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The cities in Loki’s realm are thriving, and the human population is growing rapidly. If something isn’t done to stop them, they will soon outnumber the Nephilim people. It is up to him to do it—he has a plan. They will die!

If the growing human population isn’t enough for him to deal with, now Gerald’s son, Markus, wants to marry one of the filthy creatures. He can’t stop him. If he denies the brat his blessing, he will marry the girl out of defiance. Unknown to him, the conclusion of the wedding vows is the signal the Igigi have set in place, to abduct Earthling wives of their own.

Starving the creatures has failed. They have survived by eating weeds and grass, and worse—they’ve thrived. He moves to Plan-B, and hires geneticists and virologists to create a bioweapon, and release it upon the human population, then he orders the Nephilim leaders that no aid is to be given to the infected humans.

All his work is for naught, disasters come in threes, and this time it is sure to wipe out the human scum. Astronomers have spotted a large comet that is on a collision course with Earth. The impact will be an extinction-level event. He announces that their mission has come to an end, and begins evacuating the planet, but only for those who are pure of blood. The Earthling wives and their half-breed children are to be abandoned to fate.

He forces Gerald to swear an oath. That he will not warn the humans of the coming disaster, or save them—an impossible task. This isn’t the first time Gerald has been faced with a difficult task. With the help of his companions, Lucy, and the Orion, he will attempt to save as many as he can.
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Chapter 1
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The Calypso enters Mars orbit. The comm officer announces, “Marcus, report to cargo hold one.” He has been anxiously awaiting the announcement since the day he transferred to the cargo ship from the space station. Mars base was abandoned prior to being hit by a severe dust storm, decades ago in Earth years. It is hardly a drop in the bucket in Nibirian time.

Even though there is no one on Mars and the base is no longer needed, his grandfather, King Anu, has ordered him to survey the damage and report back to him. He puts on his helmet, does the final check on his spacesuit, and leaves his cabin, carrying a single tote filled with clothing. He heads aft in the main corridor, passing the crew cabins and the ship’s galley.

The pressure door leading into the forward hold is standing open. He passes through it, into the cargo hold, and crosses it to the far end to where the airlock is located. The inner door is open. Inside it is a drop pod, its launch cradle, and a technician to help him get settled inside it. The thought of using a drop-pod shakes him to his core. They are, at best, a turbulent ride down to the surface with no control. The guidance computer follows preprogrammed instructions with no means of changing course. The cockpit is devoid of controls and instruments. Ascent and descent is literally, the monkey throws the switch.

His uncle, Loki, has denied him the use of a shuttlecraft, the crew to operate it, and a support team. The unspoken reason for the denial is the rivalry between him and his father. It isn’t just his father that his uncle hates, he hates him too. What better way for him to tell his nephew that he hopes he is a victim of a terrible accident that results in his death, than by making him go down to the surface of Mars, sealed in a steel coffin that is sure to kill him? 

The techie holds her arms out to stop him from entering the airlock. She does a final check on his spacesuit, its helmet seal, and the rebreather, then she lets him enter the airlock. She takes his bag, stows it behind the single seat, then helps Marcus strap into the seat harness. He connects his spacesuit’s life-support to the drop-pod, then he jacks into the comm port, turns the power on, and adjusts the volume level and squelch until it is free of static.

The techie does the final check inside the drop-pod cockpit, then she closes and locks the canopy. He gives her a thumbs up, then uses his comm to say, “Bridge, Drop One is ready to deploy.”

“Bridge copies, Drop One ready to deploy, five minutes, twenty seconds until drop.” The technician pulls the final safety pins and leaves the airlock. She closes the inner door, and begins pumping the air out of the airlock. When it is in complete vacuum, she opens the outer door. The launch cradle extends, pushing the drop-pod out of the airlock, into space. Then it rotates the pod to launch position.

“Drop One, three minutes to drop.” 

It is too late to chicken out now. If he was going to do it, he should have done it before he got into the pod. Hell, I should never have gone on this mission. Sitting inside the pod is a lot like being sealed inside a coffin, closed in on all sides with barely enough room to move. At least, it has a window to see out.

