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SUNDAY, MAY 19 – Present Day

(Author’s Note: This scene was included in early versions of the novel manuscript. However, it was subsequently omitted as the author tightened later versions.
 Although this scene still takes place in the story, it now occurs off-stage.)
The woman had retired for the night. She slumbered beneath white cotton bed linens and a tan polyester quilt. Her heavy breathing punctuated the incessant hum of the window air conditioning unit.

Walking upright on two thick hind legs, a brown, scaly-skinned Krellan crept stealthily into her hotel room. The saurian assassin stood just over five feet tall with arms the size of a small child and talon-tipped fingers. Because generations of his race had made their homes deep underground, his eyes were sensitive to infrared wavelengths.

He remained tense, his senses on full alert. His eyes darted quickly about, studying the thermal signature of the room. The bed and other furniture appeared as dark blue outlines. In the middle of the bed, a coppery glow tinged in sulfurous yellow disrupted the dark blue shadow. He could tell a human female lay there in slumber, her head buried under a pillow.

She seemed to be sleeping peacefully. His orders were to verify the target and eliminate her. That was all that mattered. His imperceptive breathing belied his excitement.

What an honor, he thought. My first solo mission is to terminate the traitor Magra.

The faintest hint of moonlight squeezed through a narrow fissure between the drawn turquoise window curtains. He glanced toward the dresser. To his reptilian eyes, the faint moonbeam penetrated the darkness like a shaft of light.

The lunar sliver fell upon the ID badge laying on the dresser. He could sense the thermal imprint of the name on the badge. It was her. This was all the confirmation he needed. His prey was about to die a most horrible death.

The creature drew back his lips in a sardonic smile. He enjoyed the thrill of the slaughter. The moon’s sliver played across his mahogany-stained incisors. 
As he withdrew the instrument of death from his pouch, he shuddered with joyous anticipation. He uttered a grunt as he clawed at the hurga, his weapon of choice. It had the appearance of a silver tube the size of a stubby pencil. 
His sleeping victim moaned softly.

He stepped closer, pointing one end of the tube toward his sleeping prey.

When one of his claws touched the side of the tube, the end facing his quarry popped open in the darkness with a faint click, releasing a stream of deadly nano-particles. The sound startled his prey from her sleep. She sat up in bed. 
“Who is it? Who is there?” the silver-haired woman cried out anxiously in the darkness.

But it was too late. The swift stream of black death had already emerged from the silver tube and was silently racing toward her in the darkness. In an instant, the ebony shaft met her flesh and dissolved into her body. 
Her expression of fear immediately gave way to one of excruciating pain. He saw brown blotches appear on her face and arms. The briefest beginning of an agonizing scream escaped her lips only to be cut short as if her lungs had suddenly evaporated.

Less than two seconds after the sable column penetrated her body, the Krellen watched her silhouette begin to glow with a yellow-white brightness. Then it became a brilliant white flash, causing the creature to shield his eyes.

When he opened them again, the room was filled with the odor of overcooked meat. Where his prey had lain on the bed sheets, only a puddle of thick black sludge remained, emitting a faint red glow as it cooled.

The creature should have been pleased. Instead, he had become very agitated. He realized the victim sitting up in bed after he launched the hurga moments ago was much older than she should have been.

Something had gone terribly wrong…
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