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Prelude: Year 2700
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“THAT’S A FUTILE EXERCISE you know.” The voice that spoke was refined, precise, enunciating each word clearly. “You cannot get drunk. Not on that.”

Toshi lifted his eyes from the glass he was holding to the speaker, his brows furrowing in confusion and warning bells ringing in his head as he saw the tall figure and met the green eyes that held sympathy. He didn’t understand that expression and that made him wary. 

“Lane,” he said, surprised that he felt no anger, and that there was no heat in his tone. “Some nerve you have, showing up here.”

Lane slid into the opposite chair, pushing a small bottle towards him. “Try this. A friend made it for me once. It can help even someone like us get drunk.”

“It can’t poison me in any case,” Toshi murmured as he pulled the bottle towards him and opened it to sniff it. “What in the four planets is this stuff?”

Lane shrugged. “Never asked, but I have the recipe. He gave it to me since he knew he wasn’t going to be around to make it for me forever.”

Toshi poured some into the glass in front of him and drank it straight. “You’re right,” he said, grudgingly. “This does do something.” He paused. “I could arrest you. Why are you here?”

“I heard about what happened,” Lane said quietly, his voice softening. “I’m sorry for your loss.”

Toshi turned his face away. He didn’t know why he didn’t strike out in anger, why he didn’t yell, why he didn’t tell Lane to go fuck himself. 

“Just that, eh?” he asked, instead. 

Lane rose. “And to bring you that. It can bring a temporary oblivion, but in the long run . . .” He shrugged, placed a light hand on Toshi’s shoulder. Toshi nearly jerked away, despite wanting to lean into the warmth. He had felt nothing but cold of late. “I’ve had a similar loss, so I thought you might need oblivion, at least for today.”

He walked away, and Toshi stared after him before turning his attention back to the bottle. Not for a second did he think Lane’s motives were altruistic. But he was not in the mood to figure out what they might have been. Even if Lane was attempting to poison him, even if it worked, it didn’t matter. Not anymore. He might even welcome death if such a thing was possible for him anymore. He wasn’t sure how Lane had learned of Misaki’s death, when no one was supposed to know.

What did it matter anyway?

He poured himself another glass. Lane was right. It worked. He was already slightly drunk. The bottle was more than half full and the night was young. He poured more into the glass. Oblivion was all he had to look forward to right now, and it took him faster than expected, before the bottle was empty. 

When he woke, he was still in the bar, with a crick in his neck, and a numbness on one side of his face from where it had been resting on the metal surface of the table all night. His mouth felt like sandpaper, and his head felt as if it was being cut open. He cracked open an eye and winced, closing them again as the brightness hit his eyes.   

“Fuck!” he muttered under his breath. He should have known better than to trust Lane and his gifts. He hadn’t had a hangover in ages, and he wasn’t in the mood to deal with one. But it still took his mind away from the pain that threatened to break him, away from Misaki’s memories, from the recollection of her eyes, glazed over in death, and the expression of terror on her face. 

What a fool he had been! To think that he could protect her, that he could keep her a secret, that they could have a life together. Nothing escaped the Ruler, and that bastard Mason . . . he hadn’t even hesitated as he had spiked her . . . 

Toshi opened his eyes and sat up, shaking his head. He didn’t want to think of all that. Wasn’t that why he was drinking in the first place? To get away from all that? He waited till his eyes adjusted to the too bright light of the day. Wasn’t Hafi supposed to be darker than this? 

The owner of the bar shuffled over to him, placing a glass in front of him and a small device that he recognised as a communicator. “The man who was with you last night asked me to give these to you, sir,” He sounded nervous. 

“What is it?” Toshi barked. 

“He said it was a hangover remedy,” the man said, his voice and whole frame trembling.

Toshi downed it in one and grimaced. His throat burned as it went down. “Fuck!” he said aloud, but his head felt less heavy and the headache lessened considerably. 

He picked up the device and looked at it with interest. Whatever else Lane was, he was a genius. The thing was tiny, and if Toshi hadn’t been working in the communications wing of the State before his ascension to the Elite, he wouldn’t have known what it was. He had no doubt that it couldn’t be tracked or tapped into either. But he would need to get away from this bar. There were no cameras there, but the man was still standing in one corner, and Toshi didn’t want to kill him for nothing.

He rose, glad to notice that his hangover was all but gone. What the hell was in that glass? He probably didn’t want to know. He put the device in his pocket and after a moment’s hesitation picked up the still not empty bottle from last night and downed its contents. He had a feeling he would need alcohol to get through the rest of the day.

