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Moving On



Gwen parked the car directly outside the entrance to the small hospital. She realised there was a figure standing in the doorway looking straight at her as if waiting for her personally. It was the figure she had seen only once before and very briefly. But as Jenny helped Nerise out of the car Nerise recognised them instantly. “Gwen. Please be careful. That’s Mesaih. I haven’t seen them since before Andy was killed. They doesn’t usually show up for fun”. Gwen looked back at Nerise and smiled. “It’s OK, I think. She’s here to help”. ‘She’ Nerise looked again at the figure and supposed it could now look female. Subtle changes around the features made it a little more feminine. But why choose now, and why female. Nerise stopped questioning herself and waited for them/she to speak. She didn’t have to wait long. “Hello Gwen. My name is Mesaih”. Speaking in the singular now. “I have come to help you leave this place and reach safety. It is vital that you survive this moment. Your allies have already returned. Jordan and Stamp are inside”. A smile now appeared on the creature’s lips. “Moment. I don’t understand”? Gwen wasn’t lying. Moment seemed worrying. “I’m sorry. Your understanding will change as we spend more time together. And we will be sharing some time with each other. But for now, you must gather your friends and follow my directions”. Mesaih gestured for them to enter the hospital before her. Gwen wasn’t ready for moving just yet. She had more questions. Before she had time to ask her next obvious question Mesaih answered it for her. “Matthew is fine Gwen. He is healed. He will take a little time to fully recover, but he is well enough to travel. I have touched his essence”. Said like a plumber talking about a leaky tap. But Gwen did not care. She ran into the hospital and out of the sight of the other two women. This was when Mesaih’s smile disappeared, and she spoke to Jenny. “I need to speak with your friend Jenny. I need to speak with Nerise, alone. Please trust me and go to your father. He is very worried about you”. Nerise spoke up first. “It’s OK Jen. Go to your dad. I’ll be fine”. Nerise knew that was the truth as she pulled away from Jenny and stood upright as if to prove she would be fine on her own, even though the pain in her face was still obvious. Jenny wrinkled her nose and squinted. “Are you sure Nerise I can stay if you want me to?” Nerise shook her head. “I’ll be fine. You go on ahead. Tell them the bad news. I have a feeling I’m coming back in with a new plan”. She looked over to Mesaih as she finished the sentence. Mesaih nodded her agreement to Nerise’ last statement and gestured for Nerise to follow her onto the grounds of the hospital. “I think my plan will come better from you than I Nerise. It won’t sink in at first and you yourself I think will need a little time. The only way we can stop Ryker now is by waiting him out. He will clone himself several times before they resurface. But they will resurface Nerise. Millions of people all across the world believing their only function is to serve their masters”. Mesaih paused to see if Nerise had any questions. None so far. But here came the punch line! “I have altered you all on a genetic level Nerise. We cannot give immortality. This is against the rules set in place billions of years before you. But we can alter you so that age becomes a very slow process. Very slow indeed.” Nerise now had a question. “How very slow indeed are we talking about? And wouldn’t it have been nice if you’d asked us all first?”

Mesaih nodded her understanding. “I am truly sorry Nerise for the action without your knowledge, time was not on our side once we realised how powerful Ryker has become. He resisted all our suggestions of death and even managed to break free of our grasp. No creature in the Universe should be able to do that. We are the creators. We are eternal and source! So, we were left with no choice but to act in the best interest of your world Nerise and that meant changing things. Changing them on a huge scale. Otherwise, it would have been necessary to erase your world”. Nerise looked Mesaih coldly in the eye. “You would, could do that? What does it take for creation to simply wipe something away because they don’t like it! How do you know that what Ryker is becoming isn’t our natural evolution, a thing we’re all destined to become?” She realised she was raising her voice quite loudly and aggressively which might not be the best thing. But being told you’re not getting older any time soon is a bit much for any mere mortal to deal with. Mesaih smiled patiently and nodded. “It is what you’re destined to become. But how far away would you like to guess this event is. How long in the scheme of things do you think it will take to change into what he is? Not just what he is but also to be able to handle it without going insane?” They paused for Nerise to guess. But she wasn’t in the mood for games and so Mesaih continued patient as ever. “It will take a mere million years my child. A million years for you to become almost ready to deal with a meeting of minds. A million years before Mesaih reach out to their children and speak the words of creation. That is how long I will now remain alone in your universe. I cannot meld with my kind for a million years. But don’t worry Nerise. You won’t be around to see my pain for that long. You will be here for around a thousand years. You see, it’s not just the war to come that you will need to fight. It’s the help that will be desperately needed once you’ve won”. Nerise looked back at Mesaih who was now looking a little masculine. Weird she thought. But again, had a very reasonable question. “You’re very confident Mesaih that we’re going to win this war of the ages. How do you speak with such conviction? Are you seeing the future?” Nerise’s head was beginning to hurt. Too much after what had just happened. “What about Andy and Mike. They were supposed to be with us too!” Tears filled her eyes as she spoke their names. Mesaih smiled again. She moved gracefully but speedily to Nerise, putting a hand on her abdomen. “Andy will be back with you in around nine months, and I will bring back Mike’s essence, his soul to you once you have picked the right one. Ask me no more. We will leave soon for Scotland, and you must pass my words onto the others now. I will tell you the rest as we go back in.” Mesaih’s arm was around Nerise’s shoulders now. Even gods can appreciate the reactions of souls overloaded with pain and grief.
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SOUL



It’s in the air you know. The sound of heartbreak.

Everywhere a sharp reminder of falling snow.

Beautiful but slowly numbing.

The flight of the bird that cannot stand the freeze.

Be careful in this wind. Your soul is showing!

Mesaih removed its arm from Nerise’s shoulder and allowed her to walk into the hospital alone to tell her story. Mesaih hoped they would not take their anger out on her as the bearer. But wait until Mesaih’s return. Then suddenly, Mesaih was no longer there.

