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“This planet, with all its appalling immensity, is to electric currents virtually no more than a small metal ball. Throughout space, there is energy. Is this energy static or kinetic? If static, our hopes are in vain; if kinetic—and this we know it is, for certain—then it is a mere question of time when men will succeed in attaching their machinery to the very wheelwork of nature.”

- Nikola Tesla 

To my husband, Chris, and to my daughters, their partners, 

and my granddaughters and grandsons.
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Chapter 1
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Zid stands next to Nergal on the bridge of the ship. He looks through the center of a wide tunnel which presents circularly distorted rings closely packed together. Within these rings he sees a myriad of rainbow-colored cubes and rods bending light. 

With his mind, Nergal guides their vessel skillfully through this hyperspace shortcut formed by harnessing small amounts of energy.  He’s made sure that his ship and its occupants are all safely located inside a warp bubble. The warp bubble changes how light is refracted, slowing its speed down, while the meta materials from which his ship is made create a repulsive anti-gravity effect.   All this combined, will allow the ship to travel to Tau Ceti, a star located in the constellation Cetus approximately 11.9 light-years away from Earth in minutes.

Now as they travel there, locked like a missile on its target, Nergal explains, “Tau Ceti ....a star system that contains rocky planets just like Earth’s.” Zid gives him a brief smile in response, as he touches Nergal’s arm conveying the easy intimacy they’d once experienced as brothers in the past. 

He moves away from where Nergal is standing in front of the pilot’s console to get nearer to the windows of the travelling ship. He wants to observe more closely what’s happening as they begin to exit the multi-faceted, rainbow-like wormhole. While he watches the opening expand into something that looks like the end of a trumpet, he rapidly tries to reorient himself to where he is in the Galaxy. 

As he continues to gaze out the windows of the ship, he notices Tau Ceti is much bluer than the warm yellow star he has just left behind in Earth’s solar system. 

“Beautiful,” he says to Nergal looking over at him, feeling the old comradeship they once had, “like a precious sapphire.” 

“Yes,” Nergal replies. “Most of the planets in the Tau Ceti system are located between a hot inner ring of debris and dust nearer to their star. Earth’s solar system is much older and smaller than Tau Ceti’s of course, with fewer planets.” 

He continues to skillfully maneuver the ship into an open port located in the side of the rotating, shining, metallic object above them. While he’s doing this, Zid observes a couple of the planets Nergal is referring to in the distance where daylight appears far brighter than on Earth. “Someday, I’d like to visit one of those planets,” he says pointing to them.

“You’re out of luck, little brother, the Federation has forbidden humans entry. That’s part of the “quarantine”. We ourselves have only been granted limited access. I guess they still don’t fully trust us to be loyal to them.”

“That one ahead of us looks to be about the size of Jupiter,” Zid remarks as they gaze together at a light purple planet above them. Nergal nods as he makes sure the ship has successfully berthed. 

Once that’s been completed to his satisfaction, and after they’ve put on suits that will keep their systems stable and prevent them from potentially contaminating the new environment, he ushers Zid through various airlocks and into the interior of the futuristic energy harvester. Nergal has described it to him as having been designed to harness an inexhaustible source of power from the cosmic ocean of space, and then to disburse it efficiently to Tau Ceti’s surrounding planets. Further, he’s explained that the star-shaped rotating object they’re entering, can resonate with the natural frequencies of the quantum vacuum, thereby amplifying and extracting usable energy. “In addition, it uses superconductive meta-materials that are capable of conscious communication with energy fields, and that can also heal themselves easily,” he’s elaborated to Zid as he’d docked their space ship. 

Now as they enter it, the entire structure hums like a monster bee, and Zid can see that it’s mostly automated and there appears to be no other living beings in sight. As they proceed, Nergal turns to him and places his hand on Zid’s back to guide him forward to the end of a thin bridge suspended over lines of what look like massive, different colored blinking, crystalline. 

A long corridor then leads them to a room where Zid observes several individuals standing at the end. As they approach, he notes like him they’re bi-ped humanoids but not Nibirans. They’re much shorter and darker skinned. In addition, he sees their eyes are black and appear to have no pupils.

