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	I found myself tumbling out of control, losing all sense of direction in the abysmal darkness, until I collapsed without ceremony onto an unforgiving floor that was no floor at all, but merely the all-encompassing white expanse beneath me. My mind had decided it must be the floor, since it was solid enough to keep me from falling through to whatever fathomless netherworld awaited my sorry soul below. But did it have any substance? As I pressed my hands against it to push myself up and rise to my feet, I felt nothing there, as if I were reaching into a cloud. And yet I stood.

	Such incongruity was to be expected in the space-between-space.

	Sephora stood beside me with her hand on my arm as she cast a wary eye about our featureless surroundings. With my slimy passenger gone, I was again deaf to the world, so she would have to hear for the both of us and alert me to any noisy dangers heading our way.

	The bizarre earworm had saved me from the Red Queen's parasite. Somehow, whatever chemicals in the creature that made it possible for me to hear, and induced far too many hallucinations for my liking, must have proved lethal to the interdimensional entity. The worm had unwittingly given its life, and for that I was profoundly grateful. The prospect of living as a mindless host to an otherworldly being was petrifying—a fate worse than death. And it was cause for celebration to know the interdimensionals' fearless leader was no more. 

	Goodbye and good riddance, Madame Antic!

	Her acolytes were now on their own, cut adrift and wild with panic. Undoubtedly desperate. They would be a serious threat.

	Is Peter here? I asked, feeling the vibrations of my vocal cords but unsure whether they made any sound. Monsieur Moule had stolen my voice with a strange device that defied understanding. Good thing Sephora and I could read lips.

	I don't see him, Sephora said. This may not be the same place where we last saw him. Peter's so-called back channel. The portal we fell through could have taken us anywhere.

	To say either one of us did not completely understand the space-between-space would have been a severe understatement. Was it one overarching realm or many separate pockets of reality, each governed by a different entity? 

	Aboard the sky city, I'd had my first encounter with such a space. Antic wielded it according to her will, showing me the truth I had never known: that London lay in ruins beneath her massive aeroliner. When Sephora and I had met Peter in a similar space, he'd shown us various scenes from his life as well as each of our own; he had wielded his power over that white expanse, casting moving images onto what my mind perceived to be screens around us. Yet as with the floor now, there was no real substance there, only the suggestion of such. 

	Sephora and I had entered this space by passing through the vault door of Moule's underground casino, so it was conceivable that this section of the expanse belonged to him. Was this where he'd hidden Peter away? What other purpose could he have had for such a strange, ethereal place?

	As with my first encounter aboard the sky city, I couldn't shake the feeling that this was some sort of glimpse into the afterlife. That somehow, the interdimensionals' technology had accessed a mystical conduit to the hereafter. A boundary I had no business breaching. Not yet, I hoped; I liked to think I had plenty of living left to do.

	A big-boned figure in a flowing black robe appeared in the distance, too far away to recognize clearly. But there was only one person I knew of who wore the grim garb of an executioner, regardless of the reality he occupied.

	Peter. I pointed, and Sephora nodded.

	He seemed to have appeared out of the air itself, and he was headed our way. But according to the twice-reanimated Elmore Deverall, Peter should not have been here. He was supposedly in another dimension, somewhere the Moule people and their parasites could not find him.

	He's calling out to us, Sephora said. He's apologizing.

	What does he have to apologize for? I frowned.

	Her brow wrinkled as she spoke to Peter across the distance. Then she faced me with a shrug. He says it hasn't happened yet.

	Enigmatic as always. Even so, it was good to see him alive and well.

	The witch is dead! Peter cried as he approached us with a broad smile, swinging one arm into the air as he walked and casting his words across the white expanse as if they had been typed onto a blank sheet of paper—for my benefit, I assumed.

	I nodded in agreement, tapping my wormless ear. She didn't have much of an appetite for my passenger.

	I would think not, Peter replied, reading my lips with ease. And as he spoke, his words populated across the air between us, as clear to see as a very large advertisement on the side of a building. Those things are poisonous.

	Sephora and I glanced at each other with our jaws unhinged.

	Not to worry. Peter laughed at our expressions. Moule designed them that way, along with the sheep and goats, rabbits and rats. Intended to fight the Enemy. But the earworms were never vicious enough for his liking, so he discarded them. Most have died out.

	So that's what made it possible to hear again? The creature sent some sort of poison into our ear canals? In that case, I was glad to be rid of mine. But now I worried about Sephora.