Mesaih wanted the group to be comfortable but also safe. They needed to be away from main routes and what was left of the population that hadn’t killed itself. They were content killing others. They must be able to hold their ground and protect each other. It was a difficult task as all Mesaih really wanted to do was sit and weep for its loss of the whole. No longer connected to the great source as they had been for billions of years. Not able to share the collective conscious feeling. The knowledge of the ages. Pure love. All of this had been overwhelming, but nothing could have ever truly prepared it for the feeling of this loss. Of course, all were connected to source but none like Mesaih. They were source itself. The energy that all life flowed from and to. Sitting outside the universe patiently watching the expansion of creation.

Mesaih had decided on the place they should stay. A huge and beautiful building known as Culzean Castle. It was a hotel or had been. Now lying empty as its residents had fled to their homes in the hope of salvation. It was in Maybole close to Ayr. It was built on a cliff face and overlooked water. It was very sturdy and safe. Although vast for a handful of people, it could be fortified and made impenetrable. Safety and warmth. A huge kitchen for provisions. This would be home for five hundred years. They must find others who could maintain the building and keep it in good repair. This was not too difficult when you’re tapped into creation. Mesaih stood in the castle hallway for a few seconds and then disappeared again. No sound, just particles dispersing into the air. Seen only by one other. Mary Jean McDonald. She had been the chef there for fifteen years. She had nowhere else to go so there had been no point panicking and running to the nearest city. This was her home. She had no idea what she had just witnessed, and it terrified her, but somehow, she knew it wasn’t a threat. There was something quite tragic about his face she had thought. A dark cloud hovering above him just before he...disappeared!

Ryker stood in his knew abode. The office filled with the noise of people rushing around and staring at giant monitors that made up one whole wall of the room. The commotion of many voices speaking to each other and into headsets. Monitoring the harvest. The ‘Harvest’ was the word all citadels had found the most appropriate for the great sin they were all committing in the name of survival. Of course, they would be the only real benefactors of this action. Everyone they were watching around the world being brought into the cells they would call home. All unconscious right now. But they would soon begin to come round and find two revelations waiting for them. One: They weren’t dead and two: they weren’t anywhere they recognised but were relieved through their fear that they weren’t dead. A perfect salvation scenario to begin the training. The citadels were vast. Miles and miles of interconnecting corridors and cells. Although they had decided upon the word cell this was misleading. It had been decided over fifty years ago that the best way to make the population compliant and comfortable they would be provided with luxurious apartments with all they could need or want on tap. It was not conducive to control at first to make people feel like prisoners. Everyone must rejoice that they have been saved. Rejoice that they were chosen above others to take their place in the new kingdom! Self-righteous superiority. ‘We were chosen’. So easy to placate people when they think they are special.

Ryker smiled and surveyed his kingdom through the monitors. Thousands and thousands of people being transported to their designated sector. He touched the side of a small headset he was wearing and spoke his first command. 

“Ericson. Report to the control room immediately.” He timed the response of his favourite pet and was suitably impressed to see his General stride through the door looking every bit the leader of men. Or at least Ryker’s leader of men. “Good. I expect this kind of efficiency permanently. Understood?” Ericson nodded and looked down at his feet. 

“Understood sir. I will never be far away from you. No harm will come to

you sir!” Ryker smiled at this. Ericson had no idea he was serving a god. No idea that there was no-one here who could even scratch him. But he was aroused by Ericson’s sincerity. He had made the perfect choice with this soldier. So now to his world. “Take Ollman and assist with sector one. It’s where I’ve chosen for the scientific sector. These will be the minds less feeble, and they will certainly need questions answered before they settle. I’m counting on you Ericson to make sure they are placated and responsive to my welcome.” He turned his back on Ericson and expected no other response from the soldier other than to leave and carry out his orders. Ericson had nodded his acknowledgment and almost backed out of the room showing respect to his master. His heart racing at the trust placed in him on such an auspicious day. He had been entrusted to oversee the most important part of the beginning. The great minds that would unknowingly set the great plan in motion. Especially the breeding programmes and subsequent training of the new population. This would be the most difficult part of the operation not just because the scientists would inevitably ask a lot of questions, but also because persuading a parent to let go of their child and never see them again was an almost impossible task. But of course, a story was in place to fuel the pride of the parent and placate their fears. The pain would pass as they were given progress reports about their children and the promise of seeing them again on turning twenty-one. But the parent wouldn’t survive that long. There are always accidents and opportunistic disease that would have come from above and controlled as best they could with science and drugs. Those who didn’t question would be allowed to continue their lives as long as they asked no questions and spread no propaganda.

