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A breathtaking standalone sequel to SPLIT SECOND, the runaway bestseller that reinvented the
time travel genre.A daring attempt to go back a split second in time to destroy Kim Jong-un. A
discovery so consequential it dwarfs even time travel. And a treacherous enemy bent on
revenge. Lee Cargill is the head of Q5,a secret organization that can send objects a split second
back into the past. And while this seems utterly useless, it turns out to be the most powerful
capability the world has ever known. Those who control it can transform civilization--or destroy it
entirely.When Cargill sends Aaron Blake, his most formidable operative, on an unauthorized
mission to destroy Kim Jong-un, all hell breaks loose. As Blake battles for his life, his chances of
thwarting the North Korean tyrant plummet. But they're about to get far worse. Because China
has learned of Q5 technology, and they'll stop at nothing to hunt Blake down . . .And all the while,
a powerful enemy has reemerged. An enemy who seeks to use time travel technology to achieve
a twisted, psychopathic vision that will leave millions dead--starting with Lee Cargill and the
entire Q5 team.TIME FRAME is a roller-coaster ride of a thriller, one packed with fascinating
concepts that readers will be contemplating long after they've read the last page."Richards is a
worthy successor to Michael Crichton." (SF Book.com)"Richards is an extraordinary
writer," (Dean Koontz) who can "keep you turning the pages all night long." (Douglas
Preston)Near Future Science Fiction Thrillers by Douglas E. Richards WIRED (Wired 1)AMPED
(Wired2)MIND'S EYE (Nick Hall 1)BRAINWEB (NickHall 2)MIND WAR (Nick Hall 3)SPLIT
SECOND(Split Second 1)TIME FRAME (Split Second 2)THE ENIGMA CUBE (Alien Artifact 1)A
PIVOT IN TIME (Alien Artifact 2)QUANTUM LENSGAME CHANGERINFINITY
BORNSEEKERVERACITYORACLEKids Science Fiction Thrillers(9 and up, enjoyed by kids and
adults alike)TRAPPED (Prometheus Project 1)CAPTURED (Prometheus Project
2)STRANDED(Prometheus Project 3)OUT OF THIS WORLDTHEDEVIL'S SWORD
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TIMEFRAMEDouglas E. RichardsThis book is a work of fiction. The characters, incidents, and
dialogues are products of the author’s imagination and are not to be construed as real. Any
resemblance to actual events or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.Copyright ©
2017 by Douglas E. RichardsPublished by Paragon Press, 2017E-mail the author at
doug@san.rr.comFriend him on Facebook at Douglas E. Richards AuthorVisit the author’s
website at www.douglaserichards.comAll rights reserved. With the exception of excerpts for
review purposes, no part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any
means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information
storage and retrieval system.First EditionPART 1“Does anybody really know what time it is?Does
anybody really care—about time?If so, I can’t imagine whyWe’ve all got time enough to cry.”—
Chicago, Does Anybody Really Know What Time It Is?“For those who think the world is
obsessed with ‘time,’ the Oxford dictionary added support to the theory Thursday when they
announced that the word time is the most often used noun in the English language.”—
NBCNEWS.com (6/22/2016)—based on an analysis of almost three billion words culled from
the Internet.With respect to knowing what time it is, or caring, the currently accepted worldwide
definition of one second is: “The duration of 9,192,631,770 periods of the radiation
corresponding to the transition between the two hyperfine levels of the ground state of the
cesium-133 atom.” This is measured by atomic clocks that are accurate to within one second
over a period of fifteen billion years—roughly the age of the universe.1The two naked women
who were sprawled out at provocative angles on the huge bed were spectacular. Flawless. Both
in their early twenties, with curves in all the right places, beautiful faces, and soft, silky hair. And
the positions they assumed left nothing to the imagination. The lone man who completed the
threesome took them with a frenzied abandon, allowing himself to operate on lust and instinct
alone. His passion was so fierce and unbridled, he was so consumed by pure, mindless animal
need, that he was able to achieve his goal: temporarily forgetting he was a prisoner, condemned
to death.A prisoner whose sentence would be carried out with chilling efficiency in less than
three weeks.True, he was imprisoned in a veritable palace, a luxury resort that the richest men
alive would envy, but knowing that his execution date was imminent, and set in stone, did tend to
put a rain-cloud over the sunniest day.But at least for now he would be fully occupied satisfying a
primal need as old as time, responding to the softness of the women, their warmth, their writhing
bodies, and their groaning and other squeals of ecstasy. Not to mention their exhortations for
him to take them, along with explicit instructions for how they wanted him to accomplish this
task.He had become the star of his own porn movie, and he allowed himself to believe that their
performances were real—not letting his intellect spoil the perfect fantasy.Finally, unable to hold
out any longer, he achieved the release his body so desperately demanded. He closed his eyes
and tried to maintain a state of pure relaxation, basking in the recent memories of the fierce
ecstasy he had experienced.Even so, his rational mind couldn’t help but return from its exile. He



gazed at the women, who made no effort to cover up. They had done their job well, but of course
it had all been an act. For twelve thousand dollars a day, one could get prostitutes who looked
like centerfolds and who would pretend to be in lust with the man to whom they were assigned.
And these pros had been worth every penny.Death row inmates were traditionally given a last
meal. His warden had given him a month’s worth of last meals, with an expanded menu that
included the hottest call girls in existence.He dressed, told the two girls he’d be back in a few
hours for another round, and made his way to the pool, just outside the luxurious main
residence. He took a seat inside an egg-shaped wicker lounge chair, and stared off at the
nearby Rocky Mountains, still capped with white despite the warmer weather at lower elevations.
The late afternoon Wyoming sun glistened off the snow and hit the incoming storm clouds at
various angles, creating a bruised purple mosaic in the sky.It was magnificent.But all he could
think about was death.The endless mansion, the size of a small hotel, faced the mountains that
he loved while being stocked with everything else that he loved, not just the world’s priciest and
best call girls, but even his favorite mattress and pillows on the bed. The temperature and
agitation level of the Jacuzzi’s jets had been finely tuned to his preferred settings. Gourmet
meals were brought in fresh by drone every day, each one a favorite. He had his own movie
theater and the best automated massage chairs money could buy.Everything precisely tailored
to his tastes.And why not? The callous bastard who had trapped him, who had written his death
sentence, knew everything there was to know about him.His executioner wanted him to be as
happy and comfortable as possible for his last weeks among the living, not fully understanding
how staring into the abyss, knowing Death was rapidly approaching, made every luxury a
double-edged sword, reminding him of how great life truly was just before it was snatched away
forever. No luxury could make him forget that eternal night was coming. The man holding a knife
at his neck had made attempts to soften the blow, but this didn’t change the fact that his
executioner was cold and pitiless, a man of blind ambition. A man certain he could utterly
transform human civilization. A man who thrived on control, selfishly guarding his command and
unwilling to share a single iota of his authority.“God damn you, Edgar Knight!” the condemned
man whispered to the mountains, but this was spoken more in resignation than in hatred. Hatred
wouldn’t help.He could hate Edgar Knight all he wanted. But this didn’t change the fact that he
was Edgar Knight.And that the decision to imprison him in this gilded cage, awaiting a swift and
imminent execution, was one that he, himself, had made.2Edgar Knight shifted his gaze from the
mountaintops and lowered his eyes to the sand-colored limestone tiles surrounding the pool. He
remembered the thinking behind his death sentence, every step of the decision-making process,
as if it had been his own.Because it had been.Although Knight had reached his fateful
conclusion seven months earlier, it seemed like yesterday. It was simple, really. He was a great
man, one who would be pivotal in determining the future course of humanity. In fact, the most
pivotal to ever live. Which meant the most irreplaceable. If he was ever stricken down, the only
man great enough to take his place was . . . himself.So he had made plans to give himself
repeated one-month death sentences. Death sentences that had now been carried out six times



