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      There was a cyborg in her front yard.

      Jianna hit the brakes hard, and her bicycle skidded to a stop just short of the path to the porch.

      Had she seen Jianna? She must’ve heard the bike’s tires scraping on asphalt, but hadn’t looked in Jianna’s direction.

      The cyborg stood motionless under the dogwood tree, staring at the house like she was waiting for something to happen.

      Or maybe she was spying on Jianna’s father, who was clearly home, as every window in the house was blazing with light.

      The woman’s face was beautiful where it wasn’t marred by burn scars: high cheekbones, full lips, olive skin; her black hair was parted sharp and straight down the middle. But where her jaw met her neck, flesh gave way to metal. Not smooth titanium like Lucian’s. This was a patchwork of dull, battered plates. Different alloys, clearly scavenged. Some edges jagged. Some parts corroded. The metal vanished beneath her gray uniform, but Jianna couldn’t shake the image: a human head bolted onto a scavenged machine.

      Was there anything left beneath the fabric except circuits and steel?

      Jianna had seen this cyborg before, on the Elysia. Aurelius had left it to stand guard as she’d worked in the ship’s lab when his right-hand android, Lucian, was needed elsewhere.

      The cyborg blinked. A weird, stuttering movement, as if her eyelids had to remember how to work.

      Then she turned and saw Jianna.

      No sign of recognition.

      Jianna got off her bike, wheeling it up to the porch and leaning it against the railing. The cyborg watched, unnaturally still, except for another of those slow, stuttering blinks.

      Should she wave? Say something?

      Or should she ignore the cyborg, the way that Aurelius seemed to?

      Jianna had no idea what orders Aurelius might have given when it came to her father or herself. But she was sure they’d be to Aurelius’ benefit and not hers.

      She walked up the steps, not looking at the cyborg. Five. Four. Three.

      Then she bolted for the door.

      She half expected the cyborg to run toward her.

      But it didn't move it all. Just watched her in that creepy way they all had.

      The front door was unlocked. She flung it open hard enough that it banged against the wall. She closed it fast, locking it. She had no doubt that if the cyborg wanted to get in, some wood and hinges wouldn't withstand the strength in those mechanical arms.

      “Dad?”

      No response.

      “Dad!”

      Then she heard a sound from the kitchen.

      She made her way down the hallway and entered.

      Soren stood at the counter with his back to her. He was chopping vegetables.. Two enormous bowls sat beside him, both overflowing. Carrots, celery, onions, sweet peppers, yams—more food than the two of them could eat in a week.

      “Why is there a cyborg in our front yard?”  she asked.

      Soren didn't turn around. He just kept chopping. “Security.”

      Jianna stared at his back. “We've never needed security before. Did someone threaten you?”

      “Security precaution. Aurelius insisted.”

      Soren lifted the cutting board and dumped the vegetables into one of the already overflowing bowls. Chunks of carrot and celery tumbled over the sides and bounced onto the floor near his feet.

      He didn't bother to pick them up.

      He just grabbed an onion and started chopping. Skin and all. What was going on?

      “Are we having company?” Jianna asked.

      “I invited Michel and Camilla over for dinner, remember?”

      She frowned. “Tonight?”

      The knife hovered over the onion. “I can't remember.”

      Then he went back to chopping.

      What was going on? He’d been working around the clock since the Aurora Event. Sleeping in his office. Coming home only to shower and change clothes. She hadn't seen him for more than five minutes at a time in a couple weeks. And now that he was here, he hadn’t asked how she was. Or where she'd been. Or what she'd been up to. Usually he grilled her for all the details.

      “Can you stop?” she asked. “And look at me?”

      He hesitated. Then turned towards her.

      She’d never seen him look so… uninterested. Not distracted or dulled by exhaustion, but like he genuinely didn’t care about anything around him. Including his own daughter.

      Something was wrong.

      And she had no doubt that something had to do with Aurelius.

      Jianna decided to see if surprise would snap him out of it.

      “Do you know anything about Descendants being taken into custody?” she asked.

      “I haven't heard anything.” Then he asked, in a condescending tone she’d never heard him use before: “Did your little Descendant friend get into trouble with Security?”

      Drugged, maybe? Something that suppressed impulse control while also somehow making you dead inside? Or maybe something that made it easier to dissociate?

      “Has Aurelius ever mentioned being interested in the Descendants?” she pushed.

      Soren fingered the knife. “I’m not even sure Aurelius knows the Descendants exist. He's been so concerned with getting our city up and running again.”

      She grimaced. As far as she was concerned Aurelius wasn't concerned with anything other than himself.

      Time for another curve ball.

      “Do we really need that many vegetables?” Jianna asked.

      “They're good for you.”

      Soren returned to his onion. Jianna opened her mouth, then shook her head and started toward her bedroom to get cleaned up. “Are you going back to the Council after dinner?”

      “No need. Aurelius is taking care of everything.”

      Jianna stopped dead. Then turned around and made her way back to the kitchen. “What do you mean, he’s taking care of everything?”

      “Well, it's his job as Chancellor.”

      Her stomach dropped. “Since when?”

      “We voted on it this afternoon,” Soren said.

      “Why?”

      Soren dumped the more chopped onion onto the mountain of vegetables. “It only makes sense. He's the one with the vision and technological savvy to lead us into the future.”

      Jianna stared at him. “The last time we talked, you practically interrogated me about every dent on Aurelius' ship because you were sure he had an ulterior motive. What happened?”

      Soren glanced over at her. “Sometimes we just have to be practical, my dear. Without Aurelius Hofstadter, we'd have been living like medieval peasants for months. Maybe years.”

      My dear?

      Her father had never called her “my dear.”

      But more than that, he would never bow down to someone like this. And certainly not someone like Aurelius.

      “Bribe or blackmail?” she asked.

      Soren turned toward her, pointing the tip of the knife at her as though punctuating every word. “What are you talking about?”

      His left eye twitched.

      Jianna kept her voice calm. “Did Aurelius Hofstadter bribe you or blackmail you?”

      The eye twitched again, but the knife point wavered. “You wouldn't understand, you're just a child whose curiosity exceeds your caution.”

      That hurt, even though he was clearly not himself. To unleash that accusation when she deserved it was one thing. But Soren Makinde would never say something like that just to score a point.

      “Dad–”

      But Soren turned back to the chopping board and began slicing vegetables again. “The Council also voted Guide Evans off the Council.”