	Any side effects I should be aware of? She stroked her earlobe absently.

	Peter shrugged his massive shoulders as he halted within a couple paces of us. I'm sure we'll find out. 

	Comforting.

	But if you would prefer, I can give you an injection that will restore your hearing as long as the serum remains active in your system. It will return your voice to you as well, Anthony. Peter withdrew a syringe from beneath the folds of his robe.

	While I drew back a step at the sight of the unexpected needle, Sephora held her ground and gave the medical instrument a cool appraisal. 

	Let me guess, she said. Some derivation of your father's formula?

	He nodded. In the same way that it repairs damaged bone and tissue, healing them after any unsightly mutilation, it should restore your hearing. You would both be good as new, in that regard.

	Has it worked on anyone else? Sephora said.

	I have not attempted this with anyone else.

	I scowled at him. So we'd be your test subjects.

	For science! Peter stood tall, shoulders back and chin raised. 

	But it will only be temporary, Sephora confirmed.

	Correct. You will need a regular dose, just as I do to avoid the debilitating effects of my reanimation.

	I read the words hanging in the expanse and watched as For science! faded to white. It was almost impossible to reconcile this version of Peter with the zombie we first met in Monsieur Moule's casino. He seemed so much more alive, of course, but also sure of himself, confident in his surreal abilities.

	Why do you still wear that cloak? I changed the subject. You're no longer his executioner.

	Peter replied with a serious nod, lowering the syringe to his side. It is best not to forget where we have been, so that we may never return. And besides, I find it rather comfortable.

	I couldn't argue with that. Sephora and I were both drenched from our frigid dive into the Atlantic. Even a ghoulish cloak would have been preferable—if dry.

	Deverall said you weren't here anymore. Sephora tilted her head as she regarded Peter closely. Her Blue Woman training in action as she casually interrogated him. He said you were in a different dimension.

	Peter nodded, squinting one eye. It's a bit more complicated than that. Before she was lost, my mother created a conduit that I could traverse from my pocket of the space-between-space—

	Deverall said we'd have to wait for you to contact us, I added.

	And I have. Another nod as he raised his arms from his sides, as if to embrace us. 

	So he was responsible for somehow turning that vault door into a portal and bringing us here. What else was he capable of? He also said the parasites who've taken over Moule and his people have no idea where you are. 

	A small measure of relief filled his eyes. For the moment, that is correct.

	And if they were unable to locate him, then they couldn't locate us, either. So I shared in his relief.

	He said we had to find you. Sephora took a step toward him. And save the world.

	Peter grinned. For a moment I thought I had seen the same expression before, only not on his face. But it hadn't been on his father's, either; the Tumor had never smiled with so much joy and enthusiasm. No, this was the expression of that young boy I had seen cast onto the white expanse in a scene from a motion picture. This was the happy lad who'd drowned and been brought back to life by a madman.

	They will never stop trying to find us, now that we've stolen their ship, Peter said.

	How's that? I stepped forward.

	Peter extended an arm to encompass the featureless white enveloping the three of us. Think of it as the very soul of their sky city. That vessel currently resides at the bottom of the Atlantic, and it will never fly again. This, however, was its control center. He chuckled at my frown of confusion. When you, Anthony, inadvertently opened a portal between the sunken aeroliner and Moule's pocket of the space-between-space, Moule thought he'd taken command when he brought the clunky apparatus over to his side of things. That's what it looked like to him, with all those screens and buttons, so very physical. But I had already swiped the actual control center before it had a chance to exit the portal, and I managed to keep it from him. He has the empty machine, but I have the ghost, so to speak. So now we can travel like the interdimensional entities themselves! We can go anywhere, any when, traversing realities—

	I held up a hand to slow him down, and he raised an eyebrow at me. You're saying we're on board an aeroship of some kind, I said. That much I could almost comprehend.

	He wagged his head side to side. Close enough. Another smile. An ethereal vessel existing outside the bounds of space-time would be more precise.

	And where exactly are we going? Sephora said.

	Peter shook his head. When, he corrected.

	Sephora and I glanced at each other with the same wary expression.

	We must go back to the moment one of their emissaries came to our world to establish the first interdimensional link, Peter explained. That's what I was apologizing for earlier. You see, we have already left our world far behind. In the blink of an eye, we have traveled thousands of years into the past. The landscape below us is no longer that of Paris, France. We now hover above ancient Egypt during the time of the Pharaohs. And I will need you both to act as battle-hardened assassins if we are to save the future of humankind.
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	I watched the words hanging there, black on white, until they eventually faded to nothing. To his credit, Peter didn't add anything more for a while. He remained silent, knowing we needed time to process what he'd just told us.