During the wars on Nibiru, soldiers were deployed to hot spots using drop-pods. They were sealed into units similar to the one he is in, with the exception of them not having a window. Thousands of them were dropped with a moment’s notice. The chance of reaching the surface alive, or with the pod intact, was less than fifty percent. He has been told that most of the losses resulted from enemy fire—he seriously doubts that. If it were so, they would be more commonly used. They are less costly than using a shuttlecraft, and can land on any terrain. Since the wars ended, salvaged units have been used to drop emergency supplies to the surface of planets from orbit—not people. He is one of only a handful of people to have the honor of being sent to the surface of a planet in them since the great war ended.

“One minute to drop, the guidance computer has the final updates. Prepare to deploy!” Prepare how? There is literally nothing for him to do, except maybe say a prayer to the Creator. He has never said a prayer in his life, and isn’t going to start now, maybe later—if he survives. “Thirty seconds to drop, commencing final countdown.”

He glances at the chronometer on the left arm of his spacesuit. It is a mistake. Temporal distortion hits him; time has slowed to nearly a stop. Each second counted down on the digital display seems to take an eternity. “Ten, nine, eight...”

The countdown reaches zero, Marcus pushes the launch button, and says, “And the monkey throws the switch.” The clamps on the launch cradle release the drop-pod, then thrusters fire accelerating it away from the Calypso, and down towards the planet. Frak! No one has told him that the pods don’t have inertia dampers. The gee-force threatens to pull him out of the seat. The only thing keeping him in it is the acceleration harness.

The thrusters stop firing, leaving him in zero gravity. The drop-pod enters the Martian atmosphere, the ablative coating on the skin of the pod burns away with a fiery red glow. There are no instruments he can look at to tell his altitude, rate of descent, or velocity. All he has is his view of the ground, and it is coming up fast. Explosive bolts fire, separating the cap from the top of the capsule, and the drogue chute inside it deploys, opens, and pulls the main parachute from its canister.

The parachute opens, jolting the pod. Ahead of him is a crater, filled with a lake of ice. The spaceport and biodome, have just come into view. If the pod’s rate of descent continues, there is no way he is going to land anywhere near his targeted landing zone. A red light on the enunciator panel lights up with a warning, Guidance System Failure, confirming his suspicion. Now what? There isn’t a damn thing I can do until after I am on the ground.

“Drop One, we are receiving a Guidance System Failure from your pod. Our technicians are working on a solution.”

“There isn’t time! Do something, before I crash.”

“Our technicians are working on it, stand by for instructions.”

Frak! If he waits for them, he is going to die. He looks around the cramped cockpit, searching for anything that can help him. Between his legs is a triangular handle with yellow and black stripes. An ejection handle? No, it has a tag that clearly says, Emergency Descent. He pulls it. For a second, nothing happens, then the main parachute separates from the drop pod, and he is in freefall with no control, and with the ground coming up fast.

“Drop One, our technicians recommend that you take no action. They are attempting to reprogram the guidance computer.”

“Calypso, be advised that I’ll be on the ground any second. I’ve initiated...” The descent thrusters fire, and the landing struts deploy. Gee forces, and violent shaking prevent him from finishing his reply. The pod is over the crater, decelerating hard, and fast. The landing pads touch down, and the thruster stops firing. “Calypso, I’m on the ground.”

“We copy, touchdown successful. We are leaving orbit, and returning to Nibiru. Call Mission Control to arrange transportation to Earth when your mission is complete.”

Great, they aren’t going to stick around long enough to see if I make it to the biodome, much less long enough to see if it is habitable. There are no rockets left at the spaceport. They were all evacuated to Earth before the storm hit. The drop-pod is in no condition to return to orbit with its faulty computer. He is stuck here, until his uncle decides he has been punished long enough. That can be a very long time.