over six months. The version of Knight now recalling this reasoning had come into existence in
this frame of time just over a week earlier, the seventh repetition of this exercise. Like the others,
there would be no escape.Almost three years earlier, Edgar Knight had discovered a way to tap
into the mysterious dark energy that physicists had found made up more than half of all energy
in the universe. Well hidden, but all-pervasive, it was a power source that existed even in the
vacuum of space. As nearly infinite as a human mind could comprehend.By finding a way to tap
it, Knight had cemented his status as the most brilliant, intuitive experimental physicist and
inventor to ever live. He knew it was considered bad form to think of oneself in these glowing
terms, but he had to recognize reality, and no one familiar with his work would ever deny the truth
of this assertion. Knight was born to parents who reproduced like rabbits, the seventh child of
ten, in a backwater town in the heart of Kentucky. He didn’t believe in tales of gods impregnating
women, either in Greek mythology or in the case of the Virgin Mary. But if someone were trying
to prove this was possible, Edgar Knight would have been offered up as exhibit A. His parents
and many siblings had the combined IQ of a lump of clay, and far less talent, while he had a
genius for invention the likes of which the world had never seen.By the time little Edgar was
thirteen he had come up with inventions that had netted him millions, allowing him to buy a
mansion for his family with a guesthouse all his own. He left as soon as the law would allow,
emancipating himself from an environment that taught him nothing but to despise both
overpopulation and ignorance, which was all his home life had to offer.His high school was
worthless, so he taught himself, absorbing the equivalent of a PhD level education in several
scientific and technical disciplines. He was admitted to MIT, where he completed a degree in
electrical engineering in two years despite attending classes only when this was mandatory.His
genius for invention became so obvious, so early, that he was snapped up by the head of Black
Ops R&D just after graduation, who made him an offer he couldn’t refuse. Year after year, Knight
proved the wisdom of this choice, coming up with one breakthrough invention after
another.Then, four years earlier, he had joined up with a man named Lee Cargill, who had
earned a sterling reputation for managing interdisciplinary teams in pursuit of impossible goals.
Whatever the latest Moon-shot or Manhattan project, Cargill would be put in charge. This time
he was tasked with finding a way to tap into dark energy, and Q5 Enterprises was born, a Black
Ops initiative under cover of a tech company.It was believed in the highest towers of academia
that this enigmatic dark energy could never be tapped. Knight had been determined to prove this
wrong. Just because you didn’t know where or what a force was, didn’t mean you couldn’t find a
way to use it. An electromagnet would still pick up a car, even if the magnet’s maker knew
nothing about magnetic fields and lines of force.Using nothing but instinct, Knight had forged
ahead, a blind man attempting to tap into an invisible energy source, which often seemed more
mythical than real. And he had succeeded, although it had taken a while for him to realize that he
had, and longer still to understand the nature of the effect—an effect that no one could have ever
predicted.Metaphorically, he had placed an energy collector in the center of an exploding
nuclear bomb without managing to collect any energy. It was like standing on the surface of the



sun and not even getting a tan.Eventually he came to realize that the energy was doing work,
just not on the spatial axis of space-time.Instead, he was releasing mind-boggling amounts of
energy, enough to meet the power requirements of the entire planet for months, but this energy
was accomplishing one thing only: pushing matter within a contained space just over forty-five
millionths of a second into the past.Edgar Knight had done nothing less than invent a time
machine, albeit one that could only send matter back precisely 45.15 microseconds.Still, it was
astonishing. Miraculous. And while its limitations meant there would be no trips to witness the
birth of Jesus or to watch dinosaurs frolicking about, it was inarguably the most stunning,
breathtaking discovery in all of history. 3Knight continued to reflect on these vivid memories,
which belonged as much to him as to the Edgar Knight who would survive him.Lee Cargill, the
head of Q5, had raced to understand the potential of this new capability, and had taken great
pains to secure this earth-shattering secret. Only after Cargill had transformed his organization
into the most isolated black program in the history of black programs did he turn his full attention
to finding ways to exploit and advance Knight’s discovery.Knight had continued to perfect the
technology, building it into the trailers of eighteen-wheelers to give the system mobility, and had
immediately seen far beyond the obvious possibilities. He knew just how to use these newfound
capabilities to utterly transform the world, lift the species to new heights.But try as he might, he
could not persuade Lee Cargill to subscribe to his views.Cargill was pathetic, worthless. The
man could not have been more short-sighted if he were blind, and his sense of caution bordered
on paralysis. He was also bound by an antiquated sense of morality, not relevant in this day and
age and given the possibilities that time travel created.Knight, on the other hand, was
supernaturally talented, daring, and visionary. It had driven him mad that Cargill had been too
squeamish to make the best use of what he had created. Unwilling to push the technology to its
limits, especially when it came to sending a human being back in time to create a universe with
two copies of him or her.The term creative differences didn’t begin to cover it.So Knight had
taken his technology, and a number of members of Cargill’s team, and had left. Not that this had
been easy to do. When you’re part of the most secretive project on Earth, housed within the
blackest of Black Ops groups, and you’ve come up with a technology capable of altering the
structure of the universe itself, the very fabric of reality, separating from the pack and freelancing
isn’t exactly an available option.But Knight didn’t let that deter him. After careful planning, and
considerable bloodshed, he managed to extricate himself from the womb Cargill refused to
leave, and eventually set up shop on an island in Lake Las Vegas, a man-made lake that was
seventeen miles from the fabled Strip.No one knew that he controlled this facility, and his
headquarters couldn’t have been more impregnable.Even so, Knight was a cautious man.
Human beings were frail, easily killed. He could fall and hit his head on the edge of a table, killing
himself instantly. He could electrocute himself during an experiment, despite careful
precautions.So why not make a backup—just in case? Why not send himself back in time so
there were now two of him?Not that he would ever let a second Edgar Knight roam free to
interfere with his efforts. He would not allow any meddling, even by a version of himself a fraction



of a second younger. Two of him would lead to confusion. Who would be in charge?The second
him, the duplicate, wouldn’t just share his DNA, but his bank accounts and legal rights, his every
memory—his very mind. The duplicate would be him just as surely as he was, simply one frame
—or forty-five millionths of a second—behind him in the film reel of his life.There was no way he
would ever consider sharing power, especially not with someone as brilliant, ambitious, and
formidable as he was.So he decided to make duplicates of himself and imprison them. Let each
lead a life of luxury while trapped, one month at a time. At the end of each month, the current
duplicate would be dispensed with and he would create another, who would be fully up to date
on all of the thoughts and experiences he had had during the preceding month. A fresher
backup, so to speak.Once a month he had his helo pilot fly him from Nevada to his backup
headquarters compound in Wyoming, chosen for its spectacular mountains and sparse
population.Once he arrived he would step into the back of a big-rig, which housed a time
machine, and send himself back forty-five millionths of a second.And the computer would
dutifully carry out this order. Knight would be pinned on the spatial axis of space-time, but would
slide a single frame backward on the time axis. He would remain on the spatial coordinates at
which he had begun, but when he arrived in the near past the Earth would be in an entirely
different location.The Earth never stood still. In fact, it hurtled through space at far greater
speeds than any human plane or rocket had ever achieved. It spun on its own axis and revolved
around the sun, while the entire Solar System raced around the center of the Milky Way Galaxy
at breakneck speed.All in all, the Earth was traveling through the cosmos at two hundred forty-
two miles per second. Even in forty-five microseconds the Earth traveled a distance of fifty-eight
feet, meaning Knight would arrive in the past fifty-eight feet ahead of where he had begun.
Gravity played a role that wasn’t fully understood, such that objects sent into the past ended up
fifty-eight feet away, but always landed on the ground rather than above it.If fifty-eight feet would
put an object inside a tree, matter’s strong repulsive force would deflect the object a short
distance away, so that it would end up beside the tree instead. If the destination was dense with
matter, like the middle of a mountain, with no open space near enough for a slight deflection,
time travel wouldn’t work at all.Remarkably, the directionality of the effect could be changed by
adjusting the polarity of the time travel field. The jumps were always fifty-eight feet, the exact
distance Knight’s fledgling theory suggested would be the case based on the movement of the
Earth over forty-five millionths of a second, but the direction of the jump could be dialed in as
desired. This wasn’t something either predicted or predictable, but an effect discovered by trial
and error alone.How this was possible was currently unknown, with the going theory being that
time travel didn’t cut across the space-time axis, per se, which would be through the four
common dimensions, but rather through a fifth dimension. Movement through this dimension
translated into unexpected and counterintuitive results, which none of their scientists could yet
adequately explain.Once Knight had landed in the past, there would be two of him. When he
arrived, the very slightly younger version of himself would still be in the semi awaiting the
computer command to send him back, which would commence in less than the blink of an