He walked to the car, his hand fiddling with the device in his pocket. He was a fool to even consider talking to Lane. He was one of the few who knew about Lane. The first immortal. His blood was probably the key to making more of them. The Ruler was desperate to get his hands on him. If he learnt Toshi had had the chance to capture him, but he hadn’t . . . Toshi shrugged. What could he do to him? Misaki was already dead. Toshi had no family or friends. Perhaps he would throw him in Cryo. Would that be worse than the gaping hole inside him? The ache in his chest that was almost physical? Toshi rubbed his chest, but the ache wouldn’t go away. 

He got into his car. He would need to get somewhere private, somewhere the State couldn’t watch him. 

He would call Lane. Perhaps get the recipe of that drink from him, and the hangover remedy. He was going to spend at least this week getting drunk. Surely, no one would begrudge him that. 

And then he would ask what Lane wanted. Knowing Lane, it was certain to be something illegal, but Toshi no longer had faith in legal things. It was no crime to love, to fall in love. When he was made an Elite, the Ruler hadn’t said he wasn’t allowed to have love. That rule had been told by Mason just after he had spiked Misaki. 

Toshi set his face into its impassive mask. It wasn’t Mason. It was the Ruler. Mason was only the weapon. Thaxter was the wielder. If all he could do was help keep Lane out of Thaxter’s hands, that would still be a small victory for him, an act of revenge for Misaki. As for Mason, he had time to deal with him. After all, he was an immortal now. He had all the time in the world.

Perhaps Lane would help him get his revenge, just as he had been able to give him the oblivion he had been craving last night. 

 


One: Year 2937
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AS SOON AS THE STASIS chamber opened and he stepped out, Niek knew something had gone wrong. They were not in any familiar place. They were not even in a building. He couldn’t even tell which planet they were on. The sun was shining, and they were in a large space surrounded by cliffs on all sides. The ground was also rocky with unfamiliar shrubs and bushes here and there. The baby in his arms was still sleeping. As the other cells opened and the children started stepping out, Niek could see the fear and confusion on each face.

“Paige!” he shouted. He had to find her first. All these people being scared could freak her out. 

“Niek!” Paige rushed towards him, weaving between the stasis cells and the other children, all of whom were silent and standing still, staring around. 

He caught her and hugged her with his free arm. “Are you all right?”

She nodded. “Where are we?”

“I don’t know.” He shook his head, his left hand gripping hers tight while he balanced the baby on his right arm. “But this isn’t where we are supposed to be.”

“And where do you think we’re supposed to be?” Mike Travis asked, panic evident in his wide eyes and shrill voice.

“We were supposed to be in a safe house,” Irene said, her glance at Mike almost contemptuous. 

“Where are we again?” Rance Travis asked, trying to sound calm. He and Niek were the oldest of the children, and he stepped closer to Niek. 

“I’ve no idea,” Niek said. “Nor how long it’s been.”

“Transportation through Nishati is almost instantaneous,” Rance said. “And the time for the stasis cell is preset, so I would say it has been only around the fifteen minutes it took for the cell to open. But I don’t know how it happened that we are somewhere else.”

“I’m hungry,” one of the smaller children said. Niek didn’t know her name, but remembered that Paige used to play with her.

“Here,” Paige released his hand to take out a bar of chocolate from her pocket. It was a bit soft and squishy, but the other girl accepted it without any complaint.

“Niek,” Rance said. “We need to make a decision here. We are the oldest. We need to take charge. The children are going to be hungry, and none of us know anything about where we are or about finding food or anything. We need to see if there’s a way to contact any of our parents.”

“I’ll take that baby,” Irene said. She was listening to them. “And technically, I’m the oldest, and an adult.”

“Okay,” Niek said. “That’s fair. So, have you any better ideas?”

“Not at the moment,” Irene said, taking the baby from Niek, careful not to wake her. “But we should at least find some shade, and perhaps try and get these stasis cells out of sight.”

Niek looked around for any sort of shelter, but he could find none.

“Where do you think we should move them?” he asked. “There’s no place where they could be hidden.”

“There’s some shade under those rocks,” Rance said. “But I think we might need them more than those cells. Besides, they might be heavy.”

“They aren’t,” Niek said, sighing as he remembered David talking about them. He would never see David again, and the thought made him sadder than he had thought. He looked at Paige, and he lifted her up to hold her. Did she miss her parents still, or had she forgotten them? He didn’t know and he didn’t want to ask. “We can cover them with some of those shrubs, I think. That ought to be concealment enough.”