He pulls the canopy release handle. The locking latches release, and pneumatic actuators push it open. Next, he unfastens his seat harness, disconnects the comm connection, and disconnects from the pod’s life support. He stands on the floorboard, turns around, and bends over. Then he pulls his tote bag out from behind the seat. He drops it to the ground, sits on the canopy sill, then hops down onto the ice.

He lands in a puddle of melt water that is only a few centimeters deep and quickly refreezing, picks up his bag, and starts walking in the direction of the biodome.

Near the rim of the crater is a shuttlecraft. How in the seven hells did it get here? There was no mention of it in the log books prior to the base being abandoned. It couldn’t have arrived during or after the storm. It is covered with dust, as if it has been here a long time. From its outward appearance, it is undamaged. All of the registry markings, which could be used to identify which ship it came from, have been removed.

Curiosity gets the best of him; he has to know more. Creator willing, and if the ship, by some miracle, still has power, it can be used as a temporary shelter. It may even be his ticket off planet. He approaches the shuttlecraft. A closer inspection reveals no external damage, but at the very least, he is going to have to clean out the dust from the thruster modules and main boosters. Surely there are tanks of compressed gas that he can salvage from the biodome dome, and use to blow out the dust. 

The boarding steps are still lowered from their last use. He climbs them to the exterior airlock door. He wipes the dust from the control panel. It still has power, with a status light showing the internal pressure is equalized. He presses the Door Open pressure plate. It takes a moment for the door lock mechanism to retract, and the door to open. With the ship still having power, there is a good chance that there is breathable air inside.

He enters the airlock and presses the door closed button. The exterior door closes and seals, and light panels dimly illuminate the chamber. Next, he presses the pressure plate to cycle the air inside the airlock. Pumps begin the process of pumping out the Martian atmosphere, and replacing it with what he hopes is breathable air. He isn’t going to remove his helmet until he is absolutely positive that the air is safe to breathe.

The pumps are extremely slow, as if there is insufficient power to operate them. If so, it also confirms that the ship has been here for a long time. He considers using the emergency pump, and manually pumping the air out of the airlock, but after several agonizing minutes, they finish evacuating the air and stop, then valves open, and air fills the airlock.

There is pressure on the other side of the airlock door, more so than the Martian atmosphere. Marcus opens the door, and steps through it into the similarly dimly illuminated cabin. It is clean inside, free of the red dust that covers the exterior of the ship. It looks as if it was lived in, but there are no personal possessions left behind. The aft portion has a hydroponic garden with inbu vines, which have been allowed to grow wild for years, maybe decades.

He removes his comp from its pouch and uses its sensors to scan the air. It is mostly a mix of nitrogen and oxygen, with a small amount of carbon dioxide. The inside air temperature is cold, but above freezing. As far as he can tell, it is safe for him to remove his helmet. He releases the helmet seal, twists the helmet a quarter turn to his left, and raises it over his head. Then he takes a breath, inhaling through his nose, ready to put his helmet back on. The air is cold, stale, but breathable. Cleaning or replacing the filters will take care of it.

He sets his helmet down on a table, and goes forward into the cockpit. Strange, most of the instrument glass is missing, but the instrument cluster looks otherwise undamaged. He sits on the pilot seat, and turns on instrument power. The instruments come to life, and illuminate. The fuel quantity indicator shows that the fuel tanks are full—strange, very strange. As he suspected, the remaining charge in the power cells is very low. It is a miracle that they have any power at all, and if they can still hold a charge, there is a good chance that they can be recharged.

“Creator, just do this one thing for me!” He moves the APU switch from Stop to Run. The cabin lights dim for a moment with the starter drawing power from the reserves. The APU starts, long dormant generators turn providing power to charge the batteries, provide lighting, and run the environmental control system. Warm fresh air circulates into the cabin. The filters don’t need to be changed; the staleness is from the ship sitting a long time without the air circulating.

