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			Your perception of truth is exactly what you think it is, but it will change when you evolve.

			Anne–Lise Fleddum

		

	
		
			Prologue

			Ashtar, the command of the greatest light fleet in the Milky Way, stood before the twelve chosen angels. He raised his left hand, palm forward, as a loving greeting. The long fair hair hung down his shoulders, and the smile reached the sky-blue eyes. He was tall, and the dark blue suit sat tight on his slender body. Ashtar brought the other hand to his chest and over the circular symbol representing strength, light and love. The communication with the twelve angels took place through vibrations and light language. Everyone knew what they had to do, what they wanted to learn, and what they had decided to experience through this special journey.

			Important events are determined down to the smallest detail, the so-called destiny, while events that are less important have a freedom to choose for themselves. If fate is challenged, chaos is created which is only balanced when one is back on track. The angels were aware that they could not bring all their qualities to earth, that they would forget who they are and why they are there. The traits they need are in the DNA that everyone has chosen through their earthly parents. The angels had visited earth as incarnated souls many times before, and it had been a significant experience. This was a natural evolutionary development and occurs continuously on all planets, but in the time of the earth this development is especially important now due to cosmic changes in the radiation of the planet, which increases the vibrations and accelerates the evolution. The rapid vibrational change that occurs creates challenges and chaos for Earthlings, especially for those who are unable to balance the strong cosmic energies with inner blockages caused by unresolved emotions and trauma.

			Earth is unique because it contains a mixture of many different incarnate species that have never gotten along in the universe. The Galactic Council together with the leaders of dozens of inhabited planets that have been living in conflict for several million years, agreed to incarnate an equal proportion of souls of different species to become humans. As a common species, they would become identical in appearance except for small genetic differences, but the original personality that resides in the soul of each individual will be retained. The project was called Project Earth, and all the species were to incarnate as humans again and again until they learned to respect each other’s unique characteristics and balance the light and dark forces. Furthermore, the soul’s previous memory must be erased and not made available before the individual has achieved insight and increased the vibration (ascension). All beings in the universe, no matter what planet or dimension they are on, must relate to the law of attraction. Universal laws are based on frequencies and vibrations. What you attract in life is what you think and feel. Everything that you hold in your conscious thought becomes either your prison or your freedom. No one can cheat. Everyone has to go through the same lesson to understand where you come from, and how the interaction between everything works. It’s neither fair nor unfair, it’s just the way the law works. Angels are so-called empaths and can distinguish lies from truth. They have the ability to take in and feel other people’s emotions very strongly, so that it feels like their own emotions, and they can see the different species that are incarnated in humans. This quality is retained by the angels when they incarnate and is an important contribution to helping humans find their way back to their own development and ascension.

			The twelve incarnated angels are expected to be born on earth in the year 2004.

			Part I

		

	
		
			1

			The little boy sat stiffly in bed as he held his teddy bear tightly. He tried to scream, but no sound came out of his mouth. He could hear his pulse pounding in his ears. The eyes were wide open, and the gaze was directed towards one corner of the dark room. Why couldn’t he move? He wishes mom was here. Why were these three weird ladies here again? The ladies who lit up the room. The ladies with the big ice blue eyes. They were so weird and thin. They had neither hair nor ears, and their mouths and noses were small. They just looked at him. Said nothing. Just looked. They said things in his head, but he could never remember everything they said. Just something. There were so many strange words. The only thing he understood was that he shouldn’t be afraid. But he was. He was terrified. He wished mom could see them too. He had tried to tell Mom and Dad many times about the strange ladies, but they didn’t believe him. They had said he was just fantasizing. That he was now five years old and had to stop fooling around. If he could only manage to scream, then they could come and see for themselves. Maybe they believed him then. But he was never able to scream. The boy saw that the one lady raised her long finger at him. The finger touched the area between the eyes. It felt warm and safe. He felt himself getting tired. The muscles became limp, the eyelids heavy. Then he fell asleep.