	The Pharaohs… I managed at length, returning my gaze to Sephora's lips.

	What the hell are we doing traveling through time when millions of people need our help? she demanded, her eyes flashing at Peter. The concept of time travel itself did not faze her; it was the fact that we had abandoned the survivors in Paris and others like them across the globe.

	Billions, he corrected with a contemplative nod. And we are indeed helping them, Ms. Ashton, the only way we can. By using the interdimensionals' own technology to keep the entities from ever visiting our world in the first place.

	How is that possible? Sephora scoffed, shaking her head. How is any of this possible?

	I understand your skepticism, Peter replied. Yet truth exists regardless of our ability to comprehend it. And the truth is that via this interdimensional aeroship, we may traverse any reality in existence, regardless of space-time, as long as a tetrarchy of ruling coordinates are in place, which creates a web of sorts—

	I held up my hand, and his words stopped scrolling across the air. How did you learn all of this? Gibberish to me, but it obviously meant something important to him. To the three of us, now. How long have you been here?

	He smiled. You will find that time behaves quite differently aboard this aeroship of ours. We can slow it down to a standstill or speed it up, rewind it or skip ahead entire centuries. Perhaps after we save the world, we can visit the distant future and see how everything turns out. His expression grew serious. But to answer your question, I have been here as long as has been necessary in order to learn to operate such an extraordinary vessel. From an earthbound perspective, it may have been centuries. I honestly don't know. You'll soon notice that we feel no passage of time here. It is as if we exist inside a temporal bubble, which we can direct to float anywhere—any when—we so choose.

	Sephora nodded slowly, as though she were beginning to grasp what he was talking about. So there is no way for them to find us. The parasites that took over Moule and his people, or any other interdimensional beings who may travel to Earth to see what happened to the Red Queen?

	Peter bit his lip. They will come, undoubtedly, in another aeroliner equipped with the absorption apparatus necessary to lay Paris to waste, along with every other metropolitan center on the planet.

	Can't we stop them? I held out my hands to encompass the white space all around us. With this…thing?

	Remember, Peter replied with the patience of a kind schoolmaster, that this remarkable vessel is but the soul of the machine, not the machine itself. It isn't equipped with the weaponry necessary to stop them. The only way is to go back and destroy the web before it is put into place.

	Tell us about this web. Sephora crossed her arms.

	Peter nodded. Think of it as a communications network—

	And you've already lost us, she replied. I grunted in agreement.

	Very well. Peter held up four sausage-sized fingers. The interdimensionals sent four emissaries into our world, each into a different period of time. The first was sent to ancient Egypt, two thousand years before Christ. The second—

	So that's why we're here, I said. His use of the word assassins earlier now made perfect sense. You expect us to kill this emissary.

	Sephora glanced at me with a cold uncertainty in her eyes. We're not killers, Peter.

	Of course not. Peter wore a pained expression. Believe me, I would do it myself if I could. But as you've seen, I am quite useless outside of this space. If I were to disembark from the aeroship, I would become a mindless zombie again. You both are better off without me on this mission.

	In ancient Egypt. I cursed under my breath—or perhaps it was out loud; I couldn't tell. How is this supposed to work? We don't speak the language, we don't know the customs. You show us a photograph of the emissary, and we scour the entire country looking for our target?

	The host doesn't deserve to die, Sephora said, holding Peter's gaze. There has to be a way to remove the parasite without killing an innocent person.

	Yes, Peter said at length, if you could manage to bring the emissary here. I would be able to liquefy and drain the entity from its host without any permanent damage.

	I glanced at Sephora, and she nodded. This would be acceptable. Peter, however, didn't look as though he liked the idea very much.

	Let me guess, Sephora said. There's a catch.

	I am afraid so. Once the emissary is caught, the parasite could leave its host and leap into the mind of another—much like what occurred in Monsieur Moule's kitchen.

	That was a bloodbath. So we knock out the host, incapacitate the person, I suggested.

	Peter shook his head. It won't matter. The parasite will flee as soon as you attack. The only surefire way to kill the emissary is with a shot to the head. With one of these. From under a fold of his robe, he produced the familiar sidearm of a LawKeeper. Modified to extinguish the life of an interdimensional being.