eye.But Knight’s arrival in the past would instantly trigger the computer to abort, so his younger
self would now never be sent back, ensuring that a third edition of Edgar Knight didn’t come into
existence. Instead, his younger self would be locked inside the trailer, soon to find himself a
prisoner in a luxury resort.Scientists, logicians, and science fiction writers had always believed
that the universe had two primary choices when it came to dealing with time travel. It could
branch out into two separate universes, beginning at the point in the past that had been changed
due to time travel.Or it could fight to stay self-consistent.Neither had turned out to be correct. It
turned out the universe found branching into multiple universes wasteful. And it didn’t care a whit
about paradoxes. When Knight’s arrival in the past changed events, aborting his future time
travel jump, he should have disappeared. After all, he had changed things so he was never sent
back. So how could he still be there?The universe used a different logic. It could not have cared
less how the second Knight had come into existence. It just accepted his presence in the new
reality, resetting time in its general vicinity and moving forward once again from there, as if there
had always been two Knights—forging a brand-new future. If the computer had not aborted,
when the universe moved forward forty-five microseconds it would send him back in time yet
again, introducing a third copy into the past. And then a fourth. And then a fifth . . .If future time
travel was then aborted after the fifth, the five Knights would remain, and the universe would
move forward on this basis.If Marty McFly had changed past events so his parents had never
married, so he had never been born, neither he nor his image in a photo would have vanished.
The universe would have reset in the local vicinity of 1955 Hill Valley, where Marty had disturbed
the timeline, and created a new future from there. It wouldn’t care that Marty was an interloper
from an erased future, and that his parents had never, and would never, give birth to him.He was
there, and that was good enough for the universe. It wasn’t checking birth certificates. Six times
Knight had sent himself back into the past, each time imprisoning and eventually killing the
version of himself that he joined there. Just over a week earlier, Knight had begun this exercise
for the seventh time. And like the six versions before him, who had each lived their allotted
month before being erased in favor of a fresher face, the seventh would soon die. An irrevocable
death sentence, perhaps made even worse from the knowledge that he had bestowed it upon
himself.The idea of becoming a disposable backup was horrifying to Knight, but far easier to
swallow in the abstract than when his head was locked inside a guillotine and the blade was
inching its way toward him.Star Trek had made it clear from select episodes (although this was
never brought up directly) that Kirk and Spock died every time they used the transporter, with a
new, identical version materializing in the new location, constructed from their patterns.In
principle, Knight’s own situation wasn’t that different from the use of such a transporter device.
One version was killed to make way for another—identical—version.But at least in the case of
the Star Trek transporter, this was instantaneous, which was a lot less troubling. Vaporize the
original man or woman on the Enterprise’s transporter pad, copy him or her on the planet below,
and no harm, no foul. When Kirk beamed down to a planet, he could convince himself that he
hadn’t really died, that he had just disappeared and reappeared.But it was the cruelest of



tortures to remain alive after such duplication, to know that death was imminent, and the exact
time it would take place.Knight wanted to scream at the top of his lungs. There was no way out.
His death sentence was immutable, and the means for carrying it out unstoppable.One of
dozens of speakers hidden throughout the residence came to life. “Edgar Knight?” said the male
voice of Lazlo, his personal digital assistant, so advanced it made earlier PDAs, like SIRI, seem
like pull-string talking dolls.Knight was instantly at attention. Lazlo was always there in the
background, awaiting his instructions, but for his AI to initiate an interaction on its own—well, this
was highly unusual.“Yes,” responded Knight, letting the AI know he was listening.“Sensors show
a recent cessation of all life signs coming from Edgar Knight One. Video footage streaming from
his office, along with my personal observations, indicate that Knight One was killed in a massive
explosion at the Lake Las Vegas compound. Just to be sure there is no mistake, this has been
confirmed by seismic sensors and news reports. I would have informed you sooner, but I was
housed primarily in a mainframe on this same site, which was also vaporized. It took me almost
two minutes to fully reconstitute all of my functionality within the mainframe housed at the
Wyoming site.”Knight’s mouth dropped open. His namesake had been killed? How could this be?
It was a huge setback, at least when it came to achieving the goals that he shared with the
version of himself forty-five microseconds older, whom he and Lazlo had dubbed Knight One.
But he couldn’t help but be elated. He was no longer expendable. Instead, as Knight One’s only
backup, he would now be running the show.It was time for the understudy to take the stage, for
the heir to ascend to the throne.The king was dead.Long live the king.Knight blew out several
deep breaths in relief, and if he had believed in God he would have been thanking this deity
profusely.“Full control of all operations has now been transferred to you,” continued Lazlo, “and I
will respond to your commands only. You also have sole access to all of the deceased Knight
One’s assets, financial and otherwise. I have sent a signal to the capsule in your skull, and it has
been fully nullified. You are now free to leave the premises and operate at full autonomy.”A slow
smile crept over Knight’s face. “Tell the two girls on-site I won’t be needing their services further
and they’re free to leave. Organize all information you have on what Knight One has been up to
since leaving me here. Transfer it to the computer in the home theater.”Knight paused in thought.
“Does the video taken before the explosion contain any clues as to how this happened? Who
might have been responsible?”“More than clues,” replied Lazlo. “I am sure you will find it very
illuminating.”“Good. Get rid of the girls and send the footage to the big screen in the theater. I’m
going there now. Also, to save time, prepare an executive summary of all information you think
will be relevant to my full understanding of the events culminating in Knight One’s
death?”“Prepared and ready,” said Lazlo immediately.4Knight’s strategy for creating, and
dispensing with, his understudies was ingenious, ruthless, and unstoppable, three adjectives
that fit him well. He would begin the process by entering a trailer and setting the computer to
send him back in time. As soon as he arrived a split second in the past, a signal would be sent
aborting time travel for the version of him who was still in the trailer, on the verge of being sent
back again. The signal would not only abort time travel, but cause the release of a knockout gas



inside the compartment.Once the Knight inside the trailer was out cold, the Knight who had
landed fifty-eight feet away would use a robotic device to inject and implant a tiny titanium
capsule into his skull. The capsule was divided into two equal compartments. One contained a
toxin that, if released, would kill the younger Knight instantly. The other compartment held an
agent that could be combined with the toxin in the first compartment to nullify its effect and
render it harmless.Knight called this his table salt strategy. Sodium by itself was deadly. So was
chloride. But combine the two into sodium chloride and you ended up with a crystalline
substance that was not only harmless, but delicious when sprinkled on french fries and
pretzels.Once the capsule was in place, the backup Knight would awaken in the main building of
the Wyoming compound, where he would be forced to wait out his month. Lazlo was set up to
monitor his every activity. If he made any attempt to leave the general vicinity of the mansion, the
AI would immediately send a signal releasing the left compartment of the implant, killing him
instantly. If he found a way to shield the capsule from Lazlo’s signal, the same thing would
happen automatically. If he stayed put, at the end of a month, the capsule would be triggered as
well.The only way out was for Knight One to die. If this happened, Lazlo would do as it had just
done—open the partition between the two compartments and allow the neutralizing chemical to
mix with the toxin, thereby defanging it.The chemistry and mechanics of the system had been
perfected by several members of a large group of geniuses Knight had dubbed his Brain Trust.
These were acclaimed scientists he had sent back into the past without their knowledge,
effectively making copies of them for his own use, while the originals went about their lives, none
the wiser.The duplicates—or, more accurately, the versions brought back from a split second in
the future, often multiple copies of the same scientist—represented the greatest collection of
human ability the world had ever seen. Knight provided them with unlimited funding, the ability to
work with the best people in the world on the most challenging problems, and treated them like
royalty—at least for the most part.While they were technically prisoners, their only responsibility
was to pursue their passions, and many wouldn’t have left if they could have.Knight made sure
the two call girls had left the premises and took a seat in one of ten cushioned, reclining chairs in
his private theater. “Lazlo, give me the executive summary you prepared,” he ordered, feeling
giddy from having just escaped death row.“In short,” began Lazlo, “Knight One’s people
managed to capture Aaron Blake and Jenna Morrison out from under Lee Cargill and bring them
to Lake Las Vegas. Cargill and several other members of Q5 were killed in the process.”Knight’s
eyes widened. Outstanding. And completely unexpected. Not long before the Knight in Wyoming
had come into existence, Lee Cargill had intercepted an email message that indicated a leading
physicist named Nathan Wexler had come up with the theoretical basis for time travel. The
physicist’s short email left no doubt that the work was groundbreaking. Monumental. Because
Wexler had arrived at the period of 45.15 microseconds based on theory alone.This was
extraordinary.Knight had stumbled across time travel and had discovered that the length of time
traveled back was always of this duration. Always. But he knew this due to experimental
measurement only. Neither he, nor anyone else, could ever figure out why this was the case.Until