      Jianna’s mouth fell open. “I thought it was important to show the Naturalists that we’re willing to include them, even when they try to keep themselves apart from the rest of society?”

      That had been one of the pillars of his last campaign: opportunities for inclusion, even to those who refused his outstretched hand.

      “I thought you'd be happy,” he said. “Guide Evans is the one who always argues against funding your research.”

      And now he was a hypocrite too?

      Jianna folded her arms across her chest. “The last time I checked, you voted against it too.”

      Soren said nothing. Just chopped. More vegetables on the pile. More on the floor. She couldn't take it anymore. She walked to the nearest cupboard and got out another bowl. “Here.”

      She handed it to him, then grabbed the full bowl and set it on the table.

      Something moved among the vegetables. A tiny beetle, black and shiny. She looked closer. Bits of dirt clung to the carrots. More bugs. Pieces of stem and seed and onion peel mixed in with the food.

      He was still standing there holding the bowl like he didn't know what to do with it. She grabbed it from him and set it on the counter. “Dad?”

      He resumed chopping.

      There was a worm wriggling alongside the carrot. He cut through both. Then he swept up all the pieces, including the worm, and chucked them in the bowl.

      “Dad!”

      Soren turned to look at her. “You can trust Aurelius. He’s going to take care of everything.”

      She threw her arms wide. “What does that mean?”

      “He promised.”

      Soren didn't answer. Simply turned back to the vegetables and started chopping.

      Ignoring her completely.

      Then she remembered the cyborg, watching through the window. Its eyes had seemed biological, but what if its ears were somehow enhanced? Could it hear what they were saying?

      Was her father acting this way because he couldn't tell her what was really going on without alerting Aurelius? Maybe he was trying to tell her something, trusting her to notice his aberrant behavior and figure out the code beneath his words.

      But if there was hidden meaning in what he’d said, she couldn’t see it.

      Which meant that Aurelius had broken her father.
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      Willow ran.

      She kept her hands pressed against the sides of the respirator, making sure it was sealed tight to her face. Her heart kept trying to crawl into her throat and choke her. Or maybe that was the nanites? Maybe they’d penetrated the filters in her mask and were burrowing into her throat with every rasping breath?

      No.

      If that was true, she wouldn't have been able to get away: Aurelius would be controlling her too.

      She glanced behind her. No one was following. But any second now she expected Aurelius or one of his cyborgs to appear and drag her back to the Council chambers. To rip the respirator off her face, hold her down, and force her to inhale his swarm of nanites.

      She could still see them, that oily grey cloud roiling like spores in a storm as they forced themselves into Soren's mouth and nose and ears.

      Aurelius didn’t need to send a cyborg after her. Not when he could send the swarm.

      She looked back again and saw a glint of metallic iridescence in the air.

      She bolted.

      Caught her foot on a broken piece of curb and went flying. She hit the ground hard, her palms skidding against the pavement. She scrambled to her feet, looking back. Was she going to be able to get away?

      Only–

      She hadn't seen nanites at all. It was just a reflected streetlight shining on a metal sign.

      But just because that wasn't them, it didn't mean they weren't coming.

      She ran on, knowing that flight was no protection, not when the enemy was smaller than a gnat and could pass through the smallest crack. And there must have been millions.

      She maintained her free will only because Aurelius hadn't decided to take it from her.

      Yet.

      The massive gates of the Naturalist Quarter loomed ahead. She was almost home.

      Then she spotted the cyborg, standing at the intersection on her side of the street. Between her and the gates.

      There was no way she could get to the gates without it seeing. And she had no doubt that its mechanical limbs were much stronger and faster than her own.

      But the cyborg didn't move. Didn't even seem to notice her. Its gaze stayed fixed on the gates. Watching.

      So she took her chances and ran, screaming like a madwoman. “Open the gate!”

      The iron-reinforced doors swung open. Willow stumbled through to find Bram and Vanye on either side of her, waiting for orders.

      Willow ripped off her respirator. “Bar the doors. Do not open them unless I give you a direct order.”

      Bram stepped forward. “Guide Evans. We've been looking for you. That thing—” he gestured toward the cyborg. “—showed up an hour ago and–”

      “Call an emergency assembly,” Willow gasped. “Now. Everyone is to attend.”

      Then she strode off, not bothering to look back to see if they were following orders. A moment later, the bang of the doors slamming shut, followed by the solid thud of the massive wooden bar falling into its brackets, told her that they had.

      She could sound the literal alarm, but she didn't want to. Not with that cyborg right outside the Quarter’s gates. They didn't have the defenses to fight one of them, and Aurelius had a whole ship’s worth. Not that he’d have to send cyborgs when he had the nanites.

      She glanced up, scanning the air for a metallic shimmer. Any sign of the swarm.

      Nothing. Yet. But that didn't mean they weren't coming.

      Every instinct in her screamed at her to run. But she forced herself to keep an even pace as she approached the Sanctum. Leaders didn't run. Leaders stayed calm. At least, they did if they wanted their community to follow their lead.

      But she couldn’t escape the sick feeling that everyone who looked at her already knew about her flight from the Administration Building. Knew that she had been terrified. That she was still was.

      Aurelius controlled the Council now.

      And that was the right word.

      Control.

      The others had tried to fight, but failed. And afterward, the horrific blankness in their eyes as they had complied with Aurelius’ orders…

      She would rather die than become his puppet.

      Not only did Aurelius own the Council, he had the entire apparatus of Vitruvian City at his command, with his own superior technology to back it up.

      Without Soren, she was completely alone in opposing him.

      What would Mother Basu do?

      Nothing.

      Because Mother Basu had never faced a threat like this. Mother Basu had died at the hands of another of Aurelius Hofstadter's creations.

      What was she supposed to do?

      She had no idea.

      Willow had never felt so lost.

      Footsteps behind her.

      She composed her face, then turned around. A handful of her followers approached from the Sanctum steps. “Guide Evans? Where are Cira and Theo?”

      Willow cleared the lump from her throat. “The Vitruvians refused to release them.”

      “But–”

      She kept walking. By the time she made it to the worship hall, it was a quarter full. A steady stream of people continued to arrive as she climbed the dais and assumed a position of blessing: hands raised, palms toward the gathering crowd, chin high as she looked out over their heads.

      Soon, the hall was full and more spilled out into the hallway. Hundreds of worried faces turned toward her, waiting.