			Part II
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			Viktor Weber leafed through handwritten notebooks from many encounters with extra-terrestrial beings. The Intergalactic Trio. The first pages were faded after thirty years, written when he was a child. Childish drawings, but still with precision. Geometric figures and mathematical calculations dominated in most notebooks. The last pages were written just a few years ago. His life’s work. His secret. He ran his long fingers over the notes. The heart pounded. He had made it. Today it would happen. The beginning of something beautiful. Viktor thought back on all he had accomplished. He was CEO and main shareholder in GenTack. The company in Munich was founded with the project in mind. Externally, they had successfully produced prostheses. Exported globally. Earned billions. Few knew what was going on twenty meters underground.

			Viktor looked at his watch. He was ready. Just had to stop by the lab and pick up the finished results.
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			Doctor Klaus Føningen left level 5, which was the laboratory for gene development. He entered seven digits while holding his identity card in front of a screen. The door was closed, and he walked slowly across the hall.

			Klaus was of medium height with short brown hair and brown eyes. The pear-shaped body suggested a lot of sitting and minimal activity. The shape of the face was round, and the skin colour a light grey. Klaus was a typical nerd with little social network. At the age of thirty, he had already worked as a professor for three years, won several awards and published articles in the most recognized scientific journals. He had been headhunted by GenTack and offered huge sums of money to work for them, an offer he couldn’t refuse. His future was secured financially. He had previously spent endless days working for a measly academic salary. Sat hour after hour every evening and wrote scientific articles or edited others. He had several master’s students and taught genetics at the university. Although he had enjoyed the work and found it interesting, but he was quite tired of never having anything extra after all the bills were paid. When GenTack contacted him, Klaus quickly understood that the work could be in a grey zone. But the offer had been so generous that he had pushed the thought aside. The job was interesting and gave him opportunities to test hypotheses that he could never have done at university. GenTack had given him a luxury home, sports car, life insurance and a huge pension, in addition to a lucrative bonus every year and a monthly salary that was equivalent to a year’s salary for most people. There had been several rounds of interviews before he was hired, and the work was secret. He was no longer allowed to publish results, nor to talk about his work to others. None of the employees with the highest security clearance were allowed to meet privately. The contract stated that breaking the rules is punishable by repayment of everything the employee had received during the employment period. No one was tempted to conflict with the contract. The conditions were arranged so that everyone was unaware of the background to their own work. This had annoyed Klaus for a long time. It made him feel unincluded and inferior, but he never said anything for fear of losing his job. He liked the money and the luxury life.

			Klaus locked himself in the office and sat down on the leather couch. He looked through the papers. It was only a few minutes until they were to be delivered. He finished the project and didn’t know what to work on next. It was a little frustrating not knowing, but he had gotten used to the working method and learned not to ask too many questions or criticize. It had taken three years of tests before the best results could be shown. Klaus was satisfied with the outcome and proud of his effort. The results were revolutionary. Klaus wishes he could publish them. He knew that Nature Magazine would have printed the article.

			He turned towards the door when he heard someone knocked.

			– Come in, he answered loudly.

			Viktor Weber came in and closed the door hard.

			I am here for the report. Is it finished? His grey eyes looked directly at Klaus. His voice was dark and clear with strong authority.

			Klaus winced. He knew he had done a good job, but still he felt inferior in Viktor’s presence.

			– It’s finished, I’m just reading through it one last time. Klaus wiped his clammy hands on his pants.

			– Fine, Viktor replied with an equally serious expression.

			– You can take a well-deserved holiday, and we will send for you when the next project starts. You will receive full salary in the meantime, as well as an additional bonus.

			Viktor walked towards Klaus to take the report.

			– What will the results be used for?

			Viktor failed to answer. It wasn’t the first time this had happened. Klaus felt his blood rushed through his body. Although Viktor had known which genes and which location they had, and had put it into a manageable system. How dare Viktor be so arrogant?

			– Listen, I am very satisfied with your efforts and wish you a nice break.

			Viktor shook Klaus’ hand in congratulations. The hand was cold, but the handshake was strong. Klaus resisted the temptation to withdraw his hand and simply thanked. Viktor took the report and left the room.

			Klaus packed his things and left the office shortly afterwards.
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			Viktor stood in the lift with the report under his arm on the way up to level 1. There were six levels where security increased with the number. Level 1 was the only level where visitors had access, where you find most of the company’s offices, meeting rooms and reception. Viktor had two offices, one on the floor where he received visitors, and one on level 3, where no one was allowed access. Most of the administration was in level 1.