now. The intercepted email indicated that Nathan Wexler’s purely theoretical equations had
pointed to this exact interval of time as being special. More importantly, his theory indicated that
the reach of time travel could be extended. It should be possible to travel back in time, in forty-
five microsecond intervals, to a maximum distance of almost half a second.Half a second! This
was more than ten thousand times farther back than Knight had achieved.This was huge. Being
able to effectively send a person or object fifty-eight feet away was one thing. But in a half-
second, the Earth moved over a hundred miles, dramatically increasing the system’s scope and
versatility.When Knight’s moles within Q5 had alerted him of this development, the race to
acquire the brilliant physicist was on. But as he and Cargill battled over the man, Wexler was
killed, leaving his fiancée, Jenna Morrison, as their only hope. She possessed a flash drive that
contained Wexler’s work, but had hired a man named Aaron Blake to protect her, an ex-special
forces operative turned private detective.Even so, both Blake and Jenna had ended up in
Cargill’s hands, and Knight had been convinced Q5 would soon have Wexler’s work as well,
giving his former boss a tremendous advantage in their ongoing struggle.But Knight One had
apparently managed to wrestle Jenna and her hired protector from Cargill, after all, killing him in
the process.Everything appeared to have been going Knight One’s way.So how had he ended
up dead?“Rather than continue with an executive summary,” said Lazlo, “I recommend that you
watch the recording of Knight One’s meeting with his two captives. I believe it will tell you what
you need to know. It was streaming to the cloud right up until the instant of the
explosion.”“Understood,” said Knight. “Show it now,” he ordered.5An ultra-high-definition image
of the inside of Knight One’s lavish penthouse residence in Lake Las Vegas appeared on the
massive home-theater screen in perfect 3D. On the screen, Knight One’s men strapped Jenna
Morrison and Aaron Blake to two of four steel chairs at one edge of his office and left.As Knight
watched the footage, he was struck by just how unimposing Blake seemed to be. The man was
just over five foot seven, and looked harmless, like a man who might get sand kicked on him at
the beach. About as dangerous as a nursery-school teacher.But Knight had learned the hard
way that this impression couldn’t be further from the truth. Aaron Blake was a highly decorated
ex-Army Ranger, seventy-fifth regiment, who had served within various counter-terrorism groups
in Yemen, Somalia, and Iraq before deciding to leave the military to become a private detective
in LA.He was smart, tough, and brave, and had bested some of Knight’s most talented soldiers.
His appearance couldn’t have been more deceiving.Knight took a moment to study Jenna
Morrison’s 3D image on the screen as well. This was the first he had ever seen of her, other than
a few stills. She was almost as tall as her PI companion—which, at five foot five or so, wasn’t
saying all that much. Her brown hair was cut short, and while she wasn’t classically pretty, she
was still in her twenties, and there was something attractive about her. Perhaps it was her perfect
complexion, or the easy intelligence reflected in her brown eyes.“Where are the others we were
with?” she was demanding as he watched.“I’m afraid they’re all dead,” replied Knight One.
“Including my old friend Lee Cargill.”“All of them?” said Jenna in horror. “But why? They were
helpless.”Helpless? thought the Knight watching in annoyance. Cargill may have been a lot of



things, but he was hardly helpless. The man had been a sleeping lion, and Knight One had just
applied the law of the jungle.Just as these thoughts flashed through his mind, Knight One
denied that Cargill had been helpless, right on cue. “When you’re being stalked by a lion,” his
predecessor was now saying, “and you chance upon him sleeping, you kill him. The difference
between me and Lee Cargill is that I’m willing to make tough choices, own up to tough
realities.”Knight couldn’t help but smile. Great minds thought alike. Especially when those minds
were identical up until one week earlier, when their life experiences had begun to wildly diverge.
Even so, he and the man on the screen would be expected to have virtually identical reactions to
anything the prisoners might say.With one caveat. The Knight in Wyoming knew something his
predecessor had not known. He knew that Knight One only thought he was in full control of this
situation.“Compassion is great,” continued his predecessor. “I’m all for it. But if we let it paralyze
us from making rational, logical . . . necessary decisions, we deserve to go extinct as a
species.”“Just the opposite,” said Jenna. “Compassion will make sure we don’t go extinct.”“If
everyone were compassionate,” said Knight One, “this would be true. But there are ruthless
people in this world. People who relish the idea of Armageddon and are moments away from
having the means to make this happen. Compassion in the face of that is suicidal, which is the
exact path we’re on.”“I agree with you in many ways,” said Blake. “But the answer isn’t setting one
man up as absolute dictator.”“Why not? Right now we have democracies in the world, but we
also have any number of countries run by dictators and worse. Irrational, power-hungry people,
with only their own interests at heart. At least with me running the show you’ll have rational
decisions.”“Like sterilization of anyone below a certain intelligence level?” said Jenna.“Yes. First
you wipe the barbaric, destructive extremists from the planet. Simple decision. Kill them, or
they’ll kill you later. As for controlling the coming swarms of unintelligent, ignorant masses, our
planet is a tiny lifeboat in a vast ocean universe. But our boat is getting overcrowded and taking
on water. When the crew members who aren’t capable of bailing any water reproduce ten times
faster than those who can, it doesn’t take a genius to see that the boat will eventually sink.”“Well
said,” whispered the Knight watching, fascinated by the restraint his predecessor had shown in
referring to those he planned to weed out as crew members unable to bail out water, rather than
calling them what they really were: ignorant, dim-witted slobs reproducing like cockroaches. He
couldn’t help but wonder how many kids his nine moronic siblings had produced. He hadn’t
checked in with any of them for over a decade, but even then they had collectively brought more
than forty new mouths into the world. He wondered how much this number had grown in the time
since.Even though Knight didn’t have any children, he had engaged in reproduction all the same.
Only he had reproduced exact copies of himself, and copies of the best minds the planet had to
offer, rather than swarms of high-school dropouts who were future reality-show stars.“So what
do you want with us?” asked Jenna on the screen, pulling Knight from his reverie.“You have a
copy of Wexler’s work in the cloud,” replied Knight One. “I want you to open it.”After an exchange
in which Jenna Morrison made it clear she would never cooperate, Knight One had two
additional prisoners brought into the room, both bound and gagged. One of the prisoners was