“Greetings,” Nergal says to the small dark beings, as he places his arm around his brother’s shoulders. As he speaks, Zid realizes he doesn’t understand him because he’s probably speaking in Tau Cetian. “Meet my brother Ningishzida, coming to you from planet Earth,” Nergal continues.

The dark-skinned men and women shake Zid’s gloved hand, as one of them addresses Nergal. “All goes well with you?”

“Indeed,” replies Nergal. 

After this exchange, several of the Tau Cetians leave the control room and accompany Nergal and Zid back to their ship. Once there, Nergal’s crew of six Igigi help them unload some stanchions and panels made from a thin, flexible, metal-like material, which despite pressure, seems to retain its shape, and which Zid cannot immediately identify. 

After this valuable cargo has been discharged, Nergal motions to Zid that they’re about to leave. “Now we’ve delivered our pay load, we’ll be able to return to Nibiru, where Ninmah has already arranged for you to meet with the Federation as soon as we arrive,” he informs him. 

Before they leave, they ingest ORME.  As the ship unlocks from the dock and moves at speed some distance away, Zid sees that another brightly colored spiral wormhole has opened above them. He realizes its part of what Nergal has described to him as a pre-established quantum highway, one which like veins spans the entire Universe and will take them back to Nibiru in what will seem like just a few minutes.

He feels elated to be finally returning to Nibiru. His memories of his planet of origin and his life there keep coming in and out of focus, and he’s thrilled to be able to finally make some sense of them.
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Chapter 2
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After Sophia’s cycled across the city from the apartment where she and Gabriel are living, she parks her bike in the hallway of her old home. She strides into the living room without having given her mother, Alexandra, any prior notice of her visit. Alexandra looks up from the old-fashioned paperback book she’s reading, surprised to see her daughter standing in front of her. 

“So,” she says, looking up at Sophia inquiringly, “how was your trip?”

Sophia pauses for a long time before she says, “It included a meeting with Inanna.” 

Her mother looks surprised but waits patiently for Sophia to elaborate. 

“It turns out that her son, Peter, whom I understand you’ve already met, has infiltrated Walton’s security staff. He’s the one who saved all our lives.” She sits down on the couch next to her mother and turns towards her. “Just like you, I haven’t been entirely honest,” she tells her. “When I was on Mars, my team was trying to clone an Anunnaki. Well, they didn’t succeed—but I did. I used my own DNA together with that found in some bones in a cave in the Cydonia Pyramids, added a few stem cells, and made one. I called him Zid.” 

Her mother looks confused.

Sophia carries on, pacing backwards and forwards across the room as she speaks. “Zid was the reason for the trip we just made. He took us to all the Anunnaki’s ancient sites and began to explain the technology they used.”

When her mother speaks, her lips seem frozen. “And how does Inanna fit into all of this?”

“It's a long story, but I’ll start from the beginning,” Sophia replies. “Walton is desperately looking for something—anything at all, in fact—to extend his life. We persuaded him that a substance called the Philosopher’s Stone—ORME, the bread of life, whatever you want to call it—exists based on what we learned from my clone.” 

She pauses, and her silence spreads across the room. Through the open window, she hears the gardener trimming the bushes outside. The clip, clip clip of his shears creates an ongoing rhythm, like the rapid beating of her heart.

“It turns out that this Anunnaki...with a little help from me,” she tells her mother, “still has many of his memories intact in his DNA.  Not surprisingly, he also acquired some of mine as well. He led us to where he’d stashed this ORME when he left the planet. We brought some of it back for Walton.” 

Her mother has so far remained quiet, as words have poured like an uncontrollable fountain of water out of her daughter’s mouth, but now she gets up from the couch and nervously rearranges the photos on her mantel, one of her involuntary habits when under stress. “Too many risks, Sophia, too many risks. You always take too many risks.”

“Once we found the ORME,” Sophia continues, “Walton ordered his guards to kill us. That’s when Peter executed them. On the way back home, he took us to visit Inanna.” Sophia softens as a look of extreme sadness passes over her mother’s face. “Oh, and by the way she sends her love.”  

