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  Preface



Human history is defined by exploration.

From the earliest seafarers who crossed unknown oceans to the astronauts who first stepped onto the Moon, humanity has always been driven by a powerful instinct to push beyond the edge of the known world. Exploration has brought extraordinary discovery, but it has also brought conflict, ambition, and sometimes devastating consequences for the worlds we encounter.

The story in this book explores what might happen when those same impulses extend beyond Earth.

What if the first privately funded expedition to another planet was not driven by science or discovery—but by greed?

What if the explorers who arrived there discovered that the planet was not empty after all?

Modern science has shown us that life can exist in environments far more extreme than once imagined. On Earth, microorganisms thrive in volcanic vents, deep underground rock formations, and environments devoid of oxygen. These ancient life forms remind us that biology can take many forms and follow evolutionary paths very different from our own.

Mars, once a world of flowing water and volcanic activity, may have hosted the conditions necessary for life billions of years ago. While no confirmed evidence of Martian life has yet been found, scientists continue to search for traces of ancient microbes beneath the planet’s surface.

The Alchemy Circle imagines one possible answer to that question.

It is a story about ambition, exploration, and the consequences of arriving somewhere new and assuming it belongs to us.

More than anything, it asks a simple question:

If humanity reaches another world first, will we arrive as explorers—or conquerors?
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The Joke

Rain slid slowly down the glass walls of Silvio Kane’s penthouse like silver veins.

Forty-seven floors above Manhattan, the city pulsed with a quiet intensity that never truly faded. Even at night, the skyline glowed with restless energy—thousands of windows illuminated by people chasing money, power, or survival.

Silvio Kane stood with his back to the room, watching the Hudson River churn beneath the storm.

He enjoyed nights like this.

Rain muffled the city. It softened the noise and made the world feel distant, as if the chaos of New York existed somewhere far below him.

Behind him, laughter echoed through the penthouse.

Jax Mercer had opened another bottle of expensive whiskey.

“You have to admit,” Jax said, pouring a glass, “that was one of my cleaner jobs.”

Silvio didn’t turn around.

“Six minutes,” he replied calmly.

“Six minutes of security blindness across three Manhattan banks,” Jax said proudly. “I’d call that impressive.”

Across the room, Raven Delgado barely looked up.

She sat cross-legged on the couch with a jeweler’s loupe pressed to one eye, examining a diamond the size of a marble beneath the lamp.

“They’re not that rare,” she muttered.

Nicola Thorne, leaning against the window beside Silvio, smiled slightly.

“You just robbed three banks,” he said. “Maybe don’t insult the product.”

Raven lowered the loupe and rolled the diamond across the table with her finger.

“Diamonds are compressed carbon,” she said. “Under the right pressure, they’re inevitable.”

Jax raised his glass.

“Then let’s toast to inevitability.”

Silvio turned around slowly.

The table between them held eight velvet cases.

Each one filled with diamonds stolen earlier that night.

Millions of dollars in glittering stones.

But Silvio wasn’t looking at the diamonds.

He was watching Raven.

“You sound unimpressed,” he said.

She shrugged.

“Because we’re stealing the wrong ones.”

The room grew quiet.

Jax laughed.

“Oh this should be good.”

Raven leaned back into the couch.

“If we wanted real diamonds,” she said casually, “we’d go to Mars.”

The words hung in the air longer than she expected.

Jax burst out laughing.

“Sure,” he said. “Let’s just hop on a rocket.”

But Nicola didn’t laugh.

And neither did Silvio.

Silvio Kane stepped closer to the table.

“What do you mean?” he asked.

Raven blinked.

She hadn’t meant the comment seriously.

But once she started explaining, she couldn’t stop.

“Mars had massive volcanic activity billions of years ago,” she said. “Carbon compression events. Extreme tectonic pressure.”

Nicola’s eyes lit up.

“Kimberlite structures,” he said.

“Exactly.”

Raven gestured toward the planet glowing faintly in the stormy sky beyond the window.

“If Earth makes diamonds like this,” she said, tapping the stone on the table, “Mars probably made them too.”

Silvio stared at the red dot beyond the clouds.

And in that moment, the joke stopped being a joke.