Nerise sat down with everyone in the reception room of the hospice and slowly looked at each of them. She sighed as she did so and knew that the only way to share the news was to say it out loud and deal with the responses. And she had to do it without Mesaih. But first she realised that Martin and Malcolm were sitting looking a little bit hopeful having returned back here before her and the other women. She squinted as she looked at Jordan. “What happened Malcolm?” He nodded to Martin and spoke. “Martin managed to get us in and destroy the computer systems, but we were too late to stop the machine from working. We felt the ground shaking as the doors closed. Martin realised what it was as soon as it happened. We won’t have caused any real damage. We were too late Nerise”. She nodded her understanding and took a breath. “Us too Malcolm. We did what we could. Now take a breath”. She knew no other way of sharing the next news than saying it out loud. “Mesaih has just given me some news that concerns us all and its huge guys. It told me that for now Ryker is basically unstoppable and his plan can’t be stopped without upsetting the balance of our”. She paused, thinking of the most appropriate word. “Universe”. Seemed the best choice for everyone. “He has to be allowed to play out his awful game”. She sounded so tired. Malcolm Jordan instinctively moved to sit down beside her and put his arm around her shoulder. The father in him just wanting to take the pain away. She moved into him, glad of the comfort. “Mesaih has informed me that their technology is also way more advanced than we thought at first and Ryker can clone himself many times over keeping his consciousness intact. Although God only knows what that is! But basically, this means the war to reclaim the planet isn’t going to happen for a few hundred years”. She looked around the room again at the faces of her friends. She suddenly looked back at Tony. His face white as chalk. He had realised what she was saying. Somehow, he had realised the price. “Tony. Are you OK?” Nerise had to ask the question. Even though no one in the room was OK and wouldn’t be for apparently a very long time. Tony replied with a question. “We’re gonna be the ones who are here when he sticks his sick head up out of the rabbit hole!” He was trying to stay in control of his emotions. But with Matt still recovering. In fact, the point that he had nearly lost his soul mate, and the world was coming to an end was enough. But he tried anyway. “We are gonna sit here waiting for. What two hundred years?” Everyone in the room was asking a question of Nerise now. Almost shouting. Asking the obvious. “How can this be?” Nerise just sat and let them speak or shout and tried not to cry. It was Gwen who shouted the loudest. “STOP IT!” Everyone quieted and looked at Gwen with open mouths. “Stop it. Look at her. Look at your friend. Hasn’t she been through everything we have? Hasn’t she lost more than most of us have? It was cruel and unfair of Mesaih to leave Nerise with this message. But then what she told us of her loss is more than most could bear. Now let Nerise finish this news, and then we can all discuss it together”. The room now as quiet as if abandoned. Embarrassed faces all looking toward the floor. Jordan hugged Nerise even closer to him and whispered. “I’m sorry Nerise. It’s all going to shit, isn’t it?” She moved away from him a little and turned her face to him with a tearful smile. “It really is. And what I’m about to say isn’t going to make it any easier”. She moved back into the arms of Jordan and looked back at Tony. “In answer to your question Tony. We aren’t going to be here in two hundred years. We’re going to live for around a thousand”. She left this hanging in the air. Waiting for another explosion of voices all directed at her. But not this time. This time. If it were possible. The silence got thicker. Tony sat back in his chair like a gunslinger who’s just survived a shoot-out. All that was missing was the Stetson. Jenny sat bolt upright like a Meer Kat standing guard and Gwen took station at the other side of the messenger and slowly rubbed her hand up and down Nerise’s back as she said. “Dear God. That’s a long fucking time”. Suddenly all eyes were on Gwen. It was so left field that he just started laughing out loud. As everyone else looked at her they joined in. Gwen looked a little embarrassed as she began to laugh herself at the absurdity of their situation. Now the whole room was filled with laughter. Albeit from shredded nerves. As the noise began to die down a little Gwen stood up and ran to the back of the room. “Matt. My darling. You shouldn’t be up!” She put her arm under Matt's shoulder as if to take his weight. Not even coming up to his shoulder with her head. He smiled and put his arm around her anyway. Tony was next on the scene. Covering his partners face in kisses. “I was so scared you wouldn’t pull through. How are you feeling? What can I get you? Gwen’s right. You should be lying down”. Matt pulled Tony into him. If nothing else but to stop him drowning him in kisses. “I’m fine you two. Actually. I feel more than fine. I feel rested and nothing aches anymore. And not to put too fine a point on it. But certain parts of my anatomy are back where they belong too. Mesaih told me she would heal me, and she did”. Matt pulled away to look Tony in the face. “She? Everyone seems to see a different face when they look at this being. I don’t know what’s going on exactly, but this must be something about our perception of things”. Nerise smiled at Tony and reached up to kiss Matt on the cheek. “Welcome back warrior. It’s really great to see you well”. Matt let go of Gwen and Tony and put his hands to both of Nerise’s cheeks. “I’m so sorry about Mike”. He had tears in his eyes, but Nerise had had enough of those for one day. She touched her hands to Mikes and squeezed them. “Apparently we shouldn’t write him off just yet”. Matt squinted a little at her but didn’t question her words. He just nodded. Before Nerise said any more Matt spoke again. “I heard what you said Nerise. You don’t have to go over it again. I think I’ve processed enough to deal with it as we go. It really does make sense if you think about it. To raise children and tell them their destiny is to fight a war that has nothing to do with them and ‘by the way’ a psychotic man-made Demi god will be heading it up! This is our fight. We know the enemy. We know his ego, and we will know his weaknesses when the time comes. Not everyone who rises from the pit with him will be fooled. The human mind will always question. And bondage is something we are genetically predisposed to fight”. As he finished that sentence he looked straight at Tony. “Not a word”. Tony shrugged and grinned. His lover was back! Chapter Two
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Lazarus



Mant Ericson walked quickly toward the science rooms. His heart racing. There were sixty of the top minds the country had to offer waiting to be debriefed about the next phase of the project and Ryker’s favourite general Ericson himself was about to give it! He had never spoken to these kinds of people before. Fuck, they wouldn’t have even noticed him in the room before. But this was the new order. This was a new world!

He reached the door of the room. A huge room with tables and chairs placed in an oval fashion in three rows. All facing a giant LED screen. Mant took a huge breath and opened the door.

The moment he entered the room there was commotion! Raised voices all demanding answers. All bartering for preferential treatment. Without realising his actions Ericson raised his hands in the air and at the top of his voice.

“Ladies and gentlemen, enough!” Silence followed instantly. He loved this moment and would for the rest of his life. A truly treasured moment! “I have the details of the next phase, and I am here to share this with you. As you are all aware, we are in the process of awakening the population to the knowledge that the planet is dead, and they are the special few. This process is paramount and cannot be upset. It is your roll plain and simple to ensure this transition is as painless as possible. Our commander, Ryker is in position and expects nothing but perfection. As you can see there are information packs at the tables which are for you to study. On the screen shortly will be Ryker himself. He has recorded a message for you, and it will guide you through the next few days. There are of course many assistants to take your orders and work with the population. You are all heads of your own departments so there is no reason for bruised egos”. Ericson turned on his heel and left the room. Slamming the door behind him for effect.

He heard the voices rise again on the other side of the door and tweaked the button of his radio receiver. “They’re ready for you sir”. Now it was their god’s turn to deliver his message of peace. It was truly a day of revelation. Mant smiled as he walked down the corridor in search of his lover Ollman. Tonight, was going to be a very special night for his boy!