			GenTack worked in many different human areas and made the most money of developing organ prostheses. Klaus had been working on a completely different topic: How to manipulate and activate genes that were not active. He did not know the name of the project or what his research would be used for. Viktor was very careful about who should know what about the various project phases. It was in human nature not to be able to keep things a secret. Therefore, it was necessary to have tight bulkheads between the different groups that together made up each individual project. It would have been impossible to achieve several of the projects without these precautions.

			The company was respected and well-known. There were rarely conflicts or negative media coverage. Several financial newspapers had published large articles about Viktor in which they had tried to explain his astonishing business acumen, but no one had succeeded.

			Everything in GenTack was well looked after, including the employees. There were different rules depending on which department or level they worked at. Employees at levels 1-3 had high wages, but did not receive bonuses, nor longer holidays than normal, and they did not have muzzles. Instead, there were company parties and Christmas parties. All had a high level of education, and the management always spent a lot of time checking new recruits. Employees at level 4 had higher wages, a good bonus and life insurance. They all had some restrictions and had to sign that they did not talk about the job outside the department. Freedom within the department was higher than levels 5 and 6, who were not allowed to have private meetings outside of working hours. Pay and benefits were similar at the two highest levels. The difference was the area of expertise and topic.

			Viktor walked towards the meeting room. He was excited. Finally, it was going to happen. He had been looking forward to this day for a long time. There had been a long phase of planning and research results. Now was the time to test it in practice. It was still many years before the results would show, but this was the start of something wonderful for the future. Viktor’s close friend and colleague Burk Helmuth opened the door for him.

			– I have the results. We don’t need to make any changes in the lab. Has everyone arrived? Viktor asked.

			– Yes, all couples are well looked after.

			Burk was small compared to Viktor. He was light blond and had blue eyes. He was one of the kindest people Viktor knew, and there was never a no in his mouth. Burk always showed up when Viktor needed him. They couldn’t be more different, but they were a perfect symbiotic response to good work colleagues. The quiet man smiled at Viktor as they entered the meeting.

			In the room sat a young married couple from Norway. They had a small bag with them which should contain the necessary things for a stay of a few weeks. Two beautiful people, Viktor thought. Perfect. He had spent a long time selecting married couples before he had made an offer that was difficult to refuse. Viktor welcomed the Norwegian couple.

			– You know that there is no going back once we have started this process, Viktor stated seriously.

			The couple just nodded and said they had read the contract well and really wanted to do this.

			– It is very important that you follow all instructions going forward.

			The couple continued to nod slightly nervously.

			 – Then you can both sign here, and you will be picked up soon to start the process. The money is in your account when you get home, and for security reasons you must come back two months before the birth. You must be here for one month after the birth before you and the child can travel back to Norway. We take care of all the paperwork. In addition, a monthly sum is deposited until the child is eighteen years old. The remaining sum is then paid after an agreed meeting before the child reaches the age of majority. I’m not going to interfere in their lives. I don’t exist in their eyes.

			Viktor could see that the couple were smiling now.

			– It is a very generous agreement, said the man as he signed the contract. – We agree with all the rules and have no doubts about what we want.

			– Good. Then I wish you luck. You will be picked up soon.

			Viktor took the couple by the hand.

			Burk followed suit before they left the room.

			– Then there are only nine months and eleven pairs left, then we’ll be in business, Burk said to Viktor and smiled.
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			Klaus had no vacation planned. Not that he didn’t want a break, but he liked to be prepared. When he was going to travel to a new place, he used plenty of time to familiarize himself with the country’s culture and what it had to offer in terms of experiences. Klaus was careful with everything he did. Always early with deliveries. He was never late or lost keys. He always showed up and had trouble understanding why someone was always late or couldn’t turn in reports on time. Now he had to sit down and figure out what to do on his vacation. He didn’t even know exactly how long he could be gone. He had only been told that they will contact him. Well, Klaus thought, that’s not really my problem. If he was away, they had to accept that he had a return on a certain date, or they had to rebook his ticket. He used to travel first class. Even if he could afford to rebook the ticket or pay for a hotel he didn’t use, he thought it was a waste of money.