As they were covering the cells with the shrubs and bushes, Niek’s eyes fell on a small dark object on the ground. It was rectangular with a smooth surface which looked like a screen and numbers were blinking on the screen. Niek picked it up, noticing the tiny device attached to its other side. He knew what it was. He checked his watch for the GPS co-ordinates and they matched the numbers blinking on the screen.

“Of course,” he said, wanting to kick himself for being so stupid. “They used Mr. Beltram’s tech without Quinn, and got the co-ordinates wrong somehow, which is how we ended up here instead of wherever we are supposed to be.”

“How do you know they’re wrong?” Rance asked, curiosity on his face.

“They used Mr. Beltram’s technology,” Niek explained. “If Quinn were there, they wouldn’t have needed this device.” He showed Rance the screen. “Quinn can transport wherever they wanted, he can set the co-ordinates himself, but unfortunately, we had lost Quinn, so they had to enter the co-ordinates manually. Now, on an interplanetary travel, it’s very difficult to get the co-ordinates accurate, like super accurate to the last decimal so it would go where you want it to. Manual inputs have limits on the decimals, and that’s probably how they got it wrong.”

“Oh, I see,” Rance said at the same time as Irene asked. “What happens if it isn’t that accurate?”

“I don’t think it was,” Niek said. “And because of that, it is possible we are on the wrong planet, even.”

“Can we use that device to leave?” Irene asked. “Do you know how to operate it?”

“Of course, I know,” Niek said, feeling a bit offended. Alexander was his guardian, after all. How could anyone think he had lived three years in the man’s house without learning these things? “But unless we do know the actual co-ordinates where we should be, we can’t use this to leave.”

“Let’s get everyone to the shade first,” Rance said. 

Niek didn’t argue. It was hotter than any place he’d been in. Ignis might be hotter, but Niek had never been there. Both Prith and Aeras were cooler, the sun not so fierce in either of those planets. That left only Hafi, but it was even far away from the sun than Aeras, so it was unlikely that this planet was it. But he was getting a GPS signal, so the planet must be one in their solar system. Or perhaps it was one of the moons. Niek was grateful that the air was breathable, at least. 

It was cooler beneath the rocks, but not by much. Niek could feel his thirst. Without water or food, none of them was going to last long. He was just as lost as the rest, but like Rance said, they were older. The least they could do was pretend they knew more, and to act brave, even as his heart hammered, and his legs turned to jelly.

“We need to decide on what to do,” Niek said, managing to keep his voice steady, and firm. “We don’t have any food, and I don’t think any of us have any idea how to get food in a place like this.”

“Agreed,” Rance said. “What do you suggest we do?”

“If we know the co-ordinates of the place we’re supposed to be, I can try and get us there,” Niek said.

“You know how to operate that device?” Irene asked, looking surprised.

“Of course,” Niek said. “Why do you sound so surprised?”

“You know how to operate the stasis cell too?” Rance asked, sounding awed. 

“You all do know that Alexander Selwood is my guardian, don’t you?” Niek asked. 

“Yes, but–” Irene paused and laughed. “Okay, I thought you wouldn’t be interested in all these things. My mistake. But I don’t know where they were planning to send us, so, no, no idea about the co-ordinates.”

“All right,” Niek said. “Then we can transport to Alexander’s house.”

“Do you know the co-ordinates for that?” Rance asked.

“No,” Niek said. “But it is saved in my watch. I can find it, but it will take some time.”

“And you can enter those manually?” Irene asked. “Without getting us lost again?”

“I’ll have to find a way to link my watch to the device,” Niek said thoughtfully. “My watch has the exact co-ordinates, so if I can link the two, no need for manual inputs.”

“And you can do that?” Irene asked again.

Niek bit his lip. He knew how to in theory, but he had never tried it. “Yeah,” he replied. What had he to lose anyway? 

“It’s the best plan,” Rance said. “You try that. In the meantime, I’ll just see how the young ones are.”

The earth shook and a roaring sound filled the cavern they were in, and Niek nearly fell, but managed to keep his footing. He had no idea what that was. Was that an earthquake? Where in the name of all the planets were they?


Two
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LUCAS DROPPED HIS HAND. He had been gnawing on his fingernails. Amir had failed to find any trace of Niek, and it had been hours. Quinn had tried to access the places he had fled from, but had shut down immediately, requiring Amir to recover him again. After a couple of failed attempts, they had not asked Quinn to try and contact any of the others. 