Professor Rebecca Marcus had sat at the back of the room silently as the soldier had shouted his information across the room at her and her colleagues. She was silent because she knew the details of this particular journey. Millions of people across the planet about to be lied to and enslaved by a regime never before seen. A regime that will wipe history clean in its endeavour to destroy the history of our species and rewrite its course. As a quantum physicist she was considered important in all of this and so knew her survival was only due to her skill set and previous work, and the terrible deal she had made to guarantee the survival of her husband who meant more to her than anything. They could not have persuaded her with anything else once they realised, she wasn’t falling for the virus story. All she could do now was hope that they had held up their end of the bargain. Proof would be given soon apparently. She had a tight sickening feeling in the pit of her stomach. She was light-headed and holding on to the table she was sat at.

No turning back now. Here they were in the pit with the beast. She hadn’t met Ryker personally, but his reputation long preceded him. His cold cut cruelty infamous throughout the ranks of their teams. Not a man she ever wanted to meet if she could avoid it. But a lifetime is a long time when you know exactly how big your world is. As she focused on not throwing up the giant screen on the main wall lit up like a volcano erupting. There was the face of the new world. Ryker himself! She gripped the table even tighter.

“Welcome ladies and gentlemen. I cannot tell you how wonderful it is to have you with us on this magnificent journey. We are here at the beginning of a whole new history. We are here to save our planet and build a future that will stand for eternity as a green and vital stronghold. You all have your briefs, and I know you are all eager to take your places in your teams. I simply wanted to say hello at this juncture and will of course introduce myself to you all individually in due course. Please ease yourselves into your new positions and have your teams ready to induct our families. People will of course be afraid and confused but once they understand why they are here I am sure they will settle in nicely. Any resistance you come up against will be managed by my soldiers who are also trained and ready. We cannot have any trouble within these units that may cause panic, and so it is vital you deal quickly with anything like this. We will speak soon. As for the scientists amongst you. You will be escorted to the appropriate areas of the citadel from here. Enjoy”. The screen went dead and the doors around the room opened.

Rebecca looked down at the pack in front of her and just under her name was her designation.

Forward Science

CHAMBER 440

PROF. Rebecca Marcus

DIRECTOR OF EDUCATION.
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She shuddered at the word ‘education’. It was a word that has been used throughout history having nothing to do with education, but an awful lot to do with torture and devastation. She stood and walked toward the nearest door. Following the map at the bottom of her induction pack. On her way to her cell. She was walking very quickly because she was losing the fight with her gag reflex!

––––––––
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Adam Gallagher was the first person to wake up in Ryker’s utopia. At first his vision was very blurred, and his head felt like it had been kicked around the floor. His throat was full of razors, and his skin was electric. Someone wearing a white coat was hovering above him in what felt like an abduction scenario and a distant voice was calling his name.

“Adam. Adam, can you hear me?” A hand gently Gripped Adam’s forearm as the question was asked. “Adam. You’re safe here. You had a very nasty virus, but we managed to save you. Can you understand me, Adam?” Again, the gentle squeeze of his forearm. This time a straw was offered to his lips. “Try and take some water Adam. It will make you feel a little better”. Adam raised his head only millimetres from the pillow to try and sip the water but that was enough to push the pain all the way through his body. He let out a moan and realised he was in fact alive and not in some kind of limbo. He sipped a little of the water which didn’t really help as it slid over the razor blades in his throat. But it did bring him a little closer to the room he was lying in. “Adam. My name is Sharon. I’m one of the nursing assistants. We’re helping the survivors of the viral outbreak. You’re one of them Adam. Try some more water”. The straw was offered to his lips again and this time he managed more liquid without the pain of his previous attempt. He managed a whisper.

“Where are we?” he laid his head back on the pillow carefully and tried to focus on Sharon’s face.

She smiled as she replied. Knowing this was the crucial exchange between the staff and survivors. She smiled her best smile.

“Do you remember the terrible virus that hit us, Adam? People dying all over the world?” He nodded gently and was now focused on her. Well, it got much worse Adam and billions died. It spread across the world so quickly that nothing could stop it. We had to quickly choose people and head below ground. Science had known something was changing for a very long time. Viruses becoming stronger. Vegetation dying along with animal life slowly dying out with no apparent reason. So, they began to build cities. But far below ground. That’s where we are now Adam. “Do you understand what I’m telling you?” She waited for his response. Hoping she’s said it right. She’d practised the script for weeks but had forgotten it as soon as she’d opened her mouth. All that information just blurted out! She gripped Adam’s arm just a little too tight. Realising she let go before her actions gave her away. “Adam?” She looked at him as she asked again. “Do you know what I’m telling you?”

“Yes. I think so. You’re telling me the world has ended and I’m one of the survivors”. He paused. Sharon didn’t speak. “But why am I here. I mean specifically here talking to you?” She smiled. This was not a negative response. He didn’t seem like he was going to start screaming or finding religion. Hopefully this is how he would stay when she told him he was special.

“You’re here Adam because you were lucky, special. We only had a small amount of anti-virus, and most people didn’t respond well so we had to make choices. Who would we attempt to save and why? You will be able to help rebuild what we have lost. You are a craftsman of sorts and genetically you responded perfectly to the treatment”. She was almost back on script. Although now it sounded a little bit fascist.

His face wrinkled. She thought ‘shit. Here it comes!’

“You mean I was chosen above other people because I can do things they can’t?” He tried sitting up. “How do they do that? I mean how am I better than anyone else? I’m an engineer. That’s no more special than a carpenter or a mother for Christ’s sake!” his voice now rising quickly. Sharon put her hand back on his forearm.