	Sephora shook her head incredulously. And that won't draw unwanted attention in ancient Egypt? Shooting someone with blue lightning?

	Unwanted attention is the least of our concerns, Peter replied. We have the fate of the world to consider, after all.

	He had a point there. I stepped in between the two of them. So you're saying this is it, the only way to bring all those people back to life that the Red Queen left frozen for decades? We disrupt the interdimensionals' entry into our world, keep it from ever happening. Kill the four emissaries—

	The tetrarchy, Peter clarified with a nod.

	—and the Red Queen will never fly her giant aeroliner into our dimension. People all over the planet won't be turned to statues. London and Paris won't be razed. The sky city and Madame Antic's farce will have never existed.

	It all sounded very good to me.

	That's right, Peter said.

	What about us? Sephora laid a hand on my arm, her pensive gaze focused on Peter. By changing the past, we'll be changing the future—our own included. She paused as she thought it over, and her eyes widened as she stared into the white expanse before her. Who's to say we'll even exist anymore?

	Peter was slow to respond. We cannot know how our lives will be affected until we have taken action. Once you kill the first Tetrarch, the ripples of that event will travel forward through the timeline to unknown ends. But we must act now, regardless. This is our only chance. The fate of the world is in our hands!

	Why the urgency? I shrugged. Didn't you say this vessel could stop time?

	He shook his head, frustrated with himself. I apologize. There is so much I cannot put into words, too much you will not understand.

	Try us, Sephora said.

	Very well. While we are aboard this vessel, we are unaffected by time. But that does not change the fact that it continues to flow in a forward direction without our influence. When the interdimensional reinforcements arrive, they will snatch this aeroship out from under us like they're confiscating a toy from a spoiled child. We will lose the only chance we have to save our world.

	Hence his intensity. 

	Why haven't the Moule people interfered with your ability to fly this vessel? I asked.

	They are acolytes. Bootlickers. From what I can tell, they don't possess the requisite command codes or conjuring abilities. Peter's thick shoulders shifted under his robe. We've left them far behind, where they will act out in violence, undoubtedly, seeking to kill as many of our kind as they can prior to the arrival of their next queen.

	The face of Old Ruth flashed through my mind, along with other members of our erstwhile tribe on the surface. Would the parasite-infested Moule people hunt them down? Would they cross the channel and go after the sky city survivors in abandoned Paris next? A chilling thought: would the Red Queen's servants kill every frozen human where they stood, decapitating them in their catatonic state? Would the parasites jump from one survivor to the next, causing them to lash out at each other as Moule's people had in his bloody kitchen?

	Anthony? Sephora squeezed my arm gently, gazing up at me with concern.

	My imagination had taken me down a very dark byway. I faced Peter. We kill these tetrarchs, and the interdimensionals can never enter our world?

	He smiled. That's the working theory. Once you exterminate the first emissary in what will become modern-day Cairo, we will know more. The tetrarchy should be unbalanced, the web damaged. Then, before the Enemy can send another emissary to take the Egyptian's place—

	We'll travel to another time in history and kill the next emissary, Sephora said, further disrupting their plans.

	Four murders to save the world. Simple as that.



	




	 

	3

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	With a sweep of his arm, Peter transformed the white expanse into a setting Sephora and I were more familiar with: the Psi Ops lab beneath the sky city's police station. Every apparatus and machine was right where I remembered it, as was the exam table where my favorite Blue Woman had trawled my memories for information on the Giant Tumor. That seemed like a lifetime ago.

	The technique remains the same as before, during the Red Queen's reign, Peter explained, his words now floating across the room's far wall. As captain, if I can imagine it, I can conjure it into being. The aeroship then transfers energy into solid matter, as it did in your city with no name. He nodded with a grim determination in his eyes. Thus, we should have everything we need to take down the tetrarchy.

	Four rulers among the interdimensionals, or the four emissaries they sent into our world? Sephora asked for clarification.

	Peter's head tilted side to side. Both. Neither. He held up a hand to stay our frustrated exhalations. You must remember, these beings are from an entirely different reality. The fact that we can understand anything at all about them is rather surprising, wouldn't you say?

	He had us there. So we withheld our skepticism for the time being and listened attentively as he explained the particulars of our mission. He moved about the lab like a mad scientist, but of course that was to be expected. Peter Gideon was the son of Elmore Deverall, raised from the dead by Monsieur Moule, and now the proud captain of an ethereal aeroship, able to conjure anything he fancied into being. If he hadn't been prone to megalomania before now, then it was sure to rear its ugly head sometime soon.