“We can’t simply sit here and do nothing!” Lucas said, his frustration mounting along with his helplessness.

“We’re not doing nothing,” Amir said, patient, so patient, as if Lucas was a child. Perhaps he was behaving childishly, but it was his son out there and how could Amir ever understand that? “Lucas, we’re trying everything we can, every resource we have. If we could only contact Joyce, we would know the exact co-ordinates they had input in their device, and we can find him and bring him home.”

Home. This was Alexander’s house, but it had been Niek’s home for the last three years when Lucas had been absconding. Yet, it was strange to hear Amir referring to it as home. After all, Amir hated the man, or did he? Lucas wasn’t certain anymore. Even his own feelings for the man had become ambivalent lately. The rock-hard conviction he had that Alexander was a monster was no longer there. But for all that, Lucas was certain that he wasn’t a good man. He might not be a bad man was all Lucas was ready to acknowledge. Definitely a better option than Thaxter. 

“Lucas,” Amir said gently. “I don’t pretend to understand what you’re going through, or even how difficult this waiting is for you, but this isn’t helping anyone. You need to rest. I know,” he said as Lucas was about to speak. “You’re an immortal, but that only means you can’t die; your body still needs rest no matter what you may think. You know this as well as I do.”

Lucas knew. Of course, he did. It was strange being told off by someone only a few years older than Niek, but Lucas accepted Amir’s concern. 

“I can’t rest, Amir,” he said. “Even if I go to bed, I won’t be able to sleep or rest, and there isn’t a drug invented that can put me to sleep.” A lie that, but Amir didn’t know that. “I guess you can try and spike me, but there aren’t any spike guns available.”

Amir nodded. “Okay. Fair enough. I’ve been trying to contact Joyce through the old communicator, but for some reason, it isn’t working either.”

“I thought that would work under any conditions,” Lucas said, frowning.

“Normally yes, and if it isn’t, I can think of only one reason– the communicator at their end is damaged.”

It was all par for the course at this point, and Lucas didn’t even feel the energy to be upset. What would be the point in any case? If Selenia was under attack, was it so surprising that a communicator would have been damaged? He could hope that Joyce was safe; that was all. He couldn’t be certain of anything at this point. They hadn’t heard anything from Zain either, and Quinn had said he had left his master trapped in the Central Console. For all that, Lucas held out some hope that Alexander would get Zain out safely. If he were to lose Zain on top of everything else, Lucas wasn’t certain how he would survive that. 

Was it selfish of him to be more concerned for Niek and Zain than for Joyce or Micah or Davu or all the others who were on various missions and stuck in Selenia? Did it really matter? 

Lucas sat down abruptly. His thoughts weren’t helping him. Anxiety was gnawing at his insides, his stomach churning, and he gritted his teeth against the rising nausea. 

“Have some food at least,” Amir said.

Lucas shook his head. “I won’t be able to keep it down,” he said honestly.

A loud sound like an alarm was heard, blaring loudly, and Lucas raised his hands to his ears instinctively. 

“What the hell was that?” Amir asked. “Quinn?”

“Someone is breaking into the house,” Quinn said. “They have set up a teleportation blocker, preventing teleportation out, and have disabled all surveillance and communication equipments in the house.”

“Can you do that stasis thing you did?” Amir asked, his hands frantically going over the panel in front of him. “Don’t tell me Alexander didn’t have any emergency arrangements in place.”

Again, the use of Alexander instead of Selwood. 

“I have stopped them by using a stasis field, but it won’t hold them for long. Mr. Selwood did have emergency arrangements in place, but they are coded to his DNA, Mr. Rahal.”

Of course, they were. Why should that be surprising? The paranoid bastard!

“What’s going on?” Isabel stood at the entrance to the room they were in, in her dressing gown, looking pale and afraid. One hand was over her swollen belly. 

“It looks like the State has found us,” Lucas said, even as the true hopelessness of their situation crashed down on him. 

“Quinn, you have to get him out of here!” Amir said, pointing at Lucas. 

“There’s a teleportation blocker–” Quinn began.

“Can’t you just teleport a cryo cell in?” Lucas asked. The words out of his mouth surprised him. He hadn’t thought about it. He had never even expected that he would ever speak those words. But wasn’t it better than being captured by the State?

“No!” Amir said. “There has to be another way!” He got up, and pulled Isabel into the room. “Can you seal this room, Quinn?” He looked at Isabel. “Is Jia here?”