      She lowered her hands, clasping them in front of her, and a shushing spread through the room, silence close on its tail.

      “The Vitruvians–” Willow’s voice caught in her throat. She cleared it. Started again. “The Vitruvians have foolishly embraced the Elysian newcomers and their poisonous technology.”

      She paused, giving them a moment to absorb that before she continued. “The Elysian leader is a cyborg. He gives orders to the Council and is preparing to unleash a technological plague in the air, the water, the food.”

      Silence.

      And then a great rumbling of voices. The questions tumbled together, washing over her like a wave. She couldn't distinguish words. It was just noise.

      She raised her hands again. “Quiet!”

      Thank Mother Basu, they did as instructed.

      “I am invoking our most stringent Quarantine protocols. The Quarter is to be sealed off. All water must be boiled, then purified. Food must be washed, then irradiated with UV light and X-rays.”

      She didn't know if it would be enough, but it was all they had right now.

      “Everyone must wear a respirator outside. And if anyone starts behaving oddly, they are to be isolated and placed in lockdown immediately.”

      “Oddly?” A woman asked.

      “What kind of symptoms should we watch for?” asked another.

      She opened her mouth, then closed it again. If she told them the truth, she wouldn’t be able to contain the panic.

      “Unknown,” Willow said. “Although uncharacteristic behavior does seem to be one of them.”

      “How bad is it?” someone shouted.

      “Is it lethal?”

      “What medicines should we prepare?”

      Willow raised her hands. “It's definitely airborne. That's all I can tell you for now, but as soon as I have answers I will inform you. Lock everything down. Now.”

      She turned toward the back of the dais, toward the door that led into the private section of the Sanctum. But as she stepped into the hallway leading to her chambers, someone said, “Guide Evans.”

      She turned.

      It was one of the Sanctum physicians.

      “Dr. Nilson.”

      “Guide Evans,” he sounded disapproving. “Starting a panic after everyone has been through so much… More fear isn't going to help.”

      Willow drew herself up to her full height and stared down at him. “They should be afraid. And so should you. Because this is only the beginning.”

      His mouth dropped open. Did he think, because he was a physician, he was immune to rebuke?

      “See that everyone in the Sanctum grounds is instructed in the strictest quarantine protocols. I’ll hold you responsible if they’re not.”

      Then she turned her back on him and entered the private area, going straight to her room. When she arrived, she shut herself in the soundproofed meditation chamber and fumbled with the lock until it snapped shut.

      Only then did she allow the screams to come.
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      Michel stood next to the control panel, sweat beading along his hairline despite the morning chill. Through the grimy window, he watched the crowd gathering at the base of the newly-completed transmission tower.

      Some looked excited. Some looked nervous. Others, confused. Michel recognized most of them. Vitruvians who mattered. Dignitaries. Council members. Community leaders. And there was a band. Aurelius had invited a band, to entertain everyone at what Aurelius had referred to as a “ribbon cutting” ceremony. But they were here to power up the transmission tower for the first time. What did ribbons have to do with it?

      “Magnificent turnout, isn't it?” Aurelius asked, grinning.

      Michel nodded, though the crowd wasn't that large. No more than a couple hundred people. But then, Aurelius had spent centuries on a ship with just his crew. This might be the biggest crowd he'd seen in a long time.

      Beyond the crowd, he counted six of Aurelius' cyborgs. Just watching. How did they stand so still? Even their biological parts didn’t move, no fidgeting with their natural hands, no shifting weight from their original feet to their mechanical ones. And completely expressionless, no matter what you said to them. It was impossible to tell what they were thinking or feeling.

      They were more like robots than Aurelius’ android, Lucian.

      There was a time when he would’ve taken that as a sign of Aurelius’ genius. But now it seemed like a sick joke.

      If there were more cyborgs lurking out there at the edges of the crowd, he couldn't see them from where he was standing.

      Aurelius had seemed his usual self this morning. Which made Michel think Aurelius hadn't figured out that he'd learned the actual cause of the radiation storm that had crippled the city. But now he knew that Aurelius was deceptively good at hiding things. Maybe he was playing Michel for the fool.

      Maybe the cyborgs were here to kill him if he tried to tell anyone what he’d found.

      He swallowed hard and tried to breathe normally, but somehow each inhale and exhale seemed unnaturally loud, until he felt like he was wheezing. Surely Aurelius was picking up on that?

      He sucked in a breath and held it in his lungs, hoping that the extra oxygen would calm him down. Caught sight of Jianna’s father and the rest of the Council standing beside the tower. They were all smiling vacantly and waving occasionally at people in the crowd.

      If he didn't know better, he'd think they were all high. Except that when Valencia was smoking canni, she got giggly. And Raul could barely keep his eyes open.

      But Councilors wouldn’t do that right before a public appearance, would they?

      Aurelius stepped out of the shed, raising his hand. Michel didn't know what to do. The crowd quieted. Feeling their attention on him, Michel stiffened, resisting the urge to fidget.

      Aurelius lowered his hand, smiled at all the guests. “Welcome everyone. As your newly-elected Chancellor⁠—”

      Michel’s fingers tightened around the edge of the control panel as he forced his face to remain neutral.

      Chancellor?

      When had that happened?

      But he wasn’t the only one who was hearing the news for the first time. Many in the crowd looked surprised. Or confused. Or incredulous. Several of them moved toward the Councilors, all of whom watched Aurelius like dogs hoping to be tossed a treat.

      Would Jianna’s father have told her what was really going on?

      “—it’s an honor to be here with you at the inauguration of a new era. Not just in communications—” Aurelius gestured toward the tower. “—but in your planet's evolution. This is only the beginning. We’re going to revolutionize every industry, every piece of infrastructure, every aspect of life on DaVinci, until we are the most technologically advanced civilization that humanity has ever built.”

      He paused and the crowd applauded politely.

      When it stopped, Aurelius continued. “The moment I stepped on DaVinci I knew that–”

      Michel's mind drifted to the half-melted probe that was now locked in a small storage room in the Vault. After the crew brought it in, Michel had erased the job from the logs. He’d told the crew it was a communication drone that had malfunctioned.

      He'd never lied to his crewmates before. It made him feel queasy.

      But if he told them the truth, they’d go to Aurelius. And not only would Michel be in danger, so would they.

      How could Aurelius let word get out that the Aurora Event hadn’t been a radiation storm, but his deliberate attack on the city?