			Klaus parked the dark blue sports car outside the travel agency he used. They had booked all his trips in the past, and it was fine and easy to deal with someone he knew. He liked the blonde lady who worked there, but he had never dared to ask her out, even though he had wanted to many times. He had little experience with women, but liked them well, even though he had never had a relationship. In his early twenties, he had sex once with a student friend. They had been totally pissed and he had only just begun before it was finished. He had been terribly embarrassed. After the disastrous episode, Klaus had rather focused on his studies. He had seen many complications in relationships around him and had decided that he might as well be without them. Equally, he often felt a sense of loss. A longing for someone to share experiences with or just have someone to talk to.

			Klaus had wondered if he should put in an ad, but it had never materialized. He knew he wasn’t particularly handsome, and every time he’d meet women while on holiday, he’d noticed they quickly pulled away. He knew that there might be too much talk about science, a topic not everyone was interested in, but he had no other passion and no desire to talk about anything else. It could start well with talk about the weather, but after a while his interests completely took over. Although he could see that most of them were about to fall asleep or stifle a yawn, he couldn’t stop himself. Instead, he babbled nervously and began fiddling with his ear. The more he perceived signs of waning interest or that the person he was talking to would rather be somewhere else, the more frayed his nerves became. Well then, Klaus was aware that this was a vicious circle, but he chose to keep his distance rather than address the problem. But every time he saw the beautiful, nice lady behind the counter, he wanted to do something about his ingrained pattern.

			Klaus looked in the window of the travel agency and was disappointed when he couldn’t see the blonde lady. He wondered if he should ask for her or just order from the other travel consultant. He didn’t even know where he wanted to go. Klaus’ hands were sweating, and he felt a little sick. He didn’t dare ask for the lady but got angry with himself and forced himself over to the counter where the other travel consultant was sitting.

			– Sorry, Klaus cleared his throat. – I like to speak to your colleague.

			– Oh, you mean Marte, answered the girl.

			– Is Marte here? Klaus blushed.

			– Unfortunately, she is on holiday, answered the girl. She let her gaze slide searchingly over Klaus. – Can I help you?

			Klaus cleared his throat again. The disappointment was greater than he had thought, but he pulled himself together and asked if she could book a trip quickly. He explained that he like to fly first class and be gone for a month. The girl looked at the screen and suggested several destinations. She babbled away, and Klaus tried to concentrate on which option to choose.

			An hour later, Klaus walked out with a plane ticket to Jamaica, a lease for a luxury villa down on the beach in Montego Bay and a rental car. He felt a little better and felt the pleasure flowing through his body. A phone call had come in where someone had asked for Marte, and the girl had replied that she was in Jamaica and wouldn’t be home for four weeks. Klaus had pretended he wasn’t listening to the conversation and hoped the girl didn’t think anything of it. He had spent a long time, considered several options, and asked for advice. The girl herself had suggested Jamaica and chirped about how nice it was there, giving good tips on what he should and shouldn’t do.

			He had to make a couple of phone calls before he could leave. First to Bill Johnson, who was his father’s youngest and only brother. Klaus always used to tell Uncle Bill where he was going on vacation. He was the only relative he had. After his parents were killed in a car accident, Bill had acted as both father and mother to him. Helped him with his homework and made sure there was food on the table. He could see what potential the kid had. It was Bill who got him into the university and motivated him to continue as a researcher. He had always boasted and said that something great was going to happen to him when other people were present. And it was Bill who advised him to accept the position at GenTack.

			A few years ago, Bill moved from Munich to the Cayman Islands. Said he needed a change. They had written letters to each other and talked on the phone, but he had never visited his uncle. He thought about it many times, but nothing had come of it. Bill said he would have to come sometime, but he didn’t bother about it. In return, Bill had been to Munich several times. They always met for dinner at his hotel, and it was mostly Klaus who picked up the bill. He often handed Bill an envelope of money. He felt sorry for his uncle and just wanted him to get a little better off financially. He owed the man that much. In recent years, the uncle’s business had gone badly, so there was not much left when all the bills were paid. The uncle believed that the company was close to a breakthrough, and then there would be significant earnings. This was repeated time and time again. Klaus was a little tired of hearing the same visa, and maybe that was one of the reasons why he couldn’t bear to visit Bill, but he felt it was a little reassuring that someone other than his employer knew where he was on vacation. He called Bill.