“No, she has the day off,” Isabel said, and Lucas felt relief crash over him. At least the nurse wouldn’t get caught in this. 

“I can set up a stasis field, but it won’t hold beyond an hour,” Quinn said. “They can disable me from Mr. Selwood’s office if they know how.” He paused. “I’m afraid I can’t provide any cryo cells, Mr. Hendriks. Not unless I go to the Central Console, and by now, Rose is back to being fully functional, so I can’t risk it.”

“Put up a stasis field around the room,” Amir said grimly “They may break it down, or try and shut you down from Alexander’s office. That’s a chance we will have to take. Not like we can do anything else from here.” He paused. “How many of them are there, and what weapons are they carrying?”

“There are six inside the house, all of them armed with spike guns and erupters.” Quinn said. “Two are outside, guarding the teleportation blocker, and six others are covering the perimeter.” 

“Quinn, can you disable the blocker?” Lucas asked. 

“No, Mr. Hendriks. Mr. Rahal didn’t activate me fully. I can only be inside the house.”

Which was probably why they were caught like this. Sitting ducks.

“Are there any Elite with them?” Lucas asked.

“Ms. Meier is there, Mr. Hendriks,” Quinn replied. 

Elena. Of course. It had to be her. Lucas was suddenly grateful that Niek wasn’t here. The last thing his son needed was to fall into her hands. 

“Can’t you take their weapons or disable them?” Lucas asked.

“I’ve already disabled the weapons, but the equipment they’re using to break the stasis field is unfamiliar to me, and I’m not certain I have time enough to learn its works and disable it.” Quinn sounded apologetic. 

“Close and lock the door, Quinn,” Amir said. “And set up the stasis field, but open a wall to the outside for me before that.”

“What?” Lucas turned to him. “You’re going out? They’ll kill you!”

“There’s some bushes this side,” Amir said. “They may give some cover. If I can get to the teleportation blocker and disable it, we can all escape. They have no weapons, remember? Sitting in here . . . we’re only delaying the inevitable. I have to see what I can do to help.”

“You said something about Alexander’s DNA,” Isabel said. 

“His emergency escape arrangements,” Amir said. “They’re coded to his DNA.”

“But we have his DNA,” Isabel said, her hand still splayed over her belly. It took a moment for Lucas to understand what she meant.

“You mean he was cheating on George?” Amir asked, sounding indignant. Nothing about Isabel cheating on Raul. Probably Raul was already dead when she started sleeping with Alexander.

“No!” Isabel said, her voice emphatic. “It wasn’t like that. It was my fault, really.”

“Last I checked, it takes two people to make a baby,” Lucas said drily, even as a part of him screamed that they had more urgent matters to worry about.

“It was . . .” Isabel flushed. “It was the night David died and Alexander was drunk out of his mind. He didn’t even remember it till . . .” She swallowed. “Anyway, the point is we have his DNA.”

Lucas remembered that night, remembered Alexander talking to him, half-drunk already and telling him he was going to get drunk.

“How can he not remember?” Amir demanded.

“It happens,” Lucas said. He turned to Isabel. “Have you had the babies checked for Ashkii’s?”

Isabel nodded. “The doctor gave me some medicines for that. Why? Is it serious?”

If he were to be entombed in a cryo chamber for the rest of his life, Lucas would still consider his life worthwhile for ensuring no one else would ever suffer from the disease that had taken his daughter. 

“Not if you’re taking the medication,” he said, turning away from her, a strange feeling in his chest. 

“They’re approaching the door.” Quinn’s voice spoke. “They’ll be trying to break in.”

“Show us,” Amir said. “Can you?”

“I can show you only the area outside the door,” Quinn said. “They have disabled all other surveillance.”

“I wish we were in Alexander’s office instead of the media room,” Amir muttered. 

“How would we have known?” Lucas asked. “In any case, it’s done. Quinn, show us what you can.”

The door turned transparent, and Lucas saw Elena Meier standing there, holding out something that looked like a rod into the stasis field.

“She’s siphoning off the power,” Quinn said. “I’ve rerouted the power in the entire house into maintaining that shield, but even then, it won’t hold for longer than an hour.”

A man appeared behind Elena and Amir gasped and screamed.  





Three
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IT TOOK NOLAN A FEW SECONDS to realise what had happened. One moment Dylan was pushing him away and the next he was gone. He stared at the spot where his brother had stood but a second ago and couldn’t understand. It had only been a second. How could Dylan be gone without a trace?