“Please Adam understands what I am trying to tell you. It isn’t like that at all. Yes, we had to make certain choices for the survival of our species. But it’s also because you responded to the treatment. We realised very early that we could tell with certain genetic markers that some people would not respond and so it would be pointless to try. Would you have allowed people to die because we wasted our time ‘knowing’ that nothing could be done? Our world was dying Adam!” She had tears in her eyes now. Her voice trembling. “We did what we had to Adam. I promise you, no one found it an easy decision”. A tear rolled down her left cheek toward Adam. He raised himself from the bed and took her arm in his hand.

“I’m sorry Sharon. It’s just a lot to take and no going back”.

“I know. I feel the same”. She smiled at him through tearful eyes and squeezed his hand. His mouth opened a little.

“I’m so sorry”. He spoke. “It didn’t even occur to me that you have to keep telling people this constantly. It must be terrible for you. I’m sorry”. He was done. She’d won the war. Adam would adjust now to whatever he was advised of. She smiled and let go of his hand.

“Thank you, Adam. But it’s my job. I’ll be back later to check in on you. Keep taking the water and food will be along a little later. Rest for now”.

“I will. Thank you”. Sharon smiled as she backed out of the room. Her handler was waiting for her.

“Well done, Sharon. Keep to the script in future though. That could have been messy. But you brought it back beautifully. I especially like the tears. His instinct protective. Well handled”. Sharon smiled back at the woman.

“Thank you, Helen. I felt his instinct would be to hold me. If it’s alright at the end of the project, I would like to see if this one is worth staying with. I didn’t choose before the program began?”

Helen nodded her approval. “I think that’s a good idea Sharon. He clearly likes you and he is very handsome. Enjoy”. Both women smiled at each other and walked in opposite directions to continue their respective duties.

Sharon walked into the next room. “Margaret. My name is Sharon. How are you feeling?”
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The great doors had closed. Nothing would open them now for five hundred years. The world would sleep and awaken renewed and waiting for the new apes to walk its surface. Or so the story would go. Thousands of bodies milling around the citadel making sure the units were ready for their inhabitants. Pristine and as homely as they could be. Everything must be in place. As best, they could there were even tiny, personalised touches for everyone. Something to ease the transition and ease the pain of the new world. Things at first would be slow moving. Allow people to adjust and settle themselves into the homes they had been given. Although TV of course would not be the same pains had been taken to make sure vast digital libraries had gathered every movie, every good memory possible in history. The negative erased. Great care had been taken to ensure there was nothing to carry over any reality-based shows or news reports that would remind the next generation of its liberty. Things at the other end of the cities where new-borns would be raised were of course completely altered. Only educational information was available and only pertaining to their specific skill set. Nothing given to chance and nothing to allude to freedom of choice. Only duty and service.

Finally, team one reached the end of its laborious task, and the first five thousand units were ready for occupation. The radio signal was given and Ryker’s ‘throne room’ was signalled. He rose from his chair like the god he saw himself as and walked towards his balcony. Giant screens were inlaid either side of it so as to allow everyone to see and hear him. These were repeated all along the giant hallways so no one would miss anything he ever had to say. Or show them. He walked to the front of the balcony. The cameras automatically came on.

“Thank you everyone for your amazing efforts. You will be well rewarded, but for now rest and prepare for the next phase. Our resolve must be great but what we have achieved is vital to our survival. You have made me proud. Thank you”.

He stepped back from the cameras and they went dead. But there was no silence. He could hear the cheers of the workers in response to his little speech. He was born to do this. They could feel his greatness. Nothing could stop him! The control rooms were as yet empty. The workers on their way to begin the population control protocols. Another grand entrance to be made later.

As he thought this, he felt a tremor throughout his whole body. It started in his groin and spread out like a ripple. A violent ripple that had a quiet voice attached. “I’m still here thing”. He reeled around.

“No. No you can’t be. I destroyed you!” his staff backed away clearly scared by his actions. He was shouting at no one and there was fear in his voice. What could be happening?

“I’ll be waiting”. The voice so familiar faded out of his ear. But it left the ripple feeling for several seconds, along with the memory of Ryker’s every cell trying to separate violently! It was still out there somewhere, and it knew where he was!

––––––––
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Caravan



Mesaih appeared next to Matt in the hospice immediately after everyone had begun laughing. No one but Andy had ever seen the beautiful way in which they arrived and departed. This was the first time for everyone. It silenced them in ore. They weren’t even sure they could see anything at all for the first few seconds, and then, before they knew just what they were seeing Mesaih was standing before them. It spoke immediately not aware of their amazement.

“I have found a place for us. A place that will keep you safe for the duration of this preparation. We must ensure the safety of your group now. It cannot wait”. It was Matt that replied. Only because he was quicker than anyone else.

“Are you going to transport us there? Or are we going to have to travel by conventional methods? I think we are rather like the idea of doing it your way”. Mesaih smiled for what would be one of the rare occasions they would see in the beginning. Understanding now the expression on their faces when they had arrived back in the room. Mesaih nodded its understanding.

“I’m afraid Matt you must travel conventionally. My way isn’t as easy as it looks & not as comfortable as you may think. There are three vehicles outside that are more than suitable to take you to your destination. I suggest you invite your Saviour's Matt. All the healers you can find will be helpful for the journey into your new world. Their names are Dr Jeremy Marcus and Nurse Abigail Justin. Kathy has already left to be with her family”. They are what you would consider good people, and they are true healers”. Matt understood this comment and moved toward Nerise and the rest of the group.

“Let’s get things organised. The sooner we travel the sooner we can settle into the place”. Matt stopped short of finishing and realised neither he nor any of the others had asked the obvious question. He turned to look at Mesaih again. “Where are we going?” Every head turned now to Mesaih waiting for an answer. Where were they going to spend the next five hundred years? Mesaih in turn, turned their head and looked each of their companions in the eyes.

“Scotland. You’re going to Scotland”. Matt nodded and took hold of Tony’s hand. It felt great.

“Scotland it is then”. Matt smiled at Tony with the widest smile of his life. Tony smiled back looking bemused.

“What. Why are you smiling at me like that?” Tony pulled Matt toward him as he spoke and kissed him gently on the lips. Matt kissed his beloved back still with the widest smile.