			– Hi it’s me.

			– Hi. Are you going away again?

			– Yes. To Jamaica. I don’t know how long I’ll be gone.

			– Is it a work trip?

			– No, holiday. I Will email you details later.

			– How is the project going? Are you done?

			– You know I can’t talk about it. Klaus was annoyed. He was tired of the questions his uncle asked about the job when he knew he couldn’t answer them.

			– When are you coming back, then?

			– I don’t know, but I’ll let you know.

			– I’m coming to Munich next month. See you then?

			– Of course.

			– Good trip.

			– Thanks. Klaus hung up.

			He hastened to arrange everything practical before departure. Sent an e-mail to Viktor and told him where he was going and how long he expected to be gone.

			The easiest thing of all was to find out what Marte’s surname was, and which hotel she stayed at. Her name was Marte Bayer. It was in the papers for a previous trip he had booked through her. Strange that he didn’t remember. It turned out that her hotel was in the same area as his holiday home. He rejoiced and dreaded at the same time. He had to plan for how to proceed. He would do anything not to talk about science.

			Klaus breathed a sigh of relief as he was finally able to sit back in the soft leather seats of the plane.

			– Doctor Føningen, would you like a glass of champagne before we take off, asked the flight attendant politely and smiled.

			– Yes please. Klaus smiled. He leaned back and closed his eyes, unaware that he was being watched from two seats further back.
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			Klaus was sweaty and irritated after waiting over two hours for the rental car. He approached the counter once more. The firm lady was smiling from ear to ear.

			– Be cool, man! she just said.

			Klaus could see that she didn’t have the slightest guilty conscience. He was quite tired of hearing the same music repeatedly. The same Bob Marley song at least ten times. At least that’s how he felt. He wanted to get out of the airport and to the resort. A hot shower and a drink on the terrace were what he needed. He was about to say some harsh words about punctuality, when the lady smiled again and pointed in the direction of a man with long dreadlocks who came strolling towards him.

			– Hi man, greeted the Rasta man.

			Klaus stood and stared at the long hair and colourful clothes. The eyes were red and glassy.

			– Here are the keys. Shall we go through the contract and the car?

			– Of course. Klaus answered more politely than he intended.

			They went outside and searched the white Mercedes, which had several dents and smelled of marijuana. But otherwise, it looked like everything was fine. Klaus had arranged a map and was ready to set course for his resort.

			The irritation evaporated when the coast with blue sea, white beaches and green palm trees revealed itself. He was supposed to pick up the keys from the house next door. He found the small exit to the house. The road was not paved and in very poor condition. The house was idyllically located on a cliff overlooking a deserted beach. There were no hotels to be seen. Just a slightly smaller house a little way beyond. That was where he was going to get the keys, he supposed.

			The hosts, a couple from Jamaica, welcomed him with a big hug. He wasn’t used to hugging strangers, but it didn’t feel too bad, he had to admit to himself. They went through the house and times for house cleaning, menu, and what kind of food he wanted and when.

			Klaus took a short swim in the pool and was ready for the poolside drink. He took a large gulp and enjoyed the pleasant effects of the liquor. The sun was setting on the horizon, and the sound of cicadas increased in volume. He got out of the water and sat down in the comfortable chair that faced the sea. The decor was kept in bright colours, there were Buddha figures, flowers, and beautiful pictures on the walls. The property had a huge garden. The water in the pool looked like it was spilling over the edge of the cliff, so-called infinity pool. Lovely little plants and beautiful roses adorned the garden. The house was on one level, with two large bedrooms and an attached bathroom with a sunken bathtub. The sofa group and the fireplace were one step down. The windows had a view of the sea. It was tastefully decorated. Klaus lay comfortably in his chair listening to Bach while sipping to his rum and coke.

			Klaus woke up early. He was in great mood. He had decided to eat both breakfast and lunch at the hotel where Marte was staying, so he hoped it would lead to a chance meeting. He took a quick dip in the pool to freshen up. He then shaved and selected a pair of beige shorts and a white t-shirt. He packed a small bag with swimming trunks and a towel and got into the car.