“How much would it cost,” he asked quietly, “to go get them?”

Raven laughed.

“You’d need billions.”

Silvio didn’t smile.

“You’d need rockets,” she continued.

“I’ll buy them.”

“You’d need scientists.”

“I have you.”

“You’d need to hide the money from every government on Earth.”

Jax leaned forward slowly.

“That part,” he said carefully, “I might be able to help with.”

Nicola looked at the three of them and realized something terrifying.

No one was joking anymore.

Silvio Kane picked up the diamond from the table.

The city lights fractured through the stone.

“Scarcity,” he said quietly, “is just a matter of location.”

Outside, lightning flashed over Manhattan.

And somewhere deep beneath the surface of Mars, something ancient shifted.
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The Circle

The idea of Mars should have died the moment Raven Delgado said it.

It was a joke. Everyone in the room understood that—at least at first. A sarcastic comment thrown into the middle of a late-night conversation among criminals who had just stolen millions of dollars in diamonds.

But ideas are dangerous things.

Especially when they land in the mind of someone like Silvio Kane.

For three days after that meeting, Silvio said nothing about Mars.

He went about his routine the same way he always did—meetings with lawyers, calls with international suppliers, quiet dinners with people who owed him favors. To anyone watching from the outside, nothing had changed.

But inside his mind, the idea had taken root.

Mars had diamonds.

The question was no longer whether that was true.

The question was whether anyone could get there first.


Silvio Kane

Silvio Kane had built his empire on a single principle.

Ownership.

Not wealth.

Not power.

Ownership.

He believed the world was divided into two types of people: those who owned things and those who worked for the people who did.

Most criminals chased money. They robbed banks, sold drugs, laundered cash.

Silvio preferred something quieter.

Control.

He didn’t just sell narcotics—he controlled the transportation routes.

He didn’t just invest money—he controlled the companies receiving it.

Silvio was the son of a dockworker in Queens New York. His dad worked 7 days a week just to bring home enough money to feed their family and keep the lights on in their apartment. With any money left over, his father would purchase a gold coin and place it in the small box under his bed. He would tell Silvio, “One day, those coins will be worth thousands and we will buy a house on Long Island just like your mother wanted.” Silvio became fascinated with those coins. He lost his mother at the age of 5 to cancer, but he could still remember his father promising her that one day they will live in a great house. As time went on - the house never came. Silvio was tired of being poor and felt like it would never end.

As a teenager, Silvio had taken one of his fathers gold coins and pawned it for a hundred dollars. He told himself that he would replace it when he made enough money to do so. He then went down the street and bought an ounce of marijuana from a local neighborhood street dealer. His intent was to sell the marijuana and double his money. He went to school the next day and did just that. Within three hours, Silvio had two hundred dollars in his pocket. He did that every day for a year until he had over one hundred thousand dollars stashed in a secret location. 

His father found out about the missing gold coin. Silvio had forgotten to replace it when he had enough money. When confronted, Silvio admitted to taking it. In a rage, his father kicked him out and told him he could not live there anymore. His father said, “We are not a family of thieves. I will not stand for it.” Silvio grabbed his backpack, walked down the steps, and out into the apartment courtyard. He looked back at the window to their apartment and said, “Goodbye father”, and never looked back again.  He knew he had enough money saved up and was excited to start his journey to take on the world.  He knew he would become a millionaire within a year and be able to do anything he wanted, but he wasn’t in love with the money. He wanted ownership, control, and power.  Something his family never had.  The money would be the vessel to achieve those things.

Over the next twenty years, that philosophy had turned a dockworker’s son from Queens into a billionaire who operated entirely outside the reach of the law. He bought properties and businesses all over the world.  He also controlled people with his fortunes. He built an untouchable empire to achieve anything he imagined. 

But the problem with owning things on Earth was simple.

Everything already belonged to someone.

Governments claimed land.

Corporations claimed resources.

Even the oceans were divided into territories.

But Mars…

Mars belonged to no one.

Silvio stared at a satellite image of the planet displayed on the massive screen in his office.

Red deserts.

Ancient craters.

Volcanic plains.

A world untouched by human ownership.

For the first time in
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