As she waits for her mother’s reply, Sophia notices the gardener has now stopped his clipping, and that the poignant, acidic, scent of the sap coming from the severed branches lying on the ground outside the window is wafting into the room on a small, almost imperceptible breeze.

“And how was she?” her mother eventually murmurs quietly, brushing the hair out of her eyes that has escaped from the tie she’s used to keep it away from her face.

“Fabulous for her age,” Sophia replies curtly. “I’m guessing she must be well over one hundred.” She pauses. “I sensed a steely will behind those steady grey eyes.”  

A will, Sophia thinks as she continues to gaze over at her mother, that may be even more powerful than yours or mine.

“And Rajeev?” her mother asks hesitantly.

“I met him as well.” 

As Sophia says this, Rajeev’s warm brown eyes flash across her memory, and she recalls the softness of his hands as they shook hers, and his lips as they brushed her cheek. While she knows Rajeev is Inanna’s bio-engineered twin, she had somehow sensed a sweeter person inhabiting him.

“Your great grandfather, Peter, made two of them so they wouldn’t be lonely. I’m glad Rajeev is still alive as well,” her mother tells her.

“More importantly, mother, Zid has left the planet with his brother, Nergal, for their original home on Nibiru, the ninth planet.” Sophia’s tone once again becomes hostile as she remembers her mother’s duplicity—how she has kept important information about her past from her for years. “He’s petitioning some kind of intergalactic body called the Federation to reactivate the energy sources the Anunnaki used while they lived here on Earth.”   

Her mother leaves the mantle and crosses over to Sophia, kissing her on the forehead in a gesture of surrender. 

“Now what?” she asks her.

“We wait for Zid to return. He’ll try and land at the old Anunnaki site at Adam’s Calendar. I’ve got a crew there trying to reactivate the landing lights. It’s a safe place, and—even better—it’s out of Walton’s way.”

After a brief pause in which they review their thoughts, Alexandra tells her daughter pensively, “I’ve wanted for so long to see Inanna. The woman who was like a mother to me after I lost my own mother, your grandmother, Sarah. I’m so glad you met her; it was something I’ve wished for for such a long time.” 

Instinctively, in a gesture of forgiveness, Sophia pulls her mother over towards her and holds her in a long, warm embrace. “Too many lies, too many secrets for far too long,” she whispers, exhaling soft feathers of breath into her mother’s hair.
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Chapter 3
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Max finds himself very happy about his future wedding plans. 

As part of the process leading up to it, he learns from Amadi that she originally comes from the Ngoni people, a Maasai splinter group that was once part of the Zulu Empire. 

On the night before their wedding, they sit down together and she explains, “Despite the great disaster that happened to our country, our family has managed to retain small bits and pieces of the old ways. But I promise you, they won’t strip me naked and force me to only stay in the company of women. Nor will they circumcise you and make you spear a lion. However,” she continues, stroking his cheek, “you’ll need to give me a necklace that’ll let my family know of your intentions towards me.”

“Anything else I need to know?” he asks as he leans forward and kisses her.

“Be happy,” she adds sweetly. “You won’t be asked to bring my father three cows—one female, one male, all black—and a calf, and two sheep—a male and female. Nor will the male sheep be slaughtered and smeared on my wedding dress. Oh, and they won’t shave my head and cover me with lamb fat before I come to you on our wedding night.” 

“Whew,” Max replies, “glad we’re going to escape all of that.”

“One more thing,” Amadi says, smiling up at him from the circle of his arms, “no kuchotsa mafuta for me, ever.”

“And what exactly is that?” Max says, looking down into her brown eyes.

“It’s a native practice where a young woman has sex with an older man before her wedding, so as to get her ready for her husband.” 

Max blushes through the copper burnish of his skin. “Well, I guess I’m more in favor of volunteering to be the older man—I mean, for any future young brides.” 

Amadi gives him the finger.

The next day, early in the morning of their big celebration, Amadi is wrapped in an ancient Ndebele marriage blanket. She also wears a lavishly beaded, antique Nosianai headdress which has a single tear on the front to mark the occasion of this farewell to her childhood. As a part of the two-hour ceremony, their house is blessed by the elders and alcohol is sprinkled on its doorstep. 