			The hotel was only a quarter of an hour away. He parked and went inside. The hotel was of a medium standard, but tasteful and clean. At the back there was a private beach, a small swimming pool and a beach cafe. Klaus found a seat at the cafe and ordered a cup of coffee and an omelette. The sun warmed, and a warm breeze came from the sea. There were only a few guests at the other tables and the beach was almost empty of tourists.

			After an hour’s wait, Klaus asked if the coffee and omelette were ready soon. The good mood had disappeared, but it quickly changed when he heard a familiar voice behind him.

			– Here in Jamaica, you need to be patient.

			Klaus turned and looked straight into Marte Bayer’s face. He blushed. It wasn’t how he had envisioned it. He had prepared several sentences that suited various scenarios, but this was not one of them. He just sat and gaped.

			– Haven’t I seen you before?

			Klaus blushed even more and felt hot.

			– Oh, now I recognize you, Marte said before he could say anything. – I used to book your holidays. So nice to see a familiar face.

			Klaus liked the last sentence and gained a little more confidence. She is so beautiful, he thought. The light hair contrasted nicely with the brown face and clear, blue eyes. She was wearing a brown skirt and a white shirt. She was about the same height as him. A little plump, maybe a little overweight many would say, but he liked plump women. She was open and pleasant and seemed very upbeat. He couldn’t help but stare at those full lips. She wore bright red lipstick to match her long, red nails. It didn’t look vulgar on her, on the contrary it was very dressy, Klaus thought.

			– That’s right, Klaus said at last. He didn’t waste time and took the chance.

			– You are welcome to keep me company if I should ever be lucky enough to get the breakfast, I ordered an hour ago.

			Marte laughed loudly, and Klaus laughed along. He had managed to be funny. He never really was. He couldn’t remember anyone laughing at what he had said before and had to admit it felt very good.

			– Yes, I know how you feel, but I think it’s a bit of the general attitude and culture here in Jamaica. What cannot be done today can be done tomorrow or another time.

			Klaus found it easy to talk to Marte. She had a sense of humour and was incredibly sweet. She said she was on holiday alone and preferred it. Also, she liked to go out of season. The same went for Klaus. He felt that they had a lot in common, and he had managed to avoid talking about science. He didn’t need to because she managed to keep several topics up in an interesting way.

			He told about the house and how long he intended to stay. Marte thought he was incredibly lucky to be able to take such long breaks from work. What freedom! He avoided the topic of work and managed to turn the conversation to Marte by asking her questions about her life. She spoke eagerly.

			Breakfast finally arrived, after an extra half hour of waiting. Marte had also ordered food. They talked about what might be interesting to see in Jamaica, and they agreed to go on an excursion to the north coast and Ocho Rios in Klaus’ car. Marte said that there were opportunities to swim with dolphins there. It was still early in the day, so they had plenty of time to catch all the events in the chosen area.

			On the other side of the pool, a man was standing at the bar talking on the phone. He was tall and muscular, wearing blue shorts, a green t-shirt and black sunglasses.

			– He is located.

			– Good, said the voice on the other end. – Take your time and make sure it looks like an accident. Is that completely clear?

			– Absolutely, said the man affirmatively and ended the conversation.

			Klaus and Marte parked the car and started walking up towards the famous Dunn’s River Falls. There were several tourists in the area. Large cruise ships had arrived in the morning, and the place was almost overcrowded. They agreed to go up and take a quick look at the waterfall before adjusting their plans. The rest of the day they drove around the localities they had decided. They swam with dolphins and had a delicious lunch down by the beach. Marte insisted on paying herself, and Klaus let her do it on the condition that he could invite her to dinner at his home. He was of course going to pay for a taxi back to the hotel exactly when she wanted. He added that the house had an extra bedroom where she could spend the night if she preferred. Marte agreed, and Klaus was very pleased. He telephoned the host and asked if they could get two live lobsters, dill, garlic, white bread and three bottles of champagne. He wanted to cook dinner for Marte himself.

			Marte was impressed by the house and the dinner. They sat out on the terrace with champagne glasses in hand and legs in the pool.

			– I’m thinking of quitting as a travel consultant, Marte said straight after a short while of silence.

			– Why?