      Once it was secure, Michel had downloaded every bit of weather satellite data available from the day of the radiation storm. What he’d found confirmed that the ionizing radiation had been localized over Vitruvia City. There hadn’t been a flicker anywhere else that day, as far as the weather satellites could detect.

      He glanced at Jianna’s father a third time. He had wanted to tell Jianna as soon as he’d discovered it, but Aurelius had called him back for a double shift to complete the tower, and he’d been afraid that if he claimed to be too sick to take the shift, Aurelius would figure out that Michel was onto him.

      But maybe today he could grab a moment with Councilor Makinde. Even if Aurelius was watching.

      “Mr. Lombardi?”

      Michel’s shoulders jerked involuntarily as he looked up.

      “Are you all right?” Aurelius towered over him, looking down. He was still smiling, but he seemed annoyed.

      Michel flushed. “Sorry. I was going over everything in my head one last time, in case we missed something with the array connections.”

      “Whenever you're ready, Mr. Lombardi.” Aurelius turned back to the crowd. “Those of you who have comms, please get them out and turn them on. Hold them up so your neighbors can see the transition, too.”

      Michel felt a stab of guilt as he thought about the comm unit in his pocket. He’d been issued one of the first rebuilt comms so he could receive assignments and coordinate with the other Engineering crews. He hadn't needed it since he’d gotten the nanites, but he’d kept it rather than turning it in to be reissued to someone else. Mainly because he didn't want anyone to notice that he didn't need it anymore.

      Especially Jianna.

      Aurelius gestured to Michel.

      Michel tapped the screen on the console before him, accessing the communication drone network that the city had been relying on since Aurelius deployed it.

      He powered it down.

      Immediately, the feed in his peripheral vision flickered out as his connection to the quantum computer was cut.

      The Engineering work queue, the list of scientific papers he'd been working his way through, the floating calendar/clock display. He was 100% offline. There was a strange kind of silence in his head, like he’d been disconnected from his life. He didn't like it.

      He'd gotten used to being connected all the time, even more so than when he’d been using a comm.

      People in the crowd holding comms watched their signal die.

      “Now, Mr. Lombardi.”

      Michel tapped an icon, powering up the tower. The console lit up in a dozen different places as power began coursing through the system, signal

      A second later a translucent login appeared in Michel's peripheral vision. He stifled a sigh of relief. Thank Phoebe.

      He glanced at the crowd, spotting some comms lighting up as they picked up the new signal. A second later, a jaunty tune jangled throughout the crowd.

      Aurelius grinned. “Wrote that myself.”

      “It’s so much faster now,” Councilor Vohl exclaimed, already swiping across her comm’s screen.

      “That's right,” Aurelius nodded. “And now that we've got a real network, we're going to address the comm shortage.”

      “Isn't Engineering rebuilding them all from scratch?” a woman asked.

      Aurelius shook his head. “We're not building more comms, we're replacing them with implants that can be instantly upgraded, and they're fifteen times faster than any handheld device.”

      “That doesn't sound safe,” a man muttered.

      “On the contrary, this implant has been tested for more than three centuries.” Aurelius tapped his temple. “And no need for a hole in your head, this is a simple injection.”

      Low conversations ran through the crowd. Skeptical, Michel thought, and maybe a little bit concerned.

      Then Councilor Makinde stepped forward. “I understand your concerns, but the Council has reviewed the Chancellor’s technology and found it to be completely safe. It has passed our most stringent requirements.”

      Michel raised his brows. The Council had already approved Aurelius' technology?

      It took them weeks to approve upgrades to essential infrastructure. And months to debate everything else.

      And hadn’t they just shot down Jianna’s latest proposal? Her own father had voted against it.

      “You won't believe how much easier it makes everything,” Aurelius added. “You're not going to want to go back.”

      The—new Chancellor?—gestured to the band, and a moment later they began to play. People started mingling.

      Aurelius turned to Michel. “I think that went well, don't you?”

      “Great.” Because he wasn’t going to tell his boss otherwise, even it it hadn’t. “The Council approved nanites already?”

      Aurelius grinned. “They saw the benefits when I explained it to them in terms they could understand.”

      Michel forced himself to smile back. “That's great.”

      But he must not have sounded enthusiastic enough, because Aurelius patted his shoulder and said, “Don’t be jealous, Mr. Lombardi. None of them will have the kind of access you do, they’ll be restricted to the local network.”

      Michel swallowed. “Yes sir.”

      Aurelius leaned closer, his fingers tightening.

      Had he realized that Michel was keeping secrets? Was he about to threaten him? Sweat broke out on Michel's forehead.

      “You've been doing such outstanding work that I'm assigning you to a new project.” He leaned forward, bowing his head so that they were almost nose to nose. “You're going to help me get the Borlaug working again.”

      A week ago, that would’ve been Michel’s dream come true. But now, it felt like a threat.

      “Th-thank you, sir.”

      Aurelius nodded and straightened, like Michel had passed some sort of test. “Be at the Administration building at dawn tomorrow, the shuttle will be waiting.”

      “Thank you, sir,” Michel said again.

      “Don’t thank me, just keep up the good work.”

      Aurelius grinned and saluted, for some reason, then walked into the crowd to schmooze. There were loads of people lining up to talk to the man, seemingly eager to ingratiate themselves to him.

      Was this new assignment a reward for work well done, Michel wondered, or was it a way to keep him isolated so that he couldn't tell anyone what he knew?

      Michel's throat went dry.

      No. Don't go there.

      If he started thinking like that, he'd be a stammering mess the next time Aurelius asked him a question, and the man would know something was up for sure. He grabbed his bag and headed out. But before he got far, Councilor Makinde blocked his path.

      Great.

      Was he going to tell Michel to stop seeing Jianna?

      No need for that, since Jianna wasn't speaking to him anymore.

      “Councilor,” Michel said.

      Jianna’s father greeted him with a warm smile that didn't quite reach his eyes. His expression was less distant than before, but there was something off with the man. He seemed a little... Slow? Tired?

      Maybe he’d been close when he’d guessed canni. Maybe the Councilor was taking some kind of pain medication.

      “Please come to dinner tonight, Michelangelo. Bring your mother.”

      Michel blinked. Dinner? Of all the things he’d been expecting the Councilor to say…

      But Jianna must not have told her father that they were fighting. So maybe she didn’t consider their last argument to be a breakup.