Jenna Morrison from a different frame of her life. The other, a duplicate Nathan Wexler, another
version of the fiancé she had seen die in her arms.An interesting development, but not one that
the Knight watching hadn’t expected.Knight One went on to explain how he had come to
possess multiple copies of Nathan Wexler, each of whom he forced to try to recreate the
breakthrough the deceased version had made. None had succeeded in finding the random
insight that had led this other Wexler to his eureka moment.“I’m sure Cargill told you all about
human duplication,” Knight One was now saying on the screen. “The difference is, Cargill is too
weak to actually do it. Another idiot who blathers on about slippery slopes while our ship is
hitting an iceberg. So what do you say, Jenna? I need that file. But I’m willing to make this easy
on all of us. I’ll offer you the deal of a lifetime. Get me that file, and I’ll reunite you with the man
you love.”“This is all so . . . wrong,” said Jenna.Knight One turned toward the duplicate version of
Jenna Morrison in the room, drew a gun, and shot her twice in the chest. “That’s better,” he said
calmly.On the screen, blood erupted from one version of Jenna while the other filled the room
with a horrified shriek.“No one wants to share their man, after all,” continued Knight calmly when
Jenna’s scream subsided. “Even if the person they’re sharing with is themselves. So now that
he’s all yours, Jenna, how about it?”“You’re the sickest bastard who ever lived!” she
screamed.“I’m just a man willing to do what’s necessary to save the species.”Exactly right,
thought Knight as he watched.On the screen, Jenna’s face was taking on a new resolve, and
she proceeded to offer Knight One a deal of her own. She would willingly provide the passwords
he so desperately wanted if he would let Aaron Blake and Nathan Wexler go, giving them a head
start before alerting his security they were loose. She would make this deal, she told him,
because she was confident that his entire security apparatus wouldn’t be able to stop an
unarmed Aaron Blake and an egghead physicist from escaping.Knight One had agreed, of
course. The idea that these men could really escape—head start or no head start—was
ludicrous. The Knight watching couldn’t fault his predecessor for taking this bargain, even though
it was now clear he should have refused.Somehow, this decision had marked the beginning of
the end for his predecessor.Yet as he watched, Knight still couldn’t imagine how Aaron Blake
could have possibly prevailed.6“I advise advancing the footage by twenty-six minutes,” said
Lazlo, interrupting the video.“What would I be missing if you did?” asked Knight.“After Knight
One had Blake and Wexler deposited outside of the high-rise and cut loose from their bonds,
Jenna Morrison directed him to where her fiancé’s work was stored in the cloud, and gave him
the appropriate passwords. While this was happening, Blake and Wexler reentered the building,
blinded video monitors, and proved more elusive to Knight One’s security than he had
anticipated.”“Why am I not surprised?” mumbled Knight. “So what’s happening at the twenty-six-
minute mark?”“Knight One has downloaded Wexler’s file and is about to review it.”Knight
considered. Surely, based on what had happened, this file couldn’t have been the genuine
article. But either way, Lazlo was correct in assuming this was footage he didn’t want to
miss.“Okay,” said Knight. “Skip ahead.” There was static on the screen for just an instant, and
then the scene in Knight’s Lake Las Vegas penthouse continued to unfold, twenty-six minutes



later. On the screen, his predecessor was studying a tablet computer in silence, his head
looming over it as he held it at chest height, inadvertently blocking out the various cameras
taking the footage that the Knight in Wyoming was now watching.As hard as it was for Knight to
believe his predecessor was really viewing Wexler’s work, Knight One’s body language left no
doubt. His eyes were large and his growing excitement clear. He was more than excited. He was
amazed. Euphoric.Knight continued to study his predecessor on the screen with great interest.A
violent earthquake shook the home theater, accompanied by a deafening explosion. Knight
nearly dived to the theater floor in a reflexive act of self-preservation.A moment later he realized
that the theater wasn’t under attack, after all. The shaking and exploding had all happened at the
Lake Las Vegas high-rise. The 3D scene had shaken on the screen, not the screen itself.The
footage continued, showing a stunned Knight One, still alive, shouting for Lazlo to tell him what
was going on. But Jenna Morrison answered, instead. “What’s going on is that Cargill just played
you for a chump,” she said triumphantly. “He orchestrated all of this. We wanted to be
captured.”“Why?” responded Knight One. “How has this helped you?”Remarkably, the Knight
watching still found this to be a valid question. He knew a train wreck was coming, yet he still
couldn’t see the train.On the screen, his alter ego continued. “If Cargill was the puppet master
here,” he said, “he didn’t do a very good job of it. Because I know for certain he’s dead, along
with a number of his key people.”“Come on, Edgar,” said Jenna in disdain. “You’re so much
smarter than that.”“Are you suggesting Cargill was a duplicate?” said Knight One incredulously.
“He would never allow it.”“To stop you he would,” snapped Jenna. “He’d still never allow two
copies of the same person to coexist. But he knew you’d kill everyone but me and Aaron.”“Okay,”
said Knight One slowly, considering her words. “I believe you. But I still don’t see his end game,”
he admitted.“Aaron and I knew we would never be safe as long as you were alive. More
importantly, the world would never be safe. So I agreed to be the bait. To sacrifice myself to get
to you. Aaron volunteered as well. All I asked was that before we completed the mission, we be
allowed to do everything humanly possible to try to save Nathan.”“Blake may be good, but he’s
not that good.”Jenna smiled. “Isn’t he? That explosion means he did it. It means that Nathan is
safe.”“Pause the footage!” the Knight watching in Wyoming commanded. “I need to think.”The
pieces were finally falling into place. The only way Wexler could be safe is if Blake had fought his
way to the time machine on the first floor and had altered it, making use of Wexler’s discovery to
teleport many miles away. Knight now knew precisely what the rest of the footage would reveal.
Still, he needed to watch it unfold.“Resume,” he barked to his PDA.On the screen, at least part of
the truth was now dawning on Knight One. “Cargill found a way to extend time travel beyond
forty-five microseconds,” he said. “Didn’t he?”“That’s right,” said Jenna. “The explosion was
Blake’s signal. It could only be triggered if the teleportation was a success. He used a little
explosive that you actually brought to our attention: octa-nitro-cubane. Ring a bell? The most
explosive non-nuclear substance known to science, but impossible to make without a time
machine.”Knight One glared at Jenna in contempt, still having no idea what was coming.
“Cargill’s plan may have been flawless,” he said, “and it will set me back, but he still can’t



win.”“You still don’t get it, do you?” said Jenna scathingly. “You poor psychopathic asshole.” She
shook her head. “Here’s the thing, genius, Aaron and I are duplicates also. The goal was to get
Nathan out, if possible, and destroy you. We signed on for a one-way mission. Aaron sent
Nathan to safety and stayed behind, knowing he would die in the explosion.”Knight One’s eyes
widened in horror, and the Knight watching these events unfold knew that he finally—finally—
understood. But too late.“It’s finally dawning on you, isn’t it?” said Jenna. “You think the explosion
Aaron triggered was epic? Well, I’m carrying a hundred times as much explosive.”She glanced
down at a diamond ring on her finger, one she had been fiddling with throughout. “I push down
hard on this diamond and enough octa-nitro-cubane is triggered to flatten this building and at
least the three key buildings around it.”“But you’ll die also,” said Knight One. “Horribly. Your body
torn to shreds. Are you really prepared for that? Another Jenna may get to live, but it’s you who
takes the full brunt of the explosion. You who gets vaporized. It won’t hurt any less because
there’s another of you inside Cheyenne Mountain.”Tears began streaming down Jenna’s face. “I
know,” she said. “And I am terrified. I don’t want to die.”“So don’t do it,” pleaded Knight One. “The
world is a screwed up place. The inmates have taken over the asylum. You know it’s true. I’m the
only person who can save humanity from itself.”“You might be right,” whispered Jenna, now
sobbing. “But let’s hope like hell you aren’t.”And with that she pushed down hard on her
diamond, and the footage abruptly ended, leaving a backup Edgar Knight with his fists
clenched, staring at a blank screen.7“Lazlo,” said Knight, blowing out a long breath, “how long
has it been since this explosion?”“Exactly fifty-seven minutes, fifteen seconds,” the PDA
replied.“Did any structure at headquarters, or any people, survive?”“Yes,” replied Lazlo. “But only
buildings and people on the periphery. Your central high-rise and the three buildings surrounding
it were obliterated, with no possibility of survivors. Some of the outlying structures survived,
along with the members of your group housed there.”Knight scowled. The central high-rise and
three buildings that had ringed it were the nerve center of his operation, and while many of the
people in these buildings were relatively unimportant workers, all of the key members of his
organization were housed there, also, including every last member of his vaunted Brain
Trust.Most of his team had never been duplicated and were now gone forever. One copy of each
famous scientist from his Brain Trust still lived, going about their normal lives throughout the
world, but this setback was absolutely devastating. Duplicating these scientists one at a time
without their knowledge had been a daunting task, impossible to repeat until he could rebuild his
strength and his organization. “Swarms of helicopters are descending on the island now,”
continued Lazlo. “They aren’t painted black, but their serial numbers and registry are
untraceable, indicating a high likelihood of being part of a Black Operations group.”No shit,
thought Knight miserably. It had to be Cargill. He knew in advance what was likely to happen and
had a team waiting to go in and mop up the moment it had.Knight struggled to remain calm. He
closed his eyes in supplication. “Please tell me that we still have the copy of Nathan Wexler’s
work my predecessor was reading,” he said, his voice taking on a pleading quality.“I’m sorry,
Edgar, but it was destroyed in the blast. And the former Knight One hadn’t yet saved it to the