“I just saw you doing the Highland fling to a Toyah number. Now that would be something”.

“There’s always a place for Toyah darling. They have sheep in Scotland”. Matt snorted a laugh at that remark.

“What?”

Tony said nothing and just pirouetted away grinning at his very subtle album reference. Ah the eighties.’ Well actually the seventies, but we needn’t go there’ he thought to himself. His first casual thought in a very long time. Jenny’s voice sounded from the back of the room. No one had even realised she’d sneaked away. But without needing to be prompted by Mesaih, Jenny had gone looking for the surgeon and nurse who had kindly taken the risk of helping them and saving Matt's life. She had briefly explained to them what had been happening. Or most of it. And invited them to join the group. A story to follow Jenny introduced the new arrivals.

“Everyone. This is Abigail and Jeremy. They are joining the caravan. But there’s something you need to know about Jeremy’s family”. Everyone immediately felt weary again and sat down. Prepared now for that statement to never go well. Jenny continued. “Jeremy stayed here working because his wife died because of the virus two weeks ago”. Jenny paused to let what she said sink in. She made eye contact with the whole group in a second, acknowledging their understanding of her words. “I’ve explained some of what we’re dealing with. But I thought I’d leave the obvious until we were back with all of you. Abigail on the other hand is a single lady who likes an adventure”. Jenny was aware she was trying one of Tony’s ‘fuck me this couldn’t get any worse’ humour techniques. But under the circumstances of what they were about to tell this poor man she thought it appropriate. Jordan who had been silent for a long time now took it upon himself to be the bearer. He stood and walked toward Jeremy. Smiling and putting his hand on the man’s shoulder he squeezed and gave the man a smile.

“We need to talk Jeremy. Let’s walk outside for a while. My news isn’t good and it’s going to break your heart”. No one was going to argue with Malcolm’s delivery. It was to the point and true, there wasn’t any time any more for platitudes and sweetness. And what was Malcolm going to tell him? The good news is your wives still alive. The bad news is you’re never going to see her again, and she’s trapped in an underground city with a supernatural psychopath! No one envied Malcolm as they watched him walk Jeremy out of the hospice. Which seemed like the appropriate time to advise Abigail on the reasons why her colleague was at some point in the near future, going to walk back into the building a changed man. It was Stamp who decided it was his turn to bear the burden. Everyone else seemed to have lost so much. Or almost lost everything. He offered her his hand.

“Abigail. Shall we get a cup of tea in a nice English fashion? This really is and awful story and your friend and colleague is about to be devastated. Even though you have no close relatives I think you’ll find yourself appalled by our tale”. He gently led the nurse off in a different direction talking in a gentle tone, soothing his way into horror.

Nerise looked at the dynamic trio. Matt, Tony, and Gwen. “So”. Said through a sigh. Nerise asked. “What now. Do we risk going further back into the city for supplies or take our chances that we can find some on the way?” The two men looked at Gwen who in turn looked at Nerise and smiled. “Typical love. The women have the answer when it comes to domesticity. OK Gwen. You get the apron; I’ll get the shotgun!” Both women clapped their hands together and stood up at the same time smiling sarcastically at both men who were looking sheepishly in the direction of the two most amazing women they thought they might ever meet. Matt ventured to comment first.

“OK Mrs Churchill. I think it’s probably best to keep moving forward and pick things up on the way. We’re not exactly in the wilderness I’m sure we can find food and supplies on the way. If, indeed, there are not already supplies where we are going. I mean I find it hard to believe that creation is going to give us directions and then say oops, sorry. Did I mention there’s nothing there of any use for you?”

Gwen nodded her agreement. “Yes Matt, I think you’re right. She’s not going to steer us in the wrong direction, and I do think that going back into the city would be a mistake. People were tearing each other to pieces when we were leaving. Things can only have got worse now”. Tony stroked his jeans down towards his knees as he stood up and added his voice to the plot.

“OK. So, when our harbingers return with the newly devastated, we will move forward. Scotland it is. I have several highlanders references I’ll save for a rainy weekend. Just so you’re prepared”. He paused for a second. Frowned and then looked at Nerise. “Do you think Mesaih made them immortal too? Well, you know. Should we ask?” Mesaih had not moved or made any kind of noise since its last comment. They’d forgotten they were there until they answered Tony’s question.

“Yes Tony. They are the same as you. They were close enough to you to be affected when I changed your vibration. I would leave that piece of information for later for a smoother transition. I simply offer this as a suggestion.

Tony smiled at Mesaih. “Think it’s a great suggestion, thanks for the input”. The ‘fuck me’ sarcasm was back in the room. “So, when everyone is back in the room, assuming they want to come with us. We need to work out a travel plan. There are too many of us for one of the cars, so we need to work this out carefully. We can’t afford to put any space between each other. We have no idea what we’re driving into. We have no idea ‘who’ we’re driving into”. Nerise nodded her agreement.

“You’re absolutely right Tony. We must get this right”. She turned to look at Mesaih. “Do you have a suggestion? A route we should follow. Obviously, you have a specific destination”. All eyes were again on creation.

This being that had travelled across billions of galaxies. Distances not even imagined in the minds of the greatest scholars, or fantasists for that matter. It was all so matter of fact. The most powerful being that existed, or part of it, was standing in front of a group of talking monkeys discussing a trip to Scotland in preparation for a war that wouldn’t take place for five hundred years!

Matt pulled himself out of his thoughts as Mesaih answered the question put to them.

“Of course, Nerise. You are travelling to Culzean castle. It will be the perfect stronghold a place to defend for you and the others who will join you. You must build your community there. Prepare for your families it is the place from which you will travel and seek out the others. It is the place that others will travel to find you and I have sent the message, in time it will be heard”.

Before anyone could ask questions about that particular Stephen King ’ish statement Stamp appeared back in the room with a bewildered looking Abigail.