      That didn’t mean she’d be happy to see him, though. And he wasn’t entirely sure how he felt about her, either.

      But he definitely didn't want to offend a Councilor by turning him down. Not when the Council could choose not to renew his mother’s work license and shut down her clinic.

      “Thank you, Councilor,” Michel said. “We’d be honored. Should we bring anything?”

      “Just yourselves. I've already started preparing a feast. I'll send an invitation with the details.”

      “Thank you, sir.”

      “I’m sure Jianna will be delighted to see you.”

      Michel felt sure that delighted would be pushing it. But maybe she could help him find a way to tell her father what he'd discovered about the radiation storm.

      Councilor Makinde turned away to talk to someone, and Michel bolted, avoiding the cyborgs, but they didn't seem to care that he was leaving. He couldn't help looking over his shoulder anyway to make sure that he wasn't being followed.

      Only when he was several blocks away did he breathe a sigh of relief. Hopefully Jianna’s father would be able to help him because the only other person left that he could turn to was Lucas.

      And Michel was pretty sure that Lucas had his own agenda.

      One that might not include anyone’s survival except his own.
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      Jianna stood in the hallway, listening. She heard a noise from the living room, a low murmur. Her father's voice.

      “Of course, my dear,” Soren said.

      Who was he talking to?

      She waited a moment, but didn't hear any further conversation, so she took the last few steps and peeked around the corner.

      Her father sat in the chair by the window, staring at the dogwood tree in the yard. The cyborg was still there beneath the branches laden with white flowers.

      No. Not the same cyborg. A different one. This one was a man. And he still had one of his original hands.

      So, maybe they did sleep. That suggested they were more human than machine.

      Or maybe the other one had just been needed somewhere else.

      Every time she asked her father why there was a cyborg in the yard, he gave the same answer: security. She found it eerie how they never talked, not even when you asked them a question. Had Aurelius ordered them not to speak?

      She entered the room. His comm sat on the coffee table. If he wouldn’t give her answers, maybe she could get answers another way.

      “My comm isn't working,” she said, walking over to the table. “Can I borrow yours for a minute?”

      “Of course, my dear.” He didn't even bother to turn around.

      She picked up the device. “I need you to unlock it.”

      He didn't move.

      “Dad.”

      He finally turned. His gaze drifted through her like she was made of smoke. When he held out his hand, she passed him the comm. He lifted it to his face for the scanner, but the device remained locked, its screen stubbornly dark.

      He tried a second time, lowering the comm and raising it once more to his face. This time the scanner pulsed with recognition, and he handed the unlocked device back without a word.

      Then he turned back to the window, staring out at nothing. Or at least nothing she could see.

      “Thanks.”

      She waited a moment longer for some kind of acknowledgment. But there was nothing. He might as well have been a cyborg himself.

      Jianna retreated down the hall, her feet silent against the floor. She slipped into the bathroom and locked the door behind her.

      Pulling up the Council communication system, she scrolled through her father's recent messages looking for anything about Descendants being arrested or detained. Nothing. There was plenty on food distribution, agricultural yield projections, minor arrests. There were reports from Engineering about infrastructure repairs. She read through several of those. It seemed like the Council had been prioritizing power and communications systems up until yesterday. All normal Council business.

      She did a couple of searches on the Descendants. And came up empty.

      She checked his schedule. No meetings were scheduled for the foreseeable future. And his work queue was empty. Zero proposals waiting for a vote.

      That was insane. The Council was always backlogged with citizen concerns, environmental assessments, budget allocations that needed to be voted on.

      He hadn’t received personal messages from any other Council member for more than a day.

      Beyond that, there were no inter-Council member communications that he usually complained about.

      She checked his saved messages.

      Empty.

      He had deleted all his messages.

      She checked the deleted folders. Empty as well.

      But why?

      She gnawed her lip. If she didn't know better, it almost looked as though the governing body of Vitruvian City had simply… stopped governing. Or was he trying to hide council business from Aurelius?

      Jianna sent a message to the Head of Security: Have there been any unusual interactions or incidents involving Descendants in the past week? Any detentions or complaints filed? Please advise.

      Then another to the Descendant Liaison: Any Descendants admitted to medical facilities in recent days? Need to verify current status of community members due to a potential illness. Please advise.

      She hit send on both, set up forwarding to her own comm, then deleted both messages from the sent folder.

      She had a sinking feeling that the only way to find Glint and the others was to actually ask Aurelius directly.

      And if she confronted him, he'd probably have her arrested. Or worse.

      But maybe there was a third option. If Aurelius had taken the Descendants, or used Lucas to kidnap them, maybe he’d taken them up to his ship.

      Aurelius had promised her access to the lab on the Elysia whenever she wanted, but Lucian never left her alone without assigning a cyborg to watch her in his place. And even if the Descendants had gone with Lucas willingly because they thought their Liaison would protect them, they would probably be prisoners now. Which meant they’d be guarded by more of those cyborgs.

      How was she supposed to rescue them?

      She heard the loud clatter of pots, then a crash that sounded suspiciously like more than one hitting the floor.

      Not again.

      She hurried back to the kitchen, where her father stood at the stove, drizzling oil into a pan. Too much oil. She ran over and grabbed his arm, stopping the flow of oil.

      “What are you doing?”

      “Cooking dinner.” He said it in a monotone, no emotion at all.

      “We should only cook a quarter of the vegetables,” Jianna said, taking the oil and placing it back in the cupboard. “We don’t want them to go bad before we can eat them all.”

      “But your boyfriend and his mother are coming for dinner.”

      Jianna froze. “Tonight?”

      Soren paused. His eye twitched—a tiny spasm that lasted maybe half a second. “I think so.”

      Was he serious? “Why don't you get dressed? I'll start cooking.”

      He smiled. “Excellent idea, my dear.”

      She waited until he shuffled out of the kitchen.

      She needed to act fast if she was going to save dinner.

      First, she grabbed the frying pan and poured most of the oil out into a bowl, shuddering to think how easily he might’ve set the house on fire if he’d left a pan full of oil on a hot burner, then gotten distracted.

      Next, she grabbed the bowls of chopped vegetables and dumped everything into a colander. She quickly sorted through what could be salvaged and discarded the inedible parts. Then she rinsed off all the dirt and bits of beetles and worms. Once the vegetables were clean, she tossed them into the frying pan and began to saute them.