cloud.”Knight grimaced as though he had been stabbed in the neck. “Why can’t you retrieve it
from the cloud the way he did? Don’t you still have footage of the instructions and passwords
Jenna Morrison provided?”“I already tried that, and failed. I knew this would be of vital interest to
you. Cargill’s team must have rigged the site to delete the file the moment it was downloaded.
I’ve analyzed all footage taken while the former Knight One was reading the file on his computer,
to see if I could recover some of the content from glimpses of it on his tablet. This was also
unsuccessful.”Knight issued several sharp curses that echoed around the spacious home
theater.The loss of real estate and associates hurt, but nothing like the loss of this data.Knight
forced himself to calm down. He needed to look at the big picture, keep things in perspective. In
his struggle with Cargill, he was now playing from behind.But so what? An hour ago he was
nothing but an expendable backup, facing certain death in three weeks’ time. Compared to that,
his current situation was a blessing. Getting out from behind the eight ball and finding a way to
get his mission back on track wouldn’t be easy, but it was certainly achievable.This had been a
blow to him, his organization, and his goals. He had lost hundreds of millions in real estate on
Lake Las Vegas, his entire Brain Trust, and countless soldiers in his growing army.But the
Wyoming backup headquarters complex could be upgraded to serve his needs. He may have
been confined to the main residence, but there were additional buildings and warehouses on-
site. Now that he could reach these other structures without triggering his own death, he had
access to working time machines and a storehouse of advanced technology created by
members of his Brain Trust. He may have lost them, but he hadn’t lost the astonishing advances
they had made in almost every field.And while he had lost most of his lieutenants and mercenary
soldiers, a handful of these were on assignment away from Lake Las Vegas. These men knew all
about time travel, supported his goals, and could be pressed into service once again.With
respect to the hundreds of millions of dollars the loss of his primary headquarters had cost him,
this didn’t matter in the least. He had billions more. It was easy to make money when you could,
literally, make money.Rebuilding human resources was the more difficult challenge, but in time
he could recover the ground he had lost. Even so, he felt a rage within unlike any he had ever
experienced. Cargill, Blake, and Morrison had outsmarted him. Had played him for a fool.Well,
had played Knight One for a fool. But this was a distinction without a difference. He would have
fallen into their trap just as surely as his predecessor had. Even knowing the end result and
watching it all unfold, he still hadn’t been able to figure it out in time.Allowing himself to be
deceived by the likes of Cargill stung like nothing ever had, like a splinter buried deep within his
eyeball. It was a monumental blow to his pride. It was intolerable.Cargill was a buffoon. The
thought of being outplayed by this man was galling.But not entirely outplayed, Knight reminded
himself. After all, here he was, still standing.And as savvy as Cargill was, there was no way he’d
suspect another version of Knight was still alive. He’d have a blind spot about this, believing he
knew Knight well enough to know he would never allow a double of himself to run around.Which
was true. Knight hadn’t allowed it. But Cargill would never guess that his rival had the intestinal
fortitude to create, imprison, and kill a series of backups. Even so, Cargill was a cautious



bastard. So Knight would have to tread carefully. It was critical that the head of Q5 not get even a
hint that he was still alive. Ideally until the prick was drowning in his own blood. But, at minimum,
until Knight regained full strength and the noose had already tightened irreversibly around
Cargill’s neck.Knight was confident he could still take Cargill down. In fact, he was the only
person who could. Only he had intimate knowledge of Q5, as well as access to working time
machines and Brain Trust technology.So he would stay in full stealth mode. Regroup. Rebuild his
strength and bide his time.But even as these thoughts came to him, the seed of a plan began to
form in his mind. With any luck, perhaps he could get his revenge and also destroy Cargill and
Q5 faster than he had first thought. And most importantly, finally get his hands on Nathan
Wexler’s work.Cargill hadn’t won yet. He may have won this round, but there were more rounds
to come.Lee Cargill, Jenna Morrison, and Aaron Blake had managed to deliver a devastating
blow.But now it was his turn.PART 2“I don’t know what weapons will be used to fight World War
III. But World War IV will be fought with sticks and stones.”—Albert Einstein8Lee Cargill sat in his
office inside Q5’s temporary headquarters, deep in the bowels of Cheyenne Mountain, arguably
the most famous underground facility in the world, although the word underground didn’t quite
do it justice. Under-mountain might do. Or better yet, within-mountain, as it had been carved out
under a ceiling of granite almost a half-mile thick, with an extensive array of three-story buildings
constructed on a system of giant springs, protection against earthquakes and pesky nuclear
attacks. Q5 currently shared the surprisingly extensive space inside the impregnable Colorado
Springs facility with a number of other Black Ops groups, although the organization had been
allotted one entire wing out of four. Cargill worked out of a space that was more war room than
office, with state-of-the art communications. His temporary office was surprisingly large, but its
ceiling, while smoothed, had been left natural and uneven—not that he needed such an
unsubtle reminder of the millions of tons of rock above his head.Cargill rubbed a fifty-two-year-
old hand through a still-thick head of salt-and-pepper hair and inhaled sharply. His anxiety was
causing him to hold his breath for extended periods without his conscious knowledge, gasping
in air only when his body’s involuntary demand for oxygen became too great for his troubled
subconscious to ignore. And then his breath would become stuck in his throat once again—
sleep apnea without the sleep.He didn’t read much fiction, but even so, he had read the
overused expression, waiting with bated breath, many times before. Was this what he was now
doing? Or was this phrase meant to describe something else?He closed his eyes, glad he had
chosen to wait this out alone. Joe Allen, his second-in-command, was tied into his ear with a
comm, but he didn’t want Allen to see his tension, his uncertainty. Didn’t want to discuss the
tough questions with him.He had just received a call from Nathan Wexler, at least one version of
the man, who had teleported blindly, as planned, and found himself somewhere in the Mojave
Desert, a location so barren it could well have been on another planet. As it turned out, it was
just sixty-nine miles from the Las Vegas Strip. Since the plan had been for Blake to send the
physicist just over a quarter second into the past, which would land him sixty-two miles away
from the time machine, it was possible that Knight’s command center was very close to this