	Or perhaps it was already too late. He had shanghaied us, taken us back through time to ancient Egypt, and now planned to make us into assassins. All in an effort to save the planet from entities determined to steal everything that made humankind what we were. Only someone with a God complex would attempt such a thing—or a very desperate man.

	Why were the interdimensionals so fixated on our ruin? One would expect such highly advanced beings to have forsaken their destructive ways eons ago. Were their intentions vengeful for some unfathomable reason, or were they only able to experience anything by absorbing it and making it their own? Was it a bizarre sense of curiosity that consumed them? While that in and of itself was not enough to make them inherently evil, they were our Enemy due to the only reason that mattered: we could not coexist in the same dimension.

	They wanted what we had, and their abilities were far beyond our own. As they absorbed our world, they would leave every city on Earth in the same sorry state as London. If the only way to beat them was to commandeer their time-traveling aeroship and kill them off one by one in the past, then so be it. Sephora and I were up to the challenge.

	But no, I needed to face facts. I'd never killed anything larger than a mutant rat. When the time came, would I be able to pull the trigger on a fellow human being? I could tell myself these emissaries weren't humans anymore, just host-bodies controlled by jellyfish-like parasites, but would that make any difference? I could easily envision myself freezing up at a crucial moment.

	Peter handed us what looked like a pair of small rubber bullets. These go in your ears. You'll be able to understand everything you hear, regardless of the language. And these— He held out a pair of disks the size of a penny. —will be affixed to the base of your throat. They will translate anything you say into the native language.

	I rolled the bullet around in the palm of my hand. I assume this requires a fully functional eardrum. And a voice.

	Peter nodded, and the syringe made a reappearance from under his robe. Try a dose. If you don't like it, you can go back to being deaf and mute once the serum's effects wear off.

	I regarded the needle warily. Any side effects I should know about?

	If you get shot or stabbed or otherwise maimed, you will fully recover. Peter grinned.

	A glance in Sephora's direction found her smiling as well. In this together?

	Before she could reply, Peter said, Ms. Ashton, you have the same option, of course, but I will first have to remove your earworm. The serum would kill it.

	She shook her head. No thanks. Then she gave my arm a reassuring squeeze. After seeing what yours did to the Red Queen, I'd like to keep mine for the time being. A good defense against any parasites we encounter.

	That gave me pause. So I'll be defenseless. I looked at Peter, who gave me a somber nod. If the emissary we target decides to leave its host and take up residence inside my skull...

	My best advice would be to target them from a distance, and shoot them before they have a chance to find another host. Peter tapped the pair of weapons lying on the table before him. Both looked like they could have come from any LawKeeper's holster.

	How will we know the parasite's dead? Sephora said, picking up one of the guns and sighting along its barrel with deft familiarity.

	Check the host's ears, Peter said. You should see the liquefaction oozing out. It will look like the same black treacle you swim through when you enter a portal. Speaking of which… He turned to a shelf behind him. With these generators, you will be able to open a portal anywhere you choose. Just be careful not to do so in front of prying eyes. That may cause the sort of ripple forward along the timeline that we aren't prepared to deal with. He faced us with a pair of slim, thumb-sized devices dwarfed in the palm of his hand. Use your best judgment, of course. We can quell a few ripples, if necessary. The priority is—

	The fate of the world. Sephora took one of the portal generators and refrained from flicking the toggle switch. Got it.

	Another smile from Peter. Very good. Any questions?

	My mind was crowded with them. But as of late, the answers had been more confusing than any uncertainty I might possess. So instead of asking a dozen more, I beckoned his syringe to approach and muttered, Let's get this over with.

	That's the spirit! Peter chuckled as he pulled up my soggy sleeve and injected me with his father's anti-mutilation serum.
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	The change was not instantaneous. But after a few minutes, sounds around me evolved from indistinct murmurs to shadows of familiar noises: the whir and bleep of laboratory equipment, the crackle of electrik energy running through the glowing bulbs in the ceiling, the words and phrases spoken by Peter and Sephora—his continuing to spill across the wall in ink-like formations, hers clear enough to read as long as I kept an eye on her lips.

	Any better? She gave me a hopeful look.

	"Getting there," I said. My voice sounded like I was underwater, and that in itself was some improvement. Then I noticed something else.

	Tony...look! Sephora stared in amazement. She had every reason to. 