			– I want to return to university. I have a master’s in cell biology, and now they have offered me a research position. The travel consultant job is just something I’ve had alongside my studies.

			Marte took a short break and took a deep breath. She looked at Klaus, who looked back curiously. She really liked Klaus and decided to be honest. She didn’t want to start a new relationship without all her cards on the table.

			– I may not have been completely honest with you, Klaus, but I know your work from university. I have read all your articles and I think the university lost a great resource when you left.

			Klaus gaped. Did she want to be a researcher? Here he had done everything he could not to mention science. Then she wanted to go for a scholarship position.

			– I hope that this will not destroy anything for our friendship, because I like you very much, Marte said a little tentatively.

			– I wouldn’t call it dishonesty, Marte. I also like you very much, and I think it’s great that you want to go for a scholarship position. It’s a lot of work, but I’m sure you’re aware of that, he said and smiled.

			Klaus felt the pleasure bubbling over but didn’t want to show too much emotion just yet. They had more in common than he had ever thought and hoped for. He would proceed cautiously.

			They sat up late into the night and talked about everything. Marte asked something about his previous work and seemed genuinely interested. Klaus spoke with eagerness and love. Marte spent the night in the guest room, and they had breakfast together before driving to the hotel to collect her things. They had agreed that she should move into the house for the rest of her holiday. She had first laughed when Klaus had suggested in a joking tone that she could live there. Then she had changed her mind and wondered who could resist such a wonderful house and luxury. She insisted on helping pay for food, and Klaus agreed.

			Later in the day, Marte asked if he also felt that someone was following them. She was pretty sure she had seen the black BMW in several places where they were, including at the driveway of Klaus’ house. Klaus began to look for the black car, and after several observations, none of them were in doubt anymore.

			– Who could it be, asked Marte anxiously.

			Klaus didn’t answer right away. He let his mind wander but couldn’t find a logical answer. Could it have something to do with the latest findings at GenTack? No one knew the results except Viktor. He didn’t like Viktor but couldn’t understand why he would do such a thing. No, this had to be about something else.

			– I don’t know, but maybe we should contact the police?

			They decided to drive to the police station, but it was still a long way there. The black car came closer and closer. It was getting uncomfortable.

			– It’s right behind us now, Marte shouted.

			– Put on your seat belt, Klaus said sternly. – The road here is extremely winding.

			– He doesn’t look like a Jamaican. Marte was afraid in her voice.

			Why was this man following them? He drove aggressively, the BMW was dangerously close to Klaus’ car. The road got worse, and there were cliffs straight down. Marte swallowed nervously.

			– I think he is trying to push us over the cliffs.

			– Hold on tight, Klaus screamed. – I will try to shake him off.

			This isn’t going to go well, Klaus thought. He looked over at Marte, who was stiff with fright. The road was narrow, and it was a long way down. He shuddered. Klaus looked in the mirror. The black car was close behind. They were pushed from behind, so their car sped forward. The BMW came up on the side of them. Klaus caught a brief glimpse of the man before their car was pushed off the cliffs. Klaus watched everything in slow motion. He heard Marte scream, the sound of the engine roaring, hissing, and pressing in his ears and the smell of the sea. Then everything became quiet and dark.

			Klaus came to himself. He didn’t know how long he had been bent forward over the steering wheel. The head exploded, and the blood ran down the forehead and into the eyes. There was a mark for his head in the pane. He observed that the water was flowing into the car on Marte’s side, where the window was broken. His chest tightened, and he gasped for air. He shook Marte, but there was no reaction. He took her pulse on her neck. Nothing. She was dead. His heart was pounding hard. With trembling fingers, he unbuckled the seat belt. He pushed open the door with his legs. The car had turned over in the water with Marte’s side down. The headache was so strong that he could not think clearly. He climbed onto the car and threw himself into the water, fighting against the strong current and the high waves crashing against the rocks before he clung to a rock and gained his footing. He could see a fisherman twenty meters away coming running towards him. Klaus climbed onto the reef and slipped several times on the slippery rocks.

			– Help me, he whispered to the man, who had already taken off his sweater and wrapped it around Klaus’ head. – You must hide me. He can’t find me. He wants to kill me.

			Klaus looked at the man before losing consciousness.

			Part III
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