Marcus opens the computer file containing the log entries. It has been scrubbed clean. He turns it off, and looks through the dust-covered cockpit windows, at the crater rim. With the lower gravity, he can scale the wall much faster than if he was on Earth, but it will still take him at least an hour to do it. After making the climb, he still has to walk to the spaceport, and beyond that, to the biodome. A glint of reflected light catches his eye. What is this? Hidden in the shadow of the crater’s rim, a short distance from the shuttlecraft is a small domed structure, a biodome.

He has enough daylight hours remaining to explore the small biodome. Tomorrow, first thing in the morning, he will scale the crater wall, and survey the damage at the abandoned outpost. He goes aft, retrieves his helmet, and puts it on. He twists it to his right, the neck seals lock in place, and air flows into the helmet. He leaves the APU running, it will take hours for it to fully charge the batteries. He enters the airlock and closes the inner door.

The lights are much brighter than they were when he first entered the airlock, and the pumps pump out the air much faster. They turn off after running thirty seconds, then valves open to let the Martian air inside. A green light on the control panel illuminates to let him know that the pressure inside the chamber has equalized with the outside atmosphere. He presses the Door Open pressure plate, and the hatch opens.

He climbs down the boarding steps to the ground, then walks around the nose of the shuttlecraft. The object is definitely a domed structure. The dust covered transparent panels are almost invisible against the background. He walks to it; it is completely intact, and according to the control panel next to the door, it is pressurized. The dust covered photovoltaic panels must be getting enough light to provide power. He takes a few minutes to go to them and wipe the dust from them with his gloved hand.

When he returns, the panel lights are brighter, and there are lights on inside the dome. He presses the airlock’s Door Open pressure plate; pumps pump out the air, valves cycle to fill the chamber with Martian, then air exterior door opens. He enters it; there is barely enough room for two suited people to fit inside it. He presses the Close Door pressure plate. The door closes, and the airlock pumps cycle, pumping out the air, then filling it with what he hopes is breathable air. When the pumps are finished cycling the airlock, he opens the inner door, and walks inside.

He doesn’t know what to expect, but finding the remains of a garden isn’t on the list. There are remains of various greens, other vegetables, and flowers that are long dead from neglect. He touches a plant, and it crumbles to dust. The dome isn’t large, thirty meters in diameter; there is barely enough room for a garden with a little space left over to walk around. It is obvious that it was being used to extend the living area for whoever lived aboard the shuttlecraft.

In the center of the dome is a patch of soil that looks as if it has been freshly dug. With the protection the biodome provides, it could have been dug a millennia ago and it would look the same. He retrieves a trowel from the garden table, and uses it to dig up the buried object. Whatever it is, the person who buried it didn’t want anyone accidently finding it

Three decimeters down, he finds the hidden object. He carefully clears the dirt away, and removes it. Strange, why is a dress buried here? It couldn’t have belonged to any of the Igigi who were imprisoned in the biodome. There were no females among them. The dress is somehow familiar, it is a simple dress, white with short sleeves, and with different color flowers embroidered around its hem and collar. He is certain that he has never seen it, or its like before. Perhaps his mother can tell him something about it, or at least the type of person who would wear it, or make it. If anyone can, she can. There isn’t anyone whom he knows of that is more knowledgeable about ladies’ fashion and accessories than she is.

He leaves the biodome, and returns to the shuttlecraft. Once he is inside, he removes his helmet. The air is much fresher and no longer has the odor of long-time abandonment. The water tanks are full and have thawed enough to provide drinking water. He is surprised to find the pantry fully stocked, and the food is perfectly preserved. He was wondering if he was going to have to do without food until he could salvage some from the biodomes, or return to the drop-pod and retrieve the emergency rations and survival gear stored inside the seat pack.

He closes the inner airlock door, and removes his spacesuit and hangs it on the storage rack. Whoever was living here, took their spacesuits with them when they left. The only one hanging on the rack belongs to him. He has time to kill, so he goes back to the cockpit and runs the system diagnostic checks. The power cells are charging, and holding their charge. All diagnostic tests pass. All that is needed is a little cleaning, and he has his ride home without having to wait for his uncle to send someone to pick him up.