“Nolan,” Xu said, her voice panicked as she gripped his arm, but he shrugged her off absently. Her voice seemed to be coming from far away. Dimly, he was aware that he was trembling, but none of it mattered. 

“Dylan,” he whispered. 

Why wasn’t he crying? Why wasn’t he yelling? Why wasn’t he angry? Why wasn’t he sad? This was Dylan, his twin, who had sacrificed himself for him. He turned his head to look at the Defender who had shot him only to find her unconscious. Who had done that? It must have been Xu. He stared at the unconscious Defender hard. Why didn’t he feel hatred?

“Nolan!” Xu was shaking him now, which was quite pointless since he was already shuddering from head to foot. 

“Dylan,” he whispered again as if by repeating the name, he could bring his brother back, as if the sound of that name would keep this nightmare at bay a little bit longer.

Xu slapped him. Hard. The pain shocked him out of the grief induced stupor he had been in. 

“What?” he asked, louder than he had intended.

“We need to find a way out of here, or we’ll be dead too!” she snapped. 

“Would that be so bad?” he whispered, not realising he was speaking his thoughts aloud. Xu’s expression softened for an instant before hardening again, but her tone was gentle when she spoke.

“Look, I know that perhaps I sound a bit insensitive considering what just happened, but . . . I have a boyfriend and a girlfriend and I want to get back to them . . . and I understand you have a sister, who I’m sure is looking forward to having you back. So, for their sakes, you need to pull yourself together. If we have to fight our way through, you need to be here.”

Ash! How could he have forgotten her? He was all she had left. He had to fight and survive for her and for Dylan who had thrown himself in the way of a disintegrator for Nolan. He was still shaking as he took in the room they were in. The house was in lockdown mode. Quinn had done that much before he had fallen silent. But they had no time to worry about Quinn now. 

“There should be a control room,” he said, forcing his brain to think. “Where they have the teleportation blocker. We should find it.” He paused. “But first we need to do something about them.” He indicated the unconscious Defenders. 

Xu opened one of the doors and peered inside. “Why don’t we put them in there?” 

They dragged the Defenders one by one and dragged them into the room. Nolan picked up the additional disintegrator. If they needed to fight their way out, they would need something more than what they had. 

“What about him?” he asked, pointing at Rupert who was still unconscious. 

“Leave him,” Xu said. “Let’s split up and search for the control room. Once we find it, we can come back and get him. He’s as safe here as anywhere else.”

They found the control room easily. It wasn’t even locked. It was a large room with a long table in the middle with a panel at its head and four chairs around it. One wall was taken up with monitors and Nolan walked towards it, his hand hovering over the panel at the middle at waist height.

“Do you know what you’re doing?” Xu asked, nervous.

“I may not be Amir or Mr. Selwood,” Nolan responded. “But I am not a complete novice.”

He smiled grimly as he saw the open file on one of the monitors. It looked as if the people operating the control room were indeed novices if they felt the need to keep open the instruction manual. 

The building shook. 

“What was that?” Xu’s voice was shaking. “Are they trying to blast the house open?” 

It was very likely, but Nolan had found what they were looking for. 

“Let’s go and bring Rupert,” he said, his eyes scanning the document. “There’s something in here about what to do in case of emergencies. Let’s try that.”

Rupert wasn’t heavy. In fact, he was almost shockingly light. Not surprising considering he had been locked up till recently. Nolan could carry him easily. He couldn’t help but think of his brother as he carried Rupert. It was Dylan who had rescued Rupert, Dylan who had won his trust and allegiance. 

Nolan’s eyes fell on the dead body of Siobhan. He felt no pity for her. Perhaps she had been a victim, and perhaps they should have given her a chance like they did Daniele and Rupert, but Nolan couldn’t see it that way. She had enjoyed inflicting pain on him. Perhaps it was because Elena had brought her up, but Nolan was past pitying the enemy. He could understand his former employer, and he had never been more in sympathy with him than now. 

If he were here, Dylan wouldn’t have died. He would have reminded Dylan that Nolan was indestructible, to stay behind him. 

Nolan forced himself not to think of his brother as he entered the control room. He laid Rupert on the table, and beckoned Xu to approach it as well. 

“Sit down,” he said, taking a seat at the head of the table. “The instructions say to activate the panel in case of emergency and to be seated at the table when we do that.”

Xu sat down, gingerly, her hands gripping the
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