Nzarah is the bridesmaid and wears a red, yellow, and black choker that has several clear beads which fall like icy stars across her white top. She also wears a long red skirt with an embroidered panel in the front to complete her outfit.

Even though it’s a joyous and happy occasion, Amadi and Max notice that Nzarah seems withdrawn throughout the day’s celebrations. Amadi makes a point of dancing with her at the raucous wedding party which follows the ceremony.

“Zid’ll be back soon. I know he will.”

“I’m not so sure, Amadi,” Nzarah replies. “Perhaps we won’t have success reactivating the landing lights.” As she speaks, she thinks to herself, I doubt he even wants to come back.

Amadi hugs her more closely. The music they’re dancing to is loud and full of African beats, and the beer flows freely. The food is excellent and includes fish, tropical fruits, and salads. The wedding cake is three tiers high and decorated with hibiscus and frangipani. It’s bright gold with violet icing and has a bride and groom stationed on top of it.

Despite her sadness, Nzarah doesn’t let this override the fact that she’s thrilled her very introverted brother, Max, has found a woman with whom he can share his innermost thoughts and feelings. 

She’s always been extremely close to him, and throughout their childhood had prevented him from being bullied at school because of his generally “nerdy” demeanor. She had even punched a few kids in the face after they’d cornered him several times on the playground when they were in elementary school.

As they reached their senior year, he’d found a group of like-minded boys and girls who had created some kind of club where they challenged each other to come up with complicated mind games and math problems. Surprisingly, amongst the numerous girls who were also a part of this group, he’d found one whom he liked. 

She painted what Nzarah now recalled were terrifying images of strange landscapes with the dark shadows of people hiding in them on massive canvases. The girl hadn’t spoken much, even when she’d encountered her numerous times coming out of Max’s room after she’d spent hours in there with him. Nazarah had also recently remembered that she’d some kind of weird tattoo on her forehead, one that looked like a large spider. 

Now, as she gazes over at Amadi, she’s able to breathe a sigh of relief that Max, like a migrating bird, has landed on ground she understands. She also acknowledges to herself that now it is her who has picked the weird one. 

She has no idea what her love for Zid will mean for her future; all she knows is that she might have fallen in love with a science experiment, and this is a very bad decision on her part.

***
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A few days after the wedding, Nzarah and Max continue with their work at Adam’s Calendar, an ancient stone circle near the settlement. They’re trying to figure out how they’ll activate the lights the Nibiran orbiter will need to land safely.

They wear reflective suits that will protect them from the punishing, unrelenting heat they experience whenever they travel outside of the biodomes in which they’re forced to live, just like those in the US.

When they arrive at Adam’s Calendar early in the morning, they note the three pyramids in the valley below the site are wreathed in a fine transparent mist, as if they’re wearing white halos. They’re both quietly elated to be there to observe firsthand, with a sense of awe, the external beauty of their planet—a planet that, even though they don’t know it, is beginning to come back to life again in the Northern latitudes, much like a dormant rosebush putting out tiny red shoots in spring. 

Because they’ve been forced to live in an artificially constructed bio-environment their whole lives, it’s not often they’re outside at this time of day, so they’re thrilled to catch a glimpse of the giant ball of a sun as it rises slowly in the east, scattering its scarlet cloak across the clouds. They sit side-by-side, observing this exquisite example of early morning unfold.

Once the sun’s fully risen, Max gets up and strides along the north/south line exactly in the middle of Adam’s Calendar, between the massive grey stones. Once he’s completed that, he goes over and gazes at the Horus stone, whose huge beak is still pressed, after all this time, into the dark red dirt. Then he walks over to the mostly buried statue of a sphinx and kicks away some of the packed earth that, over many thousands of years, has settled around it. 

In the meantime, Nzarah follows him as he paces around the site. Eventually, however, she gets tired and rests against what appears to be a large carved head and watches him as he begins to mutter to himself. “Hornsfel channels—54% silica to oxide—acoustic properties ring like bells outside our audible spectrum. Circular stone structures seem to be specially shaped magnetrons that produce some kind of electromagnetic energy.”

She watches him scribble equations all around him in the dirt, and she remembers how smart he was in high school. When he’s finished, he walks over to where she’s leaning against the stone pillar. 