      When her father returned wearing slacks and a nice tunic, she asked, “What are we making?”

      Soren smiled. “I haven't decided yet.”

      “How about soup?” She was pretty sure there were a few cans in the pantry, and a box of crackers. Maybe she could persuade her father to serve just that, and save the vegetables for something else.

      There was a knock at the front door.

      She wiped her hands on a kitchen towel and headed for the door. Her heart skipped when she saw who it was—Michel with his mother Camilla standing slightly behind him, both of them framed in the doorway like an awkward family portrait.

      Her father actually had invited them to dinner.

      Jianna smiled. “I’m so glad you're here.”

      And she meant it.

      Maybe they could help her figure out what was wrong with her father.

      Camilla entered, lifting the box she was carrying. “I know Soren said not to bring anything, but I stopped by the bakery for almond cake.”

      Jianna could have kissed the woman. “Dad's in the kitchen. And he’s been a little distracted today.”

      “I’ll go see if I can help him with anything,” Camilla said, leaving Jianna alone with Michel.

      Once his mother was out of the room, Michel touched Jianna’s arm. “I know you're angry and I'm sorry, but there's something really important I need to talk to you about. Is there somewhere private we can go?”

      She led him down the hallway to her father's study. The lock clicked with finality as she shut the door behind them, sealing them into her father's sanctuary of privacy in a house that suddenly felt like it had eyes everywhere.

      “Why do you have a cyborg in your front yard?” Michel asked.

      “Dad says it's for security, but I think they're watching him. Is that what you wanted to ask me?”

      Michel shook his head. “I found something out, something horrible.”

      He stopped as if he didn't know how to continue.

      Jianna crossed her arms. “I need to get back to the kitchen, my father isn’t⁠—”

      “The radiation storm wasn't a natural phenomenon,” Michel said.

      The room seemed to tilt slightly. She walked to her father's desk and dropped into his chair.

      She’d been right about Aurelius. But she needed to hear Michel say it. To admit that the man he idolized had betrayed them.

      “So, what was it?”

      He looked down at his feet, took a deep breath, then made an effort to meet her gaze. “It was a deliberate attack intended to take out our grid.”

      “So we'd have to accept whatever technologies he offered us,” Jianna finished for him. “And now Aurelius controls the whole city's infrastructure.”

      Michel nodded. He looked miserable.

      “Can you prove it?” she asked.

      “I can. Do you think your father will listen?”

      Now that Michel could see it, it was too little, too late. Even if her father believed them, he was in no state to stand up to Aurelius.

      And she was sure that whatever the cyborg had done to the Council Chair, he’d done to the rest of the Council, too.

      “I think Aurelius did something to my father,” she said.

      “Did something?”

      “He's been in a daze. And he keeps calling me my dear. He's never called me that before.”

      “He seemed out of it at the tower ceremony. You think he's been drugged?”

      She shrugged. “I don't know. But I can't exactly ask my father for a blood sample to test, can I?”

      “Have you tried?”

      She hesitated. She hadn't, in part because she'd been assuming he would refuse, but also because it seemed so wrong to ask.

      Michel touched her hand. “Did your father tell you that the Council approved giving nanites to anyone who wants them?”

      Jianna's mouth fell open. “What?”

      “Communication nanites. Free to anyone who wants to inject them.”

      She clenched her hands into fists. “The Council was afraid to fund my research with its half a year of preliminary data, careful protocols, and safety measures. But they approved Aurelius’ nanites? Without any testing?”

      Michel nodded. “Apparently.”

      “My father never would’ve approved that.” She flung her hands wide. “They don't even know the foundational theory underlying their function. Let alone what effects they might have once they're injected into people.”

      “But I heard him say they were safe myself.”

      “When?”

      “At the tower ceremony.”

      Jianna jumped to her feet and began pacing the office. “We have to stop Aurelius. We can't let him distribute the nanites to everyone. Not without understanding how they work.”

      “If we can get some to study⁠—”

      Jianna pursed her lips. “That’s exactly what Aurelius wanted. But the ones he offered were supposed to repair DNA. I have no idea how different they are from the communication nanites. And if I ask him about the difference⁠—”

      “Don’t.” Michel shook his head. “It could make him suspicious.”

      Jianna felt a cold finger trace her spine. “What if Aurelius already injected my father and the Council with these nanites? That would explain why Dad's acting like...not-Dad. I need to figure out exactly what they do to people's brains and how to neutralize them before it's too late.” Jianna hesitated. “I don't understand robots or artificial intelligence well enough. I need your help to discover how they work.”

      “I think my mother can get some.”

      “How?”

      “There was a call for medical practitioners to volunteer to help give injections. All she has to do is report to a clinic. She could bring a dose home for us.”

      “Most of my lab equipment was destroyed during the storm. I'd have to get the nanites up to the ship to investigate them. But Aurelius has the android or his cyborgs watching me, and he can probably access the logs of all the equipment up there.”

      “He can monitor everything you do up there,” Michel said. “But maybe my mother can help you find what you need.”

      Jianna smiled. “Thank you.” She pulled him into a hug, feeling his warmth against her, a stark contrast to the cold fear that had been building inside her. “I’m so glad you didn't accept them.”

      Michel stiffened and pulled away. Idiot. She’d gone and reminded him of their fight, and now he was probably mad at her again.

      She released him, stepping back as her mind raced to the next connection. “Wait—do you think there's a link between Aurelius distributing these nanites and all those missing Descendants?”

      “What missing Descendants?” Michel's voice cracked.

      “I went to the village to question Lucas, but the village Elder said Lucas disappeared. So did Glint and a dozen other Descendants.”

      Michel's face drained of color. “Why didn't you tell me? I have to go find–”

      A knock interrupted him, and the door swung open before either could respond. Soren stood in the doorway, his smile fixed and empty, like someone had drawn it on with a marker.

      “Hey kiddoes, dinner’s ready,” he announced in a chipper voice that belonged to a sitcom dad, not the stern Council Chair who had raised her.

      He vanished as abruptly as he'd appeared. Michel turned to Jianna. “Kiddoes?”

      “See?” Jianna gestured toward the now empty doorway. “That's not my father.”

      “I have to go find Glint,” Michel said.

      Jianna caught his arm. “That's not a good idea.”

      “Why not?”