Marcus wakes in the morning feeling refreshed. He gets two ration bars from the pantry, eats them, and drinks his fill of water. He checks the power cell charge level. They are recovering, but still need more charging time. He decides to leave the APU running, puts on his spacesuit and helmet, and exits the ship.

He walks in the direction of the small biodome that was used as a garden. Is it a coincidence that it is in the direction of the prison? His father once told him that there are no such thing as coincidences, everything has a purpose. From the looks of it, the biodome has been constructed from leftover construction material from the main dome, and the solar panels are spares from inventory. It explains the shortages he has found, but nothing he has found during his exploration explains how the shuttlecraft got here, and who was aboard it.

The rim of the crater is not as daunting as it appears from the shuttlecraft. He has been expecting a vertical climb to get over the rim. Instead, it is a gentle slope most of the way to the top where there are crevasses, which are wide enough to drive a crawler through, that lead all the way up to the surface. There is a faint hint of what looks like tracks, but most of them have been erased from the dust storm that enveloped the planet. They solve the mystery as to how the construction materials got to the frozen lake shore, structural supports, glass panels, photovoltaic panels, wiring, and a complete airlock. They have been transported here, by members of the construction crew, with a crawler pulling a trailer.

Marcus’ inspection of the Martin facilities reveals that the spaceport is undamaged. Its hangars, fuel tanks, and control center are completely intact. All that is needed to return it to operation is a good dusting and staffing with people. The biodome had a major blowout. There is no structural damage, so it is highly doubtful that it was caused by being hit with debris. He isn’t here to determine how it happened. He is here is to do a damage survey, and to make a list of the supplies needed to return it to service. If he had to take a guess as to what caused it, he would say, too many pencil-whipped inspections.

The Igigi were supposed to perform regular inspections of the structural members and retorque any loose bolts. From the way the panels look, the wind caused loose structural members to shift enough for the inside pressure to blowout the glass panels. There is no broken glass inside the dome, which would indicate that the glass panels were hit by debris and shattered.

The smaller utility domes and barracks are intact, and the refining equipment is undamaged. They can be used as temporary habitats if King Anu decides to have the base repaired and returned to operation. The best news is, the crawlers are undamaged, and their power cells are fully charged. He doesn’t have to walk back to the shuttlecraft, he can ride.

He climbs aboard a crawler that is already hooked up to a trailer, and drives it to the maintenance area. He loads a maintenance stand, ten bottles filled with compressed nitrogen, two thirty-meter air hoses, a blower, and a general-purpose toolkit. With everything he needs to return the shuttlecraft to operation, loaded aboard the trailer, he returns to the shuttlecraft.
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Adam and Tia are raised as if they are Nephilim children, learning to read, write, and speak the Nibirian language. Gerald teaches Adam construction, herding, and basic mathematics. Tia learns herbs, cooking, healing, gardening, dressmaking, and cosmetics from Stella and Ariel.  

Akira, Shep, and Dumuzi are like older brothers to Adam. The four young men are rarely seen apart. On the rare occasions there is trouble, all four of them are involved. There are no sisters for Tia to look up to, but she is not without her peers. Bubbles has a big influence on her behavior. She teaches her about sex, especially the ways of pleasing men, so it is not unexpected that she gets pregnant, practicing what she has learned with her half-brother, Adam.

Ariel knows about Gerald’s involvement in the creation of Adam and Tia—DNA does not lie. He is not just their adopted father; he is without a doubt their natural father. Undoubtedly, there are other hybrid births between Nephilim men and primitive Earthling females, but as far as she knows, Adam and Tia are the first two of the new species, homo sapiens, that are raised as Nephilim children.

Gerald calls his family together for a meeting. He says, “Adam and Tia are not Neanderthals. They are civilized beings, and as such do not belong anywhere near the mines.”

The primitive workers have been working in the mines for generations. How is it that Adam and Tia are different from the other Nephilim? It doesn’t matter, they are her children. Stella says, “I don’t want my son and daughter working in the mines either. What will they do to make a living? If not here, with us, wherever they reside?” 