“I think I’ve figured out how to activate an acoustic wave and an electromagnetic field within the structures all around us in order to create a lighted corridor,” he says a little too loudly.

Nzarah jumps up and pats him on the arm. “That’s great, Maxie,” she says. “All those days in your college physics club are finally paying off.”

She looks around the colorless, barren place that surrounds them, noticing the razor-sharp drop at the edge of the nearby cliff. “Also, we need to figure out where on this rocky plain we’ll create a safe, actual landing site for an orbiter when they send it down.”

Max is silent for a moment before he replies.

“Then I’ll need to find out how to light the cross in the center of Adam’s Calendar, so it acts like a beacon.” 

As he speaks, the clouds above them part slightly, and they’re made aware of the extreme heat and oven-like conditions they’re working in. The trapped air surrounding the pair has nowhere to go and circles around them, angry and invisible. “We’ll experiment to see if the stones Amadi returned to the museum when we came back here from the pyramids can help,” Max says. 

He feels grateful for his protective suit, which keeps his body temperature stable, as well as the fact that he can drink all the water he needs through a straw near his mouth attached to canisters strapped to both of his legs.

They use the rest of the day to map out a corridor for the orbiter. This will include acoustically lighting up ten or eleven stone structures located fairly near Adam’s Calendar, and laid out in a pattern that Nzarah remarks to Max reminds her of a fractal-shaped garden. 

At the end of the day, exhausted, their water supplies depleted, they drive back to the settlement and eagerly share their thoughts and experiences with Amadi.

***
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Nzarah often feels these days as if she’s sinking in quicksand. She goes to bed that night feeling strange and lies curled up in a circle, hugging her belly. As she rests there, she acknowledges that she’s been difficult to live with, and that for the most part she’s been moody and withdrawn over the past few weeks. In silent conversation with herself, she admits she’s been hiding something quite well, not just from her brother and his wife, but also from herself. It’s not that she’s scared of what she now knows to be certain; it’s just that she can’t imagine what the consequences will be. 

She realizes, in fact, as she lies on her side, tightly curled up into a ball with her eyes wide open that it’s only now, in this moment of quiet that she’s able to acknowledge there is something growing inside her. It’s probably about four months old, she thinks, and though it’s still quite small, she can feel it fluttering like a butterfly underneath her heart. 

While she rests on her side, enjoying the slightly rough feel and smell of the sheets, a kind of panic slowly rises inside of her. It causes her to find it hard to draw breath as she acknowledges she will be giving birth to a child whose father is only half human, who was manufactured by Sophia in a birthing tank. A father who she has come to understand is a powerful alchemist who was also thought of by many as a god in the past.

As these thoughts spin around and around in her head, she calms herself by whispering softly to the half-formed embryo inside her soft, still small belly, “We’ll be alright, you and I, I promise.” 

Then she sings an old song she learned from her mother, more as comfort to herself than to this strange little thing kicking softly in its warm amniotic sac inside her, a thing that has no separate life of its own.
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Chapter 4
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Back in Weather City, Caroline’s been snooping around on Walton’s storage devices. After trying many passwords, she’s taken some of his hair and used the DNA sequences she obtained from it to unlock his data.

Now she urgently needs to let Peter know what she’s found. Once he’d accepted the position as head of Walton’s security detail, he’d revealed to her that he is also part of the same secretive network of freedom fighters she is. Because of this, they’ve decided to work together.

“When and where are we meeting? I’ve got what we need,” she whispers to him one afternoon as she walks past him.

He looks up at her and nods, appearing to respond to some suggestions she’s made to him regarding the house, while he replies calmly, “You tell me.”

“Meet me tonight after dinner at my father’s apartment in town,” she says, repeating the exact address to him. 

He doesn’t respond right away but keeps fiddling with what he’s doing. 

“Okay,” he replies, keeping his head down.

***
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Later that evening, Caroline slips out, telling Walton she’s going to visit her father. It’s just before their usual dinner time, and the large house is filled with the delicious smell of grilled meat that’s been perfectly manufactured in labs to meet consumer tastes. 

