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​Author’s Note
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The aliens in Project Black Book are polyglots who use base 8 math. As such, readers may be mindful that the subscripts on numbers are intentional to indicate why the math may not add up in base 10. Readers may also note the common spacecraft is named in Nahuatl, where the letter x is pronounced like “sh” in English.

Welcome to Project Black Book.
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​CHAPTER ONE

So much for home


[image: ]




​Setira didn’t see who took her to the clinic. She didn’t notice when water started pumping into her body. She awoke to her mother’s face.

“Setira?” A warm, wrinkled hand squeezed hers.

She blinked until the image focused. She knew the voice as well as the face, but no one ever came back from retirement. “Ma?”

The wrinkled hand brushed over her hair. “You’re going to be all right. What did you do? Stop drinking?”

“You were gone. And Starlight and the baby. Why didn’t you come visit to see the baby?”

Her mother’s brow creased. “Of course I saw the baby, Setira. I delivered him.” Glancing at something behind her, she let go of Setira’s hand and walked away, her white doctor’s robes swishing around her legs.

Doctor’s robes? Her mother wasn’t a doctor. And Doctor Mila delivered the baby.

Setira rubbed her burning eyes and looked again.

There stood the doctor, taking in the medical screens, finger tracing the details the way Doctor Mila had throughout Setira’s pregnancy, the way Doctor Mila had when Setira had come to the clinic as a child.

Setira’s mother had never worked at the clinic. She’d helped wash clothes for the village, same as Setira. But the doctor faced her and smiled with her mother’s mouth, her mother’s face. It was her mother’s body, but it was Doctor Mila’s mind.

Setira screamed.

She screamed until her throat bled and splattered red droplets across the white linens.

Other doctors came, crowding between her and the doctor wearing her mother. They said soothing things in calming voices, but they couldn’t blot out the image of her mother’s stolen face.

One of the other doctors looked right in her eyes, followed her stare across the room, and turned red. “You! Mila! Out now!”

“But I just wanted to make sure—”

“Out!”

Her mother’s body scurried away.

“Out! All of you!” This doctor was old, easily in her upper 3008s, and she must have earned a wealth of respect in those years. If she was that old. If she hadn’t stolen her body, too.

The others cleared out and shut the door.

“I’m so sorry.” The ancient doctor wrapped her bony arms around Setira’s shoulders.

“Get off me!” Setira wrenched away.

The doctor folded her hands and, standing beside her, cried with her until Setira looked up. Then, slowly, as if waiting for permission, she reached for Setira’s hand. “Tell me about it.”

“What do you care? You’re not that person on the outside, are you?” Another stolen mother’s mother.

“I most certainly am.” She raised her chin proudly. “You’re in no mind to deal with a tewet.”
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