“I’ll have a house built for them in Eridu, and provide Adam with a flock of goats and cattle to herd.”

Ariel says, “Tia has the knowledge she needs to grow food crops. She knows which herbs to use for healing, and thanks to Stella, she knows which ones are best for seasoning food.”

Tamera says, “I taught her how to make love potions.”

Ella gives her a nudge, and says, “That isn’t helping.”

Gerald says, “Then, it is agreed. They will move to their new home, as soon as it is constructed.”

****

ADAM AND TIA ARE AN immediate hit among the people of Eridu. Everyone takes time out of their schedule to visit with the new beings. They are an unexpected jump in evolution—a miracle. Their outward appearance is similar to that of the primitive workers, with the biggest difference being that they are fully clothed. The Neanderthal wear loin cloths, or more commonly do without, and wrap themselves in cloaks made of animal hides to stay warm on the coldest days.

What sets them apart, other than dwelling in a luxurious house, is their command of the Nephilim language, the ability to read, and write—Adam keeps meticulous records, mathematics, knowledge of science, the ability to make decisions, and they perform complex tasks without being told what to do and how to do it.

The Neanderthal also think for themselves, but to a lesser degree. They speak using simple sentences, have no written or spoken language, and cannot perform math, or complex tasks. They have the intelligence to reason, but have to be told what to do, and taught how to do it. They are perfect for being used as thralls.

The new beings, homo sapiens or humans as Gerald likes to call them, are indistinguishable from the Nephilim. Adam tends herds of cattle and goats, Tia gardens, makes fashionable clothing, healing salves and elixirs, love potions that work, and she tends a bountiful garden that is second to Ariel’s garden in Eden.

Word of a new species of humans, who live as civilized beings, spreads to the other cities, and their residents come to see the miracle. Loki learns of Adam and Tia from Morgana, and goes to see them himself. It must be an exaggeration, perhaps it is thralls dressed to look like them. Either way, he is going to find out.

Loki is forced to fly his aircar. Word has spread about what happens to the people he hires—they end up dead. True to her word, Morgana killed the last three drivers he hired, four if you count Charlie. Like him, she castrated them, taking both balls and penis, before slashing their throats. His father has made it clear to him, he can’t kill the bitch without joining her in death. Because of her, no one will work for him, at any reasonable wage—they want hazard pay on top of their already too high salary. Frak them! I’ll drive the aircar myself.

He lands his aircar on the southwest corner of the city, near the market square. That way, if he is asked, he can use the excuse, that he came to town to pick up supplies which are not readily available in his city of Nippur. His true purpose is more sinister. He is here to see the freaks.

He walks to the address multiple sources report as being the home of Adam and Tia. Rumor has it that his half-brother and sister-in-law have adopted them, and raised them as if they are their own children, and that it is Stella who gave them their names. The name Adam, he can understand with it meaning Man of Earth. Technically, that name applies to all of the male slaves. But, naming the girl Tia, short for Tiamat, is an outright insult. It is blasphemy to name her after the Nephilim creator.

He can’t imagine them in living in anything better than a hastily erected lean-to, or perhaps a hut assembled from salvaged pre-fabricated housing units which were used to house Eridu’s first colonists. He comes to the address in his comp. It cannot be! He checks the housing number against the one on his computer tablet—It is a match. Frak!

The house is a multi-level house, a mansion, made of white marble. Behind it is an extensive garden filled with herbs, fruit trees, vegetable crops, and a fenced-off corral with goats and cattle that is not less than ten hectares. Sitting in the shade of an apple tree is a young man and woman. Blast it to hell! They are wearing clothing as if they are masters, not slaves.

At least the girl is fat. No, not fat, she is pregnant. If this is indeed a new species of Earthlings, and the child she is carrying is his... their offspring will multiply like a colony of rats and spread to all of the cities. It must be stopped! It is up to him. His brother isn’t going to do anything about them, hell their very existence has the taint of more interference in the primate’s evolution from Gerald and Ariel. He stomps away from the dwelling, returns to his aircar, and takes off.

