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Chapter 16 ~ Island in the Sun 

The airlock opens with a whoosh, and we’re enveloped in 

humid, oxygen-rich air. Intense Sunlight reflected and filtered 

by the crystal dome high above bathes us in blue. 

“Amazing.” Sara surveys the vast interior. “How old is this 

structure?” 

“Legend dates the site back ten thousand metric years. The 

original temple and pool are Late Neptunian. The pro-shop, snack 

bar, spa, geodesic domes above, and aquatic gardens are fairly 

recent additions,” I explain.  

“I’ve never seen anything like it,” Sara stares in wonder. 

“It’s a galactic heritage site,” I note with pride.     

Motta begins peeling off her jumpsuit. Normally, I wouldn’t 

mind. Haley and I never wear swim straps when the weather 

permitting we swim at the Overlook. “Motta, no, this is a public 

pool. You have to wear a swim strap.”  Motta looks puzzled. “Did 

you bring a swim strap?” 

“Nope,” Motta replies. 

“I don’t have a swim strap,” Sara raises her hand. 

“Who else doesn’t have a swim strap, Eleni?” I question. 

She has a blank look on her face.  

“Sorry, Robert, I left mine at home.” 

“Haley, did you bring yours?”  
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“Yes.” 

“Excellent, please escort the cadets to the pro-shop and 

get them outfitted. Select appropriate swim straps, matching 

covers, goggles, belts, slippers, fins, and floats. Show the 

girls how to print and save their patterns. Meet me in the 

Queen’s Bath Pavilion. I want to stake out a sunny spot.” 

Haley leads the girls away. She pauses, looks back at me 

over her shoulder. Worry, concern, separation? No clue, I smile, 

and give a thumbs-up signal. Satisfied, she and the girls are 

gone. 

Weird little girl unit, I guess that’s one of the things I 

like about her. And her beautiful shell. Welp, next stop, mens 

locker. 

Humm, the place is empty. Usually, a few guys are hanging 

around, changing, showering, and dressing. I greet the mens 

locker attendant, “Heyo Biff, sup?” 

Biff, a young, handsome, dark-bronzed, fit Saquatchian 

adonis. Perfect hair. Smooth skin. Impossibly toned. He’s always 

wearing a pair of white shorts and a white rugby t-shirt with a 

discreet security badge-communacator on his chest. 

“Good afternoon, Robert. Eight bells and all is well." 

“Are you going to knock off this afternoon, and go 

swimming, or hit the gym?” I enquire. 

“No, security asked me to do another shift.” 

“Bummer, no personal time,” I sympathise. 

“I don’t mind at all. This is a dream job,” Biff bounces 

back. 

“Yeah, lots of perks, good pay, perfect weather year-round, 

lots of naked guys running around in the locker.” I’m not sure 

why I care, but I test Biff’s sexual preference. I’ve always 
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suspected a guy this perfect must be a homo. I prod, “Biff, may 

I ask you a personal question?” 

“Shoot,” Biff opens up. 

“Ummm, are you homo? I never see you hanging out with any 

girls. There are hundred around runinning around all day long in 

skimpy swimstraps.” 

“No, why would you think that. You don’t see me with any 

girls because fraternizing with visitors and Temple employees is 

a good way to get fired. I adore beautiful women. I have several 

close girl friends. No commitments, no wives, I’m always keeping 

an eye open, 24/7. I am a 100% hetro.” 

“Oh, I, ah,” stumble. 

“Robert, you mentioned, naked guys, running around the 

locker. May I ask you a personal question?” Biff retorts. 

“Go.” 

“Are you homo? Not that there's anything wrong with that, 

no judgment,” Biff clarifies. 

“No. No! Not that there's anything wrong with that. Haven’t 

you seen me running around with beautiful young nymphs? Did you 

see the girls I came in with?” 

“Security informed me you would be coming in with your 

sisters.” 

“Yes, my sisters are attractive.” 

“And your lovely AI companion.” 

“Yes, Haley.” 

“Welp, I'd better change and stake out a spot at the Queens 

Bath Pavilion before it gets too crowded.” 