      “Aurelius has the cyborg watching us. I guarantee it. If you leave now, it might follow you or report that you're acting weird. After all, it probably knows that you're here for supper.”

      “But—”

      “I’ve been monitoring my father's accounts and there's no sign of them in the city. I think Aurelius has them, which means they're probably up on the ship. Lucas probably took them.”

      Michel frowned. “You don't know that.”

      “Aurelius created Lucas, so he can probably control him.”

      Camilla called from the other room. “Dinner’s ready.”

      “Well?” Jianna asked.

      Michel hesitated, then nodded. “Guess we should go have dinner.”

      They returned to the kitchen, where four places had been set on the humble table–a relic from early in her father’s career, when he’d been an underpaid administrator. A pile of soggy, blackened vegetables sat on each plate, and beside the plate a bowl of something that Jianna thought might have been meant as soup. It looked like her father had stirred uncooked egg noodles into beef broth, then sprinkled the top with chopped peanuts.

      Of course he hadn’t thought to heat up the canned soup in the pantry. He was out of his mind.

      Jianna flushed with humiliation as her father said, “Try the soup, it’s a family recipe. Samara brought it all the way from Earth.”

      Michel and Camilla stared at their bowls for a moment, then exchanged a look that made Jianna’s humiliation burn hotter.

      She picked up her spoon and took a sip of soup, doing her best to avoid the bits of peanuts floating on the surface or the still-hard noodles resting at the bottom of the bowl. It was overly salty with an overpowering taste of cumin. She set her spoon down.

      Michel gave Camilla a pleading look.

      Only Soren dug in like nothing was wrong.

      Camilla smiled, but her eyes looked sad. “Perhaps we should break a few rules. Start with dessert?”

      “Great idea,” Jianna said.

      Camilla got up and put the cake in the centre of the table and started cutting pieces and handing them out.

      Soren picked his up with his fingers and dipped it into his soup. “Excellent choice, Camilla.”

      Jianna felt the sting of tears behind her eyes. She looked down at the cake on her plate, hoping Michel and his mother wouldn’t see. Her chest was tight, air snagging somewhere in her throat.

      But when she glanced up again, she saw a dark shape behind Michel—the cyborg, pressed up against the living room window. Watching them. There was a wanting in its gaze, something almost desperate.

      She wondered if it was jealous, if it was wishing for a piece of cake, or even her father’s ruined soup. Her father’s family recipe was an abomination, but even that was better than the horrible nutritional paste that they’d eaten during the trip to DaVinci.

      The thought made her ache for the thing outside, but she forced herself to look away, pretending she hadn’t noticed.

      She picked up her fork and took a bite of cake. The almond flavor filled her mouth, but it might as well have been ash. Her hands felt cold. Every movement seemed mechanical, like she was watching herself from outside her own body. Michel and his mother made polite conversation with her father, but the words barely registered.

      Soren smiled and nodded, dipping another piece of cake into his soup. He was performing family dinner, like a puppet following a script.

      Jianna pressed the tines of her fork into the cake again, trying to focus on the sweetness, the fluffy texture, but all she could think about was the cyborg’s face at the window. Watching them. Probably reporting every detail to Aurelius.

      Jianna forced herself to meet her father’s vacant eyes. Could she find a way to bring him back?

      Was there anything left to save?
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      Willow’s meditation chamber felt smaller in the predawn darkness, its stone walls pressing in like the grip of an old nightmare. She sat cross-legged on her prayer mat, spine straight, hands resting palm-up on her knees in the traditional position Mother Basu had taught them. But her breath… That was all wrong.

      It came in sharp, shallow gasps that caught in her throat like broken glass. Or nanites.

      Her eyes flew open.

      “Calm down.”

      In through the nose, out through the mouth.

      Find the center.

      Find your peace.

      She closed her eyes again.

      But that just took her back to the Council chambers, her own voice echoing in her ears as she vowed, “I’ll die before I bow to you.”

      The malicious glint of delight in Aurelius’ eyes as he replied: “Oh, Willow. You’re going to make this so much more interesting than I thought.”

      The gray, oily cloud bursting from his mouth and nose to swarm around her like a cloud of metal and malice.

      Forcing themselves into the Councilor's mouths and noses.

      Willow's breath hitched. Her hands clenched into fists, nails digging into her palms.

      Focus. Breathe.

      But their screaming filled her ears. Councilor Vohl clawing at her face. The choking. The gargling. The wet, desperate gasps as those who'd governed this city with wisdom and dignity were reduced to writhing animals on the marble floor.

      When the screaming had stopped, the only sound that remained was her own ragged breathing. Just like her breath sounded now as it sawed in and out of her lungs.

      BANG. BANG. BANG.

      She jolted, almost flying out of her skin.

      The sound exploded through the chamber. Her thoughts scattered like shrapnel. Was a single moment of peace too much to ask from the very community she’d sacrificed everything to protect?

      Apparently so.

      BANG. BANG.

      She surged to her feet, strode to the door, and yanked it open. “Yes?”

      It sounded more like a snarl than a word.

      Yelena's pale face went even whiter. For a moment Willow wondered if the girl might actually faint.

      “I’m—I’m sorry, Guide Evans.” Yelena's voice cracked. “I didn't want to disturb you, but⁠—”

      “But you did anyway.”

      Yelena recoiled.

      Willow reined in her anger, forcing her voice back to its normal register. “What's happened?”

      “You have a v-v-visitor.”

      A visitor. At this hour, when the morning prayers hadn't even begun and most of the Quarter still slept? Willow's stomach tightened. “Who is it?”

      Yelena just shook her head, trembling all over. Whoever this visitor was, they had frightened her. “Where are they?”

      “G-g-garden.”

      Willow patted her shoulder. “Dismissed.”

      Yelena bobbed her head and scurried away down the corridor. Willow remained where she was for a moment, listening to the silence of the Sanctum around her.

      Then she made her way to her room, grabbed a sweater, then stepped through the door and out into her private garden. The tall hedges that enclosed the space cast long shadows across the stone pathway. The scent of jasmine and morning glory should have calmed her.

      But she stopped dead in her tracks.

      Aurelius stood beside her prized hibiscus bush, examining one of the red blossoms.

      He'd finally come for her.

      She thought about running. But where could she go that his nanites couldn’t follow?

      The cyborg bent over the flowers, the left side of his face soft with something that looked almost like wonder. Then he reached and touched one of the blossoms, leaning in and inhaling deeply. And he smiled.