	Right before our eyes, my skin underwent an incredible transformation, changing me from the ravaged burn victim I'd resembled ever since the Giant Tumor infected me with his leaky pustules to an image of full health, the man I'd been before Sephora ever met me.

	"What do you think?" I turned my hands over, marveling at the vibrant skin.

	She touched my cheek as she gazed up at me. "I guess you've always been handsome." The sound of her voice warmed my heart.

	"Just another side effect," Peter said with a pleased smile, and I heard his deep voice clearly as well.

	Reaching for the second portal-generating device, I gestured at my attire. "I'm sure you don't want us time-traveling as soggy citizens from the future."

	He nodded and extended an arm, pointing at a row of lockers in the back of the laboratory where Psi Ops technicians would have donned their white coats and rubber gloves. 

	"Our costume department," he said. "Here you'll find suitable attire for each time period you'll be visiting."

	Sephora and I made our way through the maze of tables and free-standing equipment until we reached the grey metal lockers. Upon opening the first door on the left, I found a pair of white tunics, brown leather sandals, gold jewelry inlaid with emeralds and pearls, and what I took to be a variety of headdresses.

	"Just when we thought things couldn't get any weirder." Sephora shook her head incredulously as she reached for the longer of the two tunics. Slipping it free of its wire hanger, she held it under her chin, allowing the sleek fabric to drape her figure. "What do you think, Mr. Reynolds?"

	I enjoyed the view, but I appreciated something else even more. "I like hearing you again," I whispered, brushing her earlobe with my lips.

	She smiled and gave me a quick peck on the cheek. "I suppose we'll need authentic names, where we're going."

	"Cleopatra and Ramses are probably already taken." I took my tunic and eyed it critically. Like Sephora's, it left the arms exposed; but it was much shorter than hers, ending just above the knee. Blame my faux-Victorian sensibilities, but I was unaccustomed to baring so much of my skin in public.

	"What do you think of Amenemhet and Senisonbe?" Peter suggested, heading our way. "Both names were popular during the 18th dynasty, which is the current time frame—under the reign of Hatshepsut, the longest-ruling female Pharaoh."

	"A woman could be a Pharaoh?" Sephora said, intrigued.

	"There were over a dozen female kings that we know of," Peter replied. "During Hatshepsut's reign, trade networks were expanded, which will be invaluable for our purposes. You will be posing as members of her delegation to Punt, returning with thirty-one myrrh trees to be transplanted in the courts of her mortuary temple complex on the west bank of the Nile, near the Valley of the Kings."

	"You've done your research." He had yet to cease impressing me. "So it's there we'll find the first interdimensional emissary?"

	Peter hesitated, averting his eyes. "I believe so."

	"Your confidence is overwhelming," Sephora said drily.

	"The emissary is here, somewhere below us in the center of the city. That much is certain. It would make sense for him or her to be as close to the action as possible. So you will either encounter this interdimensional host during the Punt expedition or shortly thereafter, when Hatshepsut raids the Sinai Peninsula."

	"And how will we identify the parasite's host?"

	Peter held up an index finger and turned around, back toward one of the tables strewn with various unidentifiable gadgets. Sephora stepped behind the open locker door and began to peel off her damp attire. With my back to Peter, I did the same.

	"How many devices do you expect us to carry?" I said over my shoulder. A toggle switch to activate the portal, a gun to fry the parasite, a rubber bullet for one ear and a disc for my throat to translate the ancient language. Now I needed some sort of tracker. "It's not like these tunics have any pockets."

	"Not to worry," Peter answered from across the lab. "Your jewelry has been designed to serve double duty."

	Sephora had her tunic on and was in the process of tugging off her wet clothes underneath, dropping articles to the floor one at a time. I followed suit.

	"Your gold collar necklaces have the translation discs embedded in them, and your scarab arm bands have been outfitted with electrik bolts." He clapped one of the bejeweled gold bands over his forearm and extended that arm toward the far wall where his words had ceased to appear, now that I could hear him. "Clench your fist…" He demonstrated, and as he curled his fingers and squeezed, a fork of blue lightning lashed outward, striking the wall with a crack. A sharp smell of ozone filled the air, and a black burn mark scorched the white plaster where the bolt had struck. "And aim true."

	Sephora and I paused. We were dealing with a real genius here. A dangerous one. Perhaps as dangerous as his father.

	"What about the portal generator and the tracker?" Sephora stepped out from behind the locker door and straightened her tunic
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