“Hi everyone. You’ll be pleased to know that Abigail has decided to join us. It is Abigail by the way Tony. Not Abs or Abby. Needless to say, she has a few questions and I’ve kindly volunteered you Matt for that job. I hope that’s OK. I thought you’d be the best person for the job all things considered”. Matt smiled, stood, and opened his arm to Abigail and invited her to join him where he was sitting. She smiled and accepted the invitation. They sat together, and she began softly asking the questions she had thought of whilst talking to Stamp and listening to the story of the end of the world. All the while staring at Mesaih. ‘How sad she looked’ thought Abigail as she listened to Matt.

Malcolm sat down on a bench outside the hospice with Jeremy and smiled at him sideways with his head bent slightly towards the floor.

“This isn’t going to be easy Jeremy, but you need to hear me. There have been some terrible, horrifying things going on in the city and the world over the past few years. Well longer than that but for you it’s been this year really”. He took a deep breath, desperately trying to think of the best way to start. There wasn’t one. “Your wife isn’t dead Jeremy; she’s been taken and you’re never going to see her again”. Jordan held his breath. He didn’t have to hold it for long.

“What did you just say to me?” The surgeon was on his feet now eyes wild and wide. He’d been grieving for his wife deeply and now a stranger who had limped into his life was telling him she was alive and a prisoner somewhere. “How can you know that who the fuck are you?” Jordan stood too now holding his hands up in supplication.

“I’m sorry Jeremy there is no other way of saying it. Things are changing in ways we cannot stop, and your wife has been chosen to be part of it. The virus is a lie. It’s a way for them to pick who they want. The best of the best and we couldn’t stop them in time”. As Jordan heard himself trying to explain he heard the words sounding ridiculous and impossible. Where would his next words come from? How would he explain Ryker, Andy? Did he want to explain Ryker at all? Jeremy sat down again with his head in his hands and tears streaming down his face. Jordan sat next to him and simply put his hand on the professors back sitting quietly waiting for the professors’ next move, or question. He had decided that he was definitely not mentioning Ryker for a long time yet. But eventually someone was going to bring him up.

Jeremy sat up and wiped the tears from his face.

“Is she safe, what are they going to do with her?” Jeremy was staring straight into Malcolm’s soul. Or that’s how it felt to Jordan. He could only answer at first with a question.

“What does she do Jeremy? I mean for a living. What are her qualifications?” Jordan held his breath.

“She’s a physicist. Her speciality is quantum physics. Up until about ten years ago everyone laughed at them. But recently they started to silence the laughter with a lot of their findings. Is that why she was taken?” Jordan’s blood ran colder than ever before. What had she been working on that they would want? Considering what Ryker had already become the possibilities were even more terrifying. Not that he understood anything about quantum mechanics, but like everyone else he watched the documentaries for dummies and sat amazed at what little he understood of what they said. He sighed and answered Jeremy honestly.

“I think that’s exactly why they took her Jeremy. But it means she’s very safe, and she’ll be well looked after. I know that’s a very small consolation but it’s all I’ve got”. He had a very thin smile on his face, he hoped.

“So, from here we head for Carlisle”. It was Gwen who offered the directions. “Obviously. I mean that’s the way into Scotland, isn’t it? Up through Carlisle and the M74. We need a map. I’ve never heard of this castle before but then I’ve only ever visited Glasgow before to see my friends there”. Gwen stood up and walked to the nurse’s station and looked back at Abigail. “I know this is a long shot, but I don’t suppose you have any maps in the building, do you?”

Abigail smiled and shook her head. “No. But Jeremy will have several in his four by four. He and his wife Rebecca go”. She stopped for a second to correct herself. “Used to go hiking and mountaineering a lot. All over the country in fact. Rebecca is, was very fond of Scotland”. Abigail looked down at the floor with great sadness in her eyes as she spoke those final words. Realisation slipping into her consciousness, her friend gone, and her colleague left to mourn a life not lost but stolen. As she thought this Jeremy and Jordan walked back into the room. It was the first time in a while that Gwen took note of Jordan’s physique again. How he walked, held himself tall and straight. Jeremy standing next to him made him look a little older but only because of his youth. Jeremy was a little taller. Maybe six, two with sandy brown hair and high cheek bones. Grey eyes. How unusual she thought. Bright grey eyes and olive skin. The professor is in she smiled. He would need their understanding in the days and weeks to come. He was a man with a broken heart, a man with no one to mourn because no one had died. But they were buried nonetheless and deep beneath their feet. Gwen offered a smile to the young surgeon in the absence of anything else and looked to Jordan who smiled back at her and shook his head gently and looked back to Jeremy with no idea what would happen next. It was Mesaih who broke the silence.

“It is time for you to move. I am sorry for your pain and the way in which you have all suffered. But it is here that the decisions have been made. Outside your group things are degenerating and people are becoming”. It paused seeking a word for the group to appreciate. “Changed in their understanding of the way things are. They will soon begin to shape a different understanding of it and violence will master the outcomes. You must be travelling and ready”. It moved toward Gwen and offered its hand. Gwen reached out and took it. The first physical contact of flesh on flesh anyone had seen made with this entity. Of course, they hadn’t seen the brief tenderness between it and Nerise so there was great disappointment when nothing spectacular happened. Gwen smiled and looked to Jordan and Jeremy.

“Jeremy. You have an extensive collection of maps in your car apparently? We need to plan the journey ahead. We’re going to need two cars for so many of us and supplies along the way. It must be clear and agreed we cannot afford to get separated and you seem to be the traveller”. She looked back to Mesaih wondering if she had known that this man would be here in the first place. Had she known that at this precise location was the man who had lost his love and would fight for that reason? A healer and a navigator. Mesaih seemed to be smiling at Gwen as she thought these things. An answer maybe? Or just a middle-aged woman fantasising answers that weren’t there. She shook her head gently and lightly. “Is this true Jeremy?” He looked at Gwen with a blank expression and nodded.