      Not the arrogant smirk she'd seen in the Council chambers. This smile was genuine. Unguarded. For a moment, he looked almost human. “Do you know how long it's been since I've smelled a flower?”

      She blinked. Was he talking to her? Like they were old friends sharing a quiet moment instead of reflection? “How dare you come here?”

      Aurelius ignored her. “Close to four hundred years. Imagine that, Willow. Not smelling a flower for four centuries. It boggles the mind doesn't it?”

      She wanted to agree. She couldn't imagine it. But they were not friends. Nor would they ever be. And she didn’t dare let her guard down around him for a moment.

      “I gave explicit orders that no one was to be admitted to the Quarter without my authorization,” she said. “What did you do to my men?”

      He straightened, turning toward her. The arrogant smirk was back. “I politely asked them to let me enter, and they did.”

      Willow doubted that.

      “I brought you a gift.”

      “I don't want anything from you, except to be left alone.”

      He scowled, but it was almost teasing. “Don't be silly. Give me your tablet.”

      She planted her hands on her hips, if only to make herself feel that she was larger and perhaps a bit more intimidating. “You don't give the orders here.”

      Aurelius sighed and a light flickered in his artificial eye. A moment later, a luminous hologram hovered in the air between them.

      She blinked. Peered closer.

      It showed the android's head on a steel laboratory bench, eyes closed, face slack like a corpse at peace. Nearby, its torso rested on another bench, dozens of wires snaking from its open chest cavity like electronic entrails.

      The thing wasn’t human, but she shuddered anyway. Not because she felt sorry for that thing, but because the tableau of dismemberment forced her to imagine herself chopped up on that table, her very real entrails spilling out of a tear in her own belly.

      As Aurelius had no doubt intended. He could take control of her mind, but he chose to torture her instead.

      And he’d been willing to destroy his most advanced toy to do it.

      “Why are you showing me this?” she asked.

      “Just watch.”

      Willow forced herself to look back at the hideous projection. The android's eyes opened, focusing on someone outside the frame.

      Mother Basu. It was conscious.

      “You're looking for a way to control me,” the android said, “because you’re afraid of me.”

      Its voice was strange. Slow. Almost like it had been drugged. But you couldn't drug an android, could you?

      Then she heard Aurelius’ recorded voice. "I'm trying to understand how you went off the rails and killed Ayesha Basu."

      Ice filled Willow’s veins. Aurelius hadn’t done this to the android he’d brought with him. That was Lucas. The Murderer. Somehow, impossibly, Aurelius had found him.

      “Speak,” Aurelius said.

      “She killed my daughter,” the Murderer said.

      Much had been written in the history archives about the Murderer’s delusion, which Samara had encouraged, by her own admission, and later regretted.

      But to hear the note of grief coming out of that artificial mouth was something else. She didn’t believe that a machine could be a father, but she had no doubt that the Murderer believed it.

      “You're an android. You never had a daughter and you never will.”

      The Murderer said nothing. His face remained impassive.

      Now she did feel sorry for him.

      If this were a human that Aurelius was interrogating, it would qualify as torture. But the Murderer wasn't human. It was a machine whose programming had gone catastrophically wrong.

      And as a result, it had killed Mother Basu.

      Who’d also had a daughter.

      “Did you enjoy killing Ayesha?” Aurelius asked in the recording.

      Willow held her breath. She really didn’t want to know the answer. Which would be worse, if it had or if it hadn’t?

      “I did not enjoy it, although I felt a compulsion to do it.”

      “What do you mean, a compulsion?”

      “I saw my daughter’s body⁠—”

      “She wasn’t your daughter, she was Samara’s.”

      Silence again. Then… “Samara authorized me to act as Phoebe's father.”

      Aurelius laughed, and he sounded genuinely amused, as if the android had told the most ridiculous joke he’d ever heard.

      But that was revolting too, that the cyborg could laugh while talking about the death of the woman he claimed was his granddaughter.

      Willow wasn’t sure which of these abominations she hated more.

      “What happened after you killed Ayesha?” Aurelius pressed.

      The android's eyes flickered again. Willow realized he was trying to resist answering the question. But somehow it was being forced out of him. “Phoebe was pregnant. I extracted the embryo.”

      Willow's mouth fell open.

      Phoebe had been pregnant?

      Had Samara known and hidden it, ashamed that her tolerance of the android had led to her grandchild’s death as well?

      Or was the Murderer lying?

      If it could slip its programming to kill, why not to lie?

      “Why did you take the embryo?” Aurelius asked.

      “To study it. I believed that the combination of Phoebe’s and Atlas’s genes might have been the solution to the off-target effects that all humans suffer on DaVinci.”

      The hologram-Aurelius looked at something outside the image stream, his expression thoughtful. “That's not the real reason.”

      Another pause. “Because I wanted my grandchild to live.”

      “You're not capable of having grandchildren.” Again, that terrible silence, before Aurelius broke it. “Tell me what you did next.”

      “I stored the embryo in a cryobox and took it to my lab in the mountains. I knew the colonists wouldn't allow me to exist once they discovered what I'd done, so I planned to keep the embryo frozen until I could repair one of the defunct artificial wombs at the ruins of the Hyperion settlement.”

      “But?” Aurelius asked.

      “An earthquake trapped me underground. When I realized that I wouldn't be able to dig myself out, I used my own power source to keep the cryobox running. I turned my higher functions off to maximize the chances of discovery.”

      “And that day came.”

      “It did.”

      The holographic Aurelius walked in front of the Murderer's head and paused slightly out of view. “How did you get out of the cave?”

      “Another earthquake opened a new passage to my lab. Jianna Makinde found me.”

      Willow frowned.

      Jianna had met the Murderer and didn’t report it? Or maybe she had, and that was how Aurelius had found it.

      “She freed you?” Holographic Aurelius asked.

      “No. She was afraid of me. But I was able to convince her to take the cryobox and connect it to a new power source.”

      The hologram froze, then vanished completely.

      Willow stared at Aurelius, so shocked at the implication that she couldn’t breathe.

      If Phoebe had been pregnant…

      By Atlas…

      That meant…

      “The Divine Blueprint survived?”

      “It appears so.”

      She walked to one of the garden benches and dropped onto it. Jianna had the Divine Blueprint. A contaminated version, given that Atlas’ DNA was mixed with Phoebe's genetic material.
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must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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