the cockpit. Jody, 

still flushed and breathing hard from her last orgasm, followed him. They sat down at the 

controls and looked around them. 

The sky was filled with fighter planes. The one that was nearest to them had a strange 

insignia painted on the nose. The insignia looked like a snarling wolf. The fighter plane 

swooped in so close that Patterson could see the man flying. It was none other than Udo, 

the half man half machine with the black cloak and the face of a metallic wolf. The tech 

mogul had to suppress a shudder. The truth is that in all his life he had never seen someone 

who looked so evil. Udo’s aircraft swooped over them and let loose a volley of gunfire that 

riddled the top of Patterson’s jet.  

The jet’s alarm continued to wail and the tech mogul swore he felt the air pressure 

change inside the cabin, meaning that the hull had been punctured. If they didn’t die from 

crashing, he realized, they would soon die from a lack of oxygen.  

Ahead of them, the clouds parted, revealing the city of Dubai. It stretched in all 

directions like some kind of regal crystal growth. The city was comprised of many 

streamlined skyscrapers that seemed to reach for them like a grasping hand. In the midst of 

this shining monstrosity an enormous pyramid loomed. It looked like it was ten times larger 

than any of the Pyramids at Giza. What’s more, it was constructed entirely of glass, which 

at the moment was tinted, so that they couldn’t see inside. The sheen of the reflecting sun 

was almost too much to bear and Patterson had to squint. Even so, he took the jet out of 

autopilot and took over the controls as he prepared to fly the plane into the heart of 

Komploti’s vast database. 

Another volley of bullets strafed the jet, ripping holes in the sides of the craft. The jet 

started to lose altitude and tilted to one side. The sound of rushing air in the cabin was so 

loud that the tech mogul’s ears had almost stopped functioning. It was nearly impossible 

to hear. 

Another volley tore holes in the bottom of the jet. Whistling wind filled the cockpit. 

Patterson looked over to Jody one last time. He could see that she was moving her mouth, 



 

trying to say something to him. 

“What?” he shouted. “I can’t hear you!”  

The tech mogul couldn’t even hear his own words. But when he looked at his lover 

again by some strange quirk he could hear what she said. Without a trace of fear she opened 

her mouth and shouted. 

“I love you!!!” 
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