He’s surprised that she’s chosen to go out at this time, so he insists Al Hakim (aka Peter) accompany her, making it far easier than it should be for him and her to plan their next moves together.

“I’ll feel better if he goes with you, after what happened to my guards and your colleague at Nazca. Someone clearly got to them and bribed them to kill you, and until I know who’s responsible, I don’t want you travelling alone outside of our compound.”

Even though she’s unsure what Walton’s motives really are—she knows he was the one behind the planned assassination of her and her friends at Nazca—she figures she’ll take a chance and go ahead with this rendezvous anyway since she isn’t as yet a suspect.

That’s how she and Peter, who is Al Hakim to Walton, find themselves travelling into the city and making their way up to her father’s small apartment through a series of badly lit, back alleys. When she planned this meeting Caroline knew that her father would not be there because he’d be out playing cards with his friends. 

Once they get safely inside the apartment and she has drawn the blinds and deactivated the cameras, she pours herself a glass of a reddish-gold alcoholic drink. “Care to get drunk with me, Peter?” she asks. 

As she does so, she notices how small the apartment now seems to her, and how the air smells stale, and how specks of dust occasionally swirl in the air as she disturbs them. She feels briefly sorry for her father as she inhales the poignant smell of his loneliness, and she makes a point of thinking she’ll visit him more often.

As she stands there looking around, Peter carefully watches her. Then he comes towards her, stopping in front of a bureau on his way to pick up a photograph of Caroline when she was about twelve years old.

“Who was this innocent little girl?” he asks quietly. “What happened to her?”

“Her mother died when she was fourteen, and it changed the way she thought about life, made her not trust it anymore.” She pauses to let her words sink in. “Also, because of my increased data mining skills, I was able to access historical archives which have been banned from public view. I began to more fully understand the way “the watchers” subtly intimidate us into a kind of blind obedience. It’s the formula they use to make sure everyone has what they need if we follow the chain of command and work together in the jobs they prescribe for us. As I look back at the world over the past few hundred years, I see we humans have slowly been coopted by the elites without our knowing it.”

She pauses again, and then adds, “Earth’s history is not a happy one. In the US, the billionaire families in our Ruling Cabinet began their plans hundreds of years ago. They believed they deserved to be rich, and that only the rich should govern. Using dark money, they filled our nation’s people with hate and car-bombed us with lies. We never woke up, and they won.”

Peter doesn’t answer but instead completes his trek across the room to where she’s sitting on the small couch, relaxed and cross-legged. He takes the glass out of her hand, fills it, and drinks it down in one shot, all the while not taking his eyes off her. 

Suddenly, she uncrosses her legs, gets up, and grabs his neck in her hands. She draws him in close to her forehead. He doesn’t move a muscle for a few seconds, but then he removes her hands, placing them by her side, before he turns away, concealing how good he thinks she looks and smells. He opens a random cupboard and finds another shot glass, fills it, and then walks across the room to sit facing her, grasping the back of the chair he’s straddling.

She laughs nervously and undoes the braid in her long red hair. She looks back at him and then re-braids it with one hand. Peter doesn’t say anything before he sighs softly and says, “We have serious work to do, you and I. After that, who knows? Maybe, if by then you’re still sure you want to dip into this...” He gestures to himself.

He gets up as she keeps staring at him and refills her glass before she swings her legs up onto the couch again. Eventually, she puts the glass down on the floor beside her, still worrying with her hair as she says, “I broke into Walton’s computer and found the location of the lab. It’s in a big research facility on the outskirts of the city. The one where they do all the bio-chemical stuff. They keep it at a safe distance from everywhere else in case there’s some kind of accident.”

“So,” he says, getting up and refilling his own glass again, “I guess I’ll go out there and have a look around. Then I can make a plan.”

“What kind of plan?” Caroline asks.

“I want to expose what he’s up to. I’m not sure how many people know about this, and even though all political power in Weather City is pretty much centralized, I believe there are members of our military and civilian establishment that won’t like it. Sophia’s father, Jules, for instance.”

Caroline nods in agreement. “I can work with you while you do this, but once it’s done, I leave the city and head North. It’s getting too dangerous for me to stay.”