dense population center.Of all the locations Cargill had expected for Knight’s headquarters, Las
Vegas wasn’t it. Given that Knight’s ego was the size of Texas, Cargill had half expected him to
build a secret lair within a volcano, taking a page from The Incredibles or a James Bond
movie.On the other hand, Cargill should have known better. These bases had been constructed
by the villains of these movies, after all, and Knight had fooled himself into thinking he was the
hero of this drama. That his ruthless behavior wasn’t that of a psychopath, but simply the
behavior of a pragmatist striving to save the world from itself.Holing up in Las Vegas, hiding in
plain sight under the most blinding concentration of neon lights in North America, would be just
like the man. Assuming Jenna and Blake had been taken to his headquarters, which was not a
sure thing. Nothing was a sure thing.Cargill’s plan was bold, with a significant chance that it
would end in disaster. They were attempting to bring Knight down by first giving him exactly what
he wanted, what he needed, to destroy Q5 for good. If he figured it out in time, they would have
delivered Jenna Morrison to him on a silver platter, and more importantly, Nathan Wexler’s
work.For the plan to succeed, everything would have to go perfectly right. So far, it seemed that
this was the case. Cargill had been confident Knight would let Blake go and give him a head
start in exchange for access to Wexler’s work, something he had already gone to herculean
efforts to get.In this quest, at least, Cargill couldn’t blame him. Knight had spent so many hours
struggling to understand the time travel he had tapped into, it was a wonder his brain hadn’t
burst into flame. Getting a chance to peek at the answer key was understandably irresistible.
Like another, legendary, bite of knowledge that had been offered up in the Garden of Eden,
Cargill was counting on his apple to lead to a downfall similar to the one a serpent had brought
about.And it seemed to be working better than Cargill had any right to hope. Because even
assuming Knight would give Blake a head start, and assuming a duplicate Nathan Wexler had
been negotiated into the mix, the odds against the private eye making his way through the
phalanx of guards and security that Knight was certain to have, and managing to beam Wexler
to safety, seemed astronomical.Blake must be even better than Cargill had thought. He doubted
the term miracle worker was much of an exaggeration.Cargill had just finished a brief call with an
ecstatic Jenna Morrison. He had given her the news that her fiancé was alive and they were
even now racing to Wexler’s GPS coordinates to retrieve him, scrambling a helo from nearby
Nellis Air Force Base to pick him up.While Cargill’s identity and the nature of his work were kept
in the shadows, he possessed command codes that could get US military bases around the
country, and their commanders, to jump to carry out his every order. The commander would
know better than to ask any questions about how the man he was retrieving had ended up in the
center of a desert without any means of transportation, and why Nellis had been assigned to act
as his personal chauffeur.But just because this part of the operation had gone much better than
expected didn’t mean they were out of the woods. Knight could have knocked Jenna
unconscious so she couldn’t activate the explosive. Or perhaps he wasn’t inside the blast
range.Regardless, what was now eating away at Cargill’s stomach like so much battery acid was
that everything might go right. If Jenna truly was in a dense population center in Las Vegas, this



would be his worst nightmare. Cargill had been certain Knight’s base would be secluded. When
Jenna and Blake had initially balked at his plan, he had assured them that this would be the
case. The dose of octa-nitro-cubane explosive he had embedded in Jenna’s ring was enough to
vaporize a broad circle of real estate around her, the expected size of Knight’s
headquarters.Even if Knight’s base was secluded, there were sure to be scores of innocents
surrounding him who would lose their lives if the plan succeeded. But at least in this case, most
of the casualties would be people who had sided with a man determined to thin the human herd,
kill every member of Q5, and ultimately ride roughshod over all of humanity.But what if Knight
had taken Jenna to a penthouse suite on the Strip? If she didn’t realize where she was, and
activated the ring, she could wipe out tens of thousands of innocent tourists, causing a blind
panic around the world as a veritable crater appeared in the middle of one of the most iconic
locations in the US.Cargill shuddered.Had he become as big a monster as the man they were
trying to stop?Bigger?It was he who had pushed Jenna and Blake into accepting this degree of
overkill—just to be sure that Knight was within the blast radius.But Cargill had to admit to himself
that this wasn’t all of it. He also knew that a larger blast zone would have a greater chance of
eliminating the scientists Knight was thought to have duplicated, as well, getting rid of a problem
Cargill wasn’t equipped to handle.If these scientists lived, Cargill would be forced into making
impossible choices. Imprison them, as Knight was doing, or go public with time travel. There was
no third option.Five identical copies of Elon Musk, with his exact memories up until recently,
would be impossible to explain away. All of these Elon Musks would believe, rightly, that they
were the father of Musk’s children, the owner of his assets, the rightful resident of his home. And
this would repeat itself for hundreds, or even thousands, of famous scientists. It would be
mayhem. Anarchy. Insanity.And when time travel was revealed, as it would have to be to explain
how so many duplicates of so many geniuses had sprung up like copies of newspapers rolling
out of a printing press, it would throw the world into a panicked frenzy. This would be a shock to
civilization, to the status quo, that would be too sudden, too profound to readily absorb.By
advocating for the use of so much explosive, if the plan did work, Cargill hoped to eliminate a
problem he couldn’t imagine being able to adequately solve.But knowing that one copy of these
scientists would all still live, knowing that the duplicates had no right in any sane universe to
exist in the first place, and knowing that his actions had prevented a disclosure that would tear
the world apart, didn’t make him any less a monster. These scientists were innocents, prisoners,
and he had put a plan into place knowing it could result in their deaths—worse, hoping that it
would.And now it might end much worse than he had thought. If Jenna was in a population
center, there could be no good outcomes. If she realized where she was and never pushed
down on her ring, Knight would survive, and they would have handed him a potent tool. And if
she didn’t realize where she was, Knight would die, but at the cost of many thousands of
additional innocents.Cargill tried to tell himself that if this were to happen, it would still be for the
greater good, would still prevent far more loss of life later on, but the constriction of his throat, his
inability to breathe correctly, suggested his subconscious would never be fully satisfied with this



rationale. Because this is exactly how Edgar Knight justified his heinous actions. In Knight’s
mind, the world was headed for almost complete self-destruction. If Knight truly believed he had
to eliminate twenty percent of the population to save the other eighty, was he any worse than
Cargill?Shakespeare had written, Heavy is the head that wears the crown, and Cargill never
imagined he’d learn just how true this was. He didn’t wear a crown, but he led a group that
controlled time travel, and had virtually unchecked authority, making him the most powerful man
on Earth.Assuming, of course, that Knight was taken down in the next few minutes.If not, Edgar
Knight would hold this title instead, and Cargill’s days would be numbered. Cargill gritted his
teeth as he noticed the time ticking away on a digital clock in the corner of a large monitor on his
wall. Almost five minutes had elapsed since Wexler had teleported into the desert. If Jenna did
intend to trigger the explosive, she had already delayed it much longer than he would have
expected. Did this mean the mission had failed? This question was answered an instant later as
Joe Allen’s triumphant voice materialized in his ear. “She did it, Lee!” said Allen excitedly. “I have
reports of a massive explosion in a region called Lake Las Vegas. Incredible!”“Lake Las Vegas?”
repeated Cargill uncertainly. “What the hell is that? Please tell me it isn’t near any population
centers.”“It’s not. It’s sixteen miles from the Strip. Knight’s headquarters was on a man-made
island in the center of a man-made lake.”“A man-made lake in the Mojave Desert? That’s
ridiculous.”“I agree,” said Allen. “But also true. It was part of a massive construction project,
decades ago, that not many people know about. The site of a multi-billion dollar resort that went
bust. The island later became home to a number of commercial buildings, most of them
abandoned. Until recently. Nine months ago the island and everything on it was purchased by an
anonymous entity for private use.”Cargill blew out a breath he felt he had been holding for
centuries. This anonymous entity had to be Knight. So his base had been relatively secluded,
after all. Thank God.Cargill had still punched his ticket into the bowels of hell, had still joined the
ranks of history’s greatest mass murderers, but it could have been so much worse.“Well done,
Jenna,” he whispered, trying to focus on the positive. What they had accomplished was nothing
short of a minor miracle. They had brought down a man, and protected a secret, that could well
have had a devastating impact on far more than just a tiny manmade island.Cargill just hoped
that if there was a God, He didn’t judge that this had come at too great a cost.9Cargill closed his
eyes and allowed himself to feel at least some relief at the successful conclusion of such a bold
and risky Op, but only for a few seconds. There was much still to be done. “Send in our team to
mop up as soon as they arrive on-site,” he instructed Joe Allen. “You know the drill.”He had
scrambled a team to head to the general vicinity of Las Vegas the moment they had pegged
Wexler’s GPS coordinates five minutes earlier, and they were already in the air. “Just make sure
they land on the outskirts of the blast,” he added. “By the time they get there, the periphery
should have cooled enough for them to be safe. But make sure.” “Roger that,” said Allen.“Inform
Aaron and Jenna that their duplicates succeeded. That Knight is no longer a threat. And tell
Aaron that I’m pretty sure he’s superhuman. Also, find out when Nathan Wexler is due to arrive
on the runway, and make sure Aaron and Jenna are with us to greet him.”“Will do. Did you decide