Loki decides against returning to his home. Getting rid of Adam and Tia is official business, and therefore needs a business setting. He lands his aircar at the spaceport in Nippur. His vehicle is surrounded by security forces before he finishes shutting down the engines. Since the last fiasco and security breach, he has increased security ten-fold.

The special tactics team recognize their commander, but still hold him at gunpoint, and escort him to the security gate. They have their orders. They are to shoot to kill anyone who attempts to thwart the security protocols—no exceptions!

The Destiny AI says, “Place your right eye over the retina scanner eye cup.”

“Damn it! I’m in a hurry. This is an emergency, let me in!”

“I have my orders; all personnel require positive identification prior to being admitted to Mission Control—no exceptions.”

“Who gave you those orders?”

“Commander Loki. Son and heir of King Anu of Nibiru.”

“You know damned well that I am Loki. Those orders don’t pertain to me. Now let me in!”

“Proof of identity is required—no exceptions. This is your last warning. Place your eye over the retina scanner.”

The security team look at their commander hopefully, and the sergeant in charge says, “Ready arms, prepare to fire.”

“Blast it to bloody hell!” Loki puts his right eye over the retinas scanner.

His eye is scanned, then after an eternity, the AI says, “Enter your security code, and place your right hand on the biometric scanner.”

He uses the keypad next to the biometric sensor to enter his security code, then places his right hand on the sensor plate, and grumbles, “When I get inside, you and I are going to have a talk about who is in charge.”

The rear entrance to the mission control center opens, and the security team, thankfully, lower their weapons. Bouts of anger are common with the Anunnaki, especially with Loki, but since the Tablet of Destiny was stolen, they are frequently subjected to his bouts of rage. If it wasn’t for their pay and extravagant employment benefits, they would quit.

Loki enters the building and goes straight to his office. He will deal with the security team, and the malfunctioning computer later. First, he has a more urgent problem to deal with—Adam and Tia. He says, “Destiny, open a comm channel with my father. Tell the comm tech that answers that it is urgent that I speak with him.” He leans back on his executive chair, and waits, staring at the viewscreen mounted to the wall.

It is almost an hour later before King Anu appears on the comm screen. He looks down at his son, and says, “Oh, it is you. I am expecting a comm call from your brother, Peyton. The space station’s sensors have detected an increase of volcanic activity in the southern polar region. There haven’t been any eruptions—yet, but a long dormant chain of volcanoes has suddenly become active. He thinks the increase of activity may be the result of a shift in plate tectonics. He would like someone on the ground to look into it.

“So, what is it that you have done this time? And before you ask, the answer is no, I am not going to punish your wife for killing the men you sent to rape her. This is the last time I am going to warn you not to piss her off!”

“Volcanic activity outside my realm is Gerald’s problem. I believe his son Seth, is a geologist and volcanologist, and his wife, Naomi is a climatologist. They can deal with it. I didn’t call to talk about Morgana, it is Gerald and Ariel that I am concerned with. Their experiments have gone too far! They have created a set of freaks that are posing as if they are Nephilim. They are wearing our clothing, herding cattle, and raising crops. I hear tell that the male can read and write. Hell, my brother has built them a home that is better and larger than any other house in the five cities.”

“Surely, you are exaggerating.”

“I’ve seen the freaks with my own eyes. The girl is pregnant. Soon, there will be more of them!”

“I’ll talk to Gerald and Ariel. End comm.” The viewscreen goes blank.

****

THE HARDEST PART ABOUT cleaning the forward thruster modules is having to move the maintenance stand to clean each of the eight individual modules to do it. The actual process of cleaning the them is easy, open the valve on the nitrogen tank, drag the hose out to uncoil it, then climb the ladder and reach over to the thrusters, and squeeze the handle on the blower. Compressed gas shoots out of the nozzle, blowing out the dust. 

When he finishes cleaning the module, he releases the handle, climbs down the maintenance stand, repositions it, and repeats the process on the
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