“Okay,” he says, running his hands through his hair and leaning forward into the back of the chair as he does so. 

She gets up and slowly walks over to where he’s sitting. “But you must remember what my rules of engagement are going forward if you want to keep working with me. We have no secrets between us,” she tells him. 

Then she bends down and brushes her lips against his ear as she unexpectedly jerks the chair out from underneath him with her foot. He’s forced to grip onto her arms to save himself.

***
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Walton has deliberately sent Caroline and Al Hakim off together. While he somewhat trusts Al Hakim, it still doesn’t make sense to him that he killed his own uncle. He’s convinced there’s more to the man, but he hasn’t been able to find out anything suspicious about him, since all the records he’s unearthed clearly prove he’s Saud’s nephew. So even though he’s combed through every one of them thoroughly for inconsistencies, he still doesn’t quite trust Al Hakim and doesn’t want him to be around as he tries to access Caroline’s data. 

He’s a math wizard and as technologically fluent as she is; he hides it well, Caroline and most others don’t suspect. Therefore, while she’s gone to see her father, he spends several hours trying to find out where she is backing up and storing all her data. 

Since she always takes her personal device with her, he knows he won’t be able to access any information from it. However, he has guessed that she’ll be bound—for safety’s sake—to store its contents in some centralized place. Where that is, he doesn’t yet know, but he’s determined to find out.

He uses his powers of deduction. Then, through a lengthy process that takes him down many pathways, he comes to suspect she may in fact, store it in her own DNA—like him. Her DNA will have been sequenced for her to easily retrieve the data, he thinks, and it would be ideal for her to use it as a long-term archive. It would be the perfect hiding place. 

***
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Eventually, Caroline and Al Hakim return, and Walton closely quizzes them about her father’s well-being. However, before they retire for the night, he meets with Al Hakim privately in his study to verify that she did in fact tell him the truth. 

Satisfied for the time being that neither of them is lying, he eventually joins her in bed. Before they go to sleep, she begins a discussion with him on the ORME they brought back from the Sinai and Egypt. 

“How are the tests going?” she asks as she lies on her back, watching the watery reflections from the pool spreading across the ceiling above her. 

“Well,” he says, “they’ve found it’s made out of common gold that’s been superheated so it’s shed its metallic properties to take on a powdered form.”

“I’ve told you that many of the Pharaohs in Egypt used it all the time,” Caroline tells him. She stretches out her long legs and arms, enjoying the feel of the high-quality bedding under her skin. “They lived for many centuries. It turned out to be so remarkable—it kept their bodies safe from disease, and even though old age still came to them, they always appeared much younger than they really were.” 

“Well, if it works that well, my darling—which you and Sofia seem to think it does—you’ll have to ingest some of it with me and be my Nefertiti,” he says, leaning over on one elbow and kissing her lightly on the lips. 

She hooks her arms around his neck and pulls him in for a deeper embrace, but he moves away to turn out the light, as he shifts her to the middle of their bed so he’s on his back and she can rest her head easily on his chest. 

“How was Al Hakim?” he asks as he caresses her hair.

“Fine,” she says, “a little cold, a little standoffish. Stayed outside while I visited with Dad. Let’s say he isn’t a conversationalist.”

Walton laughs. “No, he’s not. What I wonder, Caroline, is what kind of man kills his own uncle and then—without a lot of visible emotion—takes over the job he had?  Can I ultimately trust him?”

Caroline lies there, silently figuring out whether Walton is beginning to suspect Peter. Finally, she answers, “Either he’s an opportunist, or he’s an enemy.”

“Precisely,” Walton says as he turns over on his side, away from her. 

She stares at the nape of his neck, holding her breath, and wishes she could figure out what it is he knows, if anything. She understands well, however, that she can never miscalculate how smart and underhanded he is in this game of predator vs. predator they’re playing. Almost as if he can pick up on her thoughts, he reaches around and draws her arm protectively across his chest, tenderly kissing it, before he starts snoring. 

How strange it would be, she thinks as she rests there against him still wide awake, to be like him, to always treat others as chess pieces he can move around at will. Then, as she pulls her arm abruptly away from him, she finds herself imagining what it would feel like to be lying close to Peter.
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