 “The Queen's Bath Pavilion has been privately reserved for 

the Robert Wog party of five.” Biff references his timepiece, 

“And Spettro, Black Silver Badge, Lieutenant Bat Paladin is on 

the white list.” 
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“Who reserved the Queen's Bath Pavilion?” I ask. 

“Western Fleet Commander, Gilbert Ganymede Wog, called in 

and reserved for you and your sisters two weeks ago.” 

“Oh,” Ima surprised. My father is always one step ahead of 

me, again. He’s wrong about Cesuria. “Thank you, Biff. Great 

chat.” 

“My pleasure, Robert. Let me know if you need anything,” 

Biff smiles, and sets a clean, white, fluffy white bath towel on 

the counter. 

I head into the locker room. Finding my personal locker, 

number 007, I key in my security code, 2225. Beep, it opens. I 

strip naked and squeeze into my stylish turquoise blue Speedy 

Swimstrap™. Slap flaps ok for toady. Ima just rolling light this 

afternoon. I leave my deep dive equipment in the locker and 

check the security latch. I adjust my ample package and walk 

over to my friendly AI, Narcissa, SSI, Silicon Sentient 

Intelligent full-length health assessment mirror. 

“Sup, Narcissa,” I strut, pose, and flex. 

“Weight, 170 lbs. Height, 73 metric inches. Body fat, 12%, 

consider a salad for your evening meal. Your melanin levels are 

nominal. Don’t forget your sun oil. It will be sunny this 

afternoon. EV radiation up. Checking melanoma spots. Turn 

around. Clear. Would you like to strip and show me your 

‘package’, Robert? I will check there if you like.” 

“Yes, err, no, maybe later. Thank you, Narcissa.” 

“Always my pleasure, Robert.” 

“The pleasure is mine, Narcissa. Boom baby.” One departing 

sensual hip thrust for her enjoyment. See you later,“ I promise. 

“I hope so. See you later, Robert,” Narcissa giggles. 

Next stop, Queens Bath. 



The Tree Farm   av Paul Hathcoat 

 

5 

 

 Wait, semi-next stop, Ima first run by the food court. 

Glacial Grove™ serves up the world’s best smoothies. And the 

world’s cutest counter cooter, my grade school crush, Cece. 

I’m warmly welcomed in. “Hi, Robert,” greets Cece. 

“Hej, Cee,” I smile at the petite, pretty, straight bob cut 

brunette with pointy little elf ears. She’s wearing a clean, 

neat, light blue gingham uniform, and a white apron especially 

accents her trim figure. Adorable, Cece is a Glaciaraian. Her 

beautiful widowed mom, Crystol, is a legal immigrant from the 

frozen planet, Glaciara. Cece said her mom hated ice and wanted 

a new start. Hated ice, who knew? 

“The usual, Robert?” Cece knows me. I come here all the 

time. However, I never seem to get any traction with this girl. 

I get it, she’s way out of my league. 

“Ja,” I nod. “Wait, hold the blue protein smoothie, make it 

a large bingo-berry, slice of sour citrus, large, extra ice, to 

go please.” 

 “On it,” Cece gets to work. While squeezing the bingo 

berries, she asks, “Did you just come from the Men’s Locker?” 

“Ja,” I nod. Dumb question. Ima half naked, wearing a tight 

Speedie SwimStrap™, and carrying a stack of white Temple towels. 

“Did you see Biff?” Cece, nonchalantly inquires. 

“Ja.” Ding, lights on. That’s who she likes. 

“Did he say anything about me?” Cece asks. 

“Not specifically, but Ima happy to say he likes girls.” 

“Thank you, Robert,” Cece serves up my frosty cold drink. 

“Anything else?” she asks. 

“Nei takk,” I always try to throw a few Glaciaraian words 

at her. 

“Velkommen,” Cece’ smiles. “Half credit, please.” 
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“Put it on my tab, please. Hey, I should introduce you to 

my sisters. They are new to Sybaris. I want them to meet some 

nice new friends.” 

“Bring them by, Robert. I understand how hard it is to move 

and make new friends.” 

“Kk, chüss,” I smile, snag my drink, and head out. Rolling 

light, next stop, straight to Queen’s Bath. 