“Yes. We do a lot of hiking and travelling, it’s a way of unwinding and getting away from the world”. Tears filled his eyes again as he finished the sentence. In fact, his words brought tears to everyone’s eyes as they impacted on the room. He removed his white coat and walked toward the corridor at the back of the reception desk. “I’ll be back in a few minutes. I need to get changed”.

“Oh, I’d better do the same”. Abigail followed Jeremy as she realised, she was still in her nurse’s uniform too. As they disappeared along the corridor Matt looked at the others and in a hushed voice shared his thoughts.

“I’m not sure how all this is going to eventually go down, but I don’t have too many concerns right now. Obviously, Jeremy is in shock, but it seems natural, and his grief seems appropriate. Obviously, the anger is on its way, but we can deal with that when it arrives. As far as Abigail is concerned, I think she’s Gwen’s sibling!” He smiled at Gwen as he suggested. “She seems unshakable and resolute in her decision to travel with us. She had no family to speak of, so I suppose the loss is different for her even with her connection to the doctor and his wife. She will of course begin to care for Jeremy instinctively. No offence ladies, but it’s built in more or less”. He smiled at the three women surrounding him.

“None taken”. Smiled Jenny and linked her arm through Nerise’s. “We are after all the superior race”. Nerise put her hand on top of Jenny’s and nodded her agreement.

“Amen to that sister”. Matt nodded his surrender.

“OK.OK. I concede. But you know exactly what I mean. So, I suggest we simply push forward and make the plans. Gwen is absolutely right... We cannot afford to lose each other or become separated now. It’s never been more important”. He put his arm around Tony’s shoulder and hugged him close. “We need each other more than ever. Especially you who have lost so much”. His gaze went to Nerise who smiled as best she could at him.

They all gathered their things together. Small amounts really. Just their coats and a few things they hadn’t left in the car. Jenny gently squeezed Nerise’ hand and moved away to her father who she put her arms around and hugged tightly.

“I love you dad. You’re amazing”. She carried on hugging him, and he held her tight as if he would never let her go again. Her words melted his heart, and he remembered again that he was a father and not just a cop and fighter here. His role was much more important he had love to give here and receive.

“I love you too baby. More than anything. Your mum would be so proud of you she’d burst”. They let go of each other just enough to be able to look one another in the eye and smile wide. Life was back in the room. They hugged again briefly and let go of each other turning to the others and joining the group. As they did Jeremy arrived back in the room. He had changed into his normal clothes. A pair of faded blue jeans and a charcoal grey chunky knit sweater. Looking very much like a catalogue model. Hair swept back off his face. A face right now that was very difficult to read. But at least he seemed present. His gaze swept the room as he took in everyone’s faces and was clearly thinking about what he would say first. No one prompted him. This must be his space, his move. He made it.

“I’ll go get the maps from the car. Once Abigail is back with us, we can plan the route we take. It shouldn’t be difficult. Supplies will be the tricky thing. There are a few things here but not a lot”. He nodded to the group and walked out of the hospice to the car park.

“OK then. That went well I thought”. Tony said as he poked Matt in the ribs and picked up his jacket. “We’re off to the highlands for a fling!” Arms in the air. Gwen smirked at him and pulled his arms down.

“Stop that you. We need to focus. This is going to be hard work everything so far has been more complicated than we thought, and I don’t see things getting easier, do you?”

For the first time since they had arrived at this place Martin Stamp breathed in and spoke his opinion.

“There will be people already rising to claim power. Small groups trying to employ force on others. Gangs raiding their neighbours, rape, murder. Everything is changing and Gwen is absolutely correct. It will all become harder by the hour. The world is dying. It is ruined”. His voice was almost monotone. Certainly resigned, as if he had given up. But his face told another story. It was hard and resolute. This was a face that had no intention of giving up!

Abigail appeared behind Stamp and placed her hand on his shoulder. She looked completely different out of her uniform. A different woman. Soft face, hazel eyes and the warmest smile which was now directed at Stamp as he looked up at the person attached to the arm on his shoulder. “Then we better make sure we are together in this hadn’t we”? Tony looked across at Gwen and winked. She wrinkled her nose at him and smiled. He was incorrigible. Jeremy stepped back into the room.

“OK this is the best map I have for Scotland. It will take us from Carlisle straight into the country itself. I know we start from the M74 and work from there on to Dumfries. After that we take our chances when it comes to finding provisions. There are lots of villages and towns. But there are also lots of places for people to hide”. He unfolded the map over the desk, and everyone gathered around it. Time to go.
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Thy Kingdom is....



Ryker was clearly shaken. He swiftly returned to his ‘palace’ and then to his private quarters. The voice had scared him. ‘Scared’ him. A feeling he thought never to experience. Surely it couldn’t be. This thing could not find him here. He had heard it say it would be waiting, but waiting where? He would not rise from here in a very long time. It was his intention to hold on to his heaven forever! When he did rise his kingdom would be pure and perfect. No one was leaving here once he had the correct programming in place. Once his children were in place and wanted nothing but to serve and praise their lord, god, and master. Ryker the almighty, Ryker the immortal! Only then would he allow the rise! He was calming down now, and the feeling of fear had left him. His usual feeling of righteous power was back. He had defeated this thing once, and he would defeat it again if necessary. Nothing could stop his rise. In fact, he had already risen, the lord their god had spoken.

He moved to the console on his left and pushed the communication button. “Mant. Attend me, we have things to discuss”. He removed his finger from the button and walked to his wardrobe. Time to choose the clothing of a leader. What would command the minds of the future? It wasn’t just about controlling the masses now, which would be difficult enough at first. But dealing with the keenest of the scientific world and the healers and imaginers would be a different story. At first, they would need to be seduced with the promise of exploration. Unlimited resources to follow their dreams and goals. Which of course fed into the plans Ryker had for the new world. Advancement was everything. The technology they had brought with them for the cloning alone was although advanced, not perfect. Slowly genes would decay, copies would degrade and fail. This could not be allowed to happen. Ryker and his guardians must remain perfect in their resurrections. As for the rest of
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