to give President Janney a heads-up on this Op?”Cargill frowned. He had made it a policy to tell
the president as little as possible about Q5 and his activities, not being shy about withholding
key information, including their recent ability to travel almost a full half-second back in time. The
president had known about the battle to acquire Nathan Wexler, but Cargill had told him only that
he had discovered a theory that could help them develop the technology, without telling him the
specifics of how.“I decided against it,” he said. “The odds of success were too low. Why risk
upsetting the apple cart for nothing?”“Sure,” said Allen, who knew him only too well. “But mostly
you didn’t tell him because it’s better to ask forgiveness than to ask permission.”“There was that
too,” he admitted.Normally, this exchange would have brought a wide grin to Cargill’s face, but he
was torn in too many directions to find it amusing. At the moment, he felt more like vomiting than
celebrating.“Wait five minutes to be sure news of Lake Las Vegas has reached President
Janney,” continued Cargill, “and then organize a call between the two of us as soon as you can.
Tell him it’s urgent I speak with him about the explosion.”Cargill was left alone with his thoughts
as his second-in-command began to carry out his orders. Seven minutes later, Allen informed
him that the president was ready for his call. The moment Janney’s computer-generated
holographic image appeared, made to look as though the man himself was seated across the
table from Cargill, the president began, wasting no time on greetings or pleasantries. “Jesus
Christ, Lee! What the hell happened in Nevada?”Cargill frowned deeply. “You’re acting like I had
something to do with this, Mr. President,” he said, as though deeply offended at the mere
implication.One of the critical elements of lying effectively was to fool even yourself that you
were telling the truth, thereby reacting to others the same way you would if your story were true,
with the same indignation, surprise, concern, or outrage. The lies and misinformation he had
already fed Janney about Q5’s activities would get him fired, or worse, but the ones he was
about to tell now would get him tossed in jail and the key thrown away. Or perhaps get him
executed. He could make arguments as to why he thought his actions were valid, but even he
appreciated that these arguments might not win the day.“Just because I contacted you to
discuss this tragedy,” continued Cargill, “doesn’t mean that I caused it.”Janney’s pissed-off
expression didn’t change in the slightest. “But you know who did, right?”Cargill nodded
reluctantly. “Yes. I do know. Edgar Knight. He stole some advances we were working on to make
the duplication process more effective.” Even though the process involved traveling back in time,
the words time travel were rarely spoken. “We happened to have some dark energy detectors in
and around Vegas,” he continued, another lie, “and the signature of the explosion reeks of it. We
think Knight was probably headquartered at the epicenter of the explosion, and tried to modify
one of his time travel devices using the data he stole from Q5. But the parameters weren’t fully
perfected. We’re all but certain that it blew up in his face.”“Are you kidding me?” shouted Janney
from his holographic perch in front of Cargill’s desk. “This is almost worse news than if you had
been responsible.”Cargill blinked rapidly in dismay. “I have trouble understanding how you could
possibly say that, Mr. President. I know there was considerable loss of life,” he added hastily. “I’m
not trying to sugarcoat that. It’s absolutely horrible. But if there is a silver lining, it’s that we’re



nearly certain that most of those who were killed were affiliated with Knight. Not to mention
Knight himself. We’ve been working night and day to find and eliminate him. We never could
have guessed that he’d do it for us. Regardless, the biggest threat to the US and the world is
now gone.”“Is it?” said the president in disgust. “Why isn’t time travel itself the biggest threat?
Jesus, Lee, did you hear what you just said? You think Knight didn’t use the right settings and it
created an explosion so devastating it could have been caused by a small nuke. I’m not enough
of a scientist to understand everything you and Knight presented to me about the process after
its discovery. But I am sure about this: you swore to me that the immense energies you were
tapping into could only be used to push objects back through time. You guaranteed that they
could never be released explosively.”Shit! thought Cargill. He had been sloppy. He had
underestimated the president and made up a cover story that opened a huge can of worms. He
would have to backpedal in a hurry.“You’re right, of course,” he said. “And I fully intend to give you
all the reassurance you need that this can never happen again.”“Like you did the first time?” said
Janney dubiously.Cargill winced. He had made an idiotic choice of a lie, and he had his work cut
out to recover from it. “I deserve that,” he said. “But our best people are sure they have a handle
on what happened. This was a freak anomaly that might never be repeated, even if someone
were trying to repeat it.”He sighed. “And I promise you, we’re done tinkering. If this doesn’t scare
us straight, nothing will. We’ve sent matter into the past millions of times now without even the
hint of an energy discharge. If it isn’t broken, don’t fix it. From now on, we’ll be sticking with what
we have.”Janney’s glare didn’t subside, but Cargill could tell his response had reduced the
president’s anxiety.“Make damn sure you do,” said the president. “You’ve made it clear that
you’re dealing with energies that could destroy the planet, maybe the solar system. And yet
you’re playing around with it like a five-year-old with a flamethrower.”“Apologies, Mr. President.
You’re absolutely right. Given the stakes, I was far too careless. But you can believe that I’ve
learned my lesson. With Knight out of the picture, Q5 will spend all of its time using the current
capability—which we know to be absolutely safe—to achieve our strategic goals.”“I’m well aware
of how much good this technology can do. That’s the only reason I’m not pulling the plug this
instant. But see to it that you don’t make another misstep, no matter how small.”“Understood, Mr.
President,” said Cargill. Then, after a brief delay, he added, “Before you go, I recommend that
you ask your communications director to send the press my way. I’ll use the alias Shawn
Goodwin, and I can give you a phone number they can use to reach me. I’ll go on record as an
anonymous top-secret source within the government. I’ll say it was a civilian scientific
experiment gone awry, and assure the press that the odds of another inventor repeating this
mishap are one in a million. I’ll assure them it wasn’t terrorism and that there is no radiation or
other harmful fallout.”“And when you’re asked the nature of this scientific experiment and how
this could have happened?”“I’ll make it clear that we don’t intend to make this public. If we reveal
details, others might try to repeat it—on purpose.”“In that case, everyone around the world will
immediately assume we’re lying about it being civilian, and that it was a secret weapons
site.”Cargill nodded. “Let them. We’ll deny it, but it might give America’s enemies something to



think about.”The president considered. “Okay,” he said finally, looking as miserable as Cargill had
ever seen him. “You can take point initially, but I’ll pick a few others I’ll want you to work with to
spin this, so you can pass the baton very quickly.”“Understood, Mr. President,” said Cargill,
relieved that his meeting with Janney had come to an end. “I know how bad this is,” he added.
“But rest assured, with Knight out of the picture, there will be nothing but smooth sailing from
here on out.”10The Lake Las Vegas explosion continued to be the biggest news story around the
world, and would be for days and months to come, garnering wall-to-wall coverage on the
networks, cable channels, and social media—but the spinning of the tragedy was now out of
Cargill’s hands.
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Mark Daniels, “Hard SF set in the very near future. A great author. If you have read any of his
work all anyone one needs say is this is more of the same. Make sure you read the first book in
the series first. When I was a lad, back in the dark ages when Indians went on the warpath (even
before Native American was a phrase) good hard SF told about a far off future. Today the same
genre refers to tomorrow, and increasingly today. He always writes a good story wrapped around
scientific advances that are on the cusp of reality. He is very much a modern Isaac Asimov. If you
can't tell, this review is from a reader that is nearly as old as dirt.If Douglas Richards is a new
author to you, try a sample. If you like what you read there, you will like the rest. He doesn't
disappoint.”

Purple Griffon, “Fascinating Tale of Time Travel and Those Who Follow That Path!. If you have
not had the pleasure of reading a book by Douglas Richards, you have been missing out - and
this one seems a good place to start. (Feel free to read the first in this series which I also
enjoyed a great deal). Richards brings a perspective of real science to his writings which I enjoy
as I invariably come across something that makes me go do some real research to learn more.
But he does not just recite science facts, or conjecture on what will occur in a couple of years, he
writes so that you can 'see' what might happen. His characterization is exceptional and makes
you want to learn more about them.This book (As does Split Second) deals with one of my
favorite subjects - time travel. But it's limited to only a small part of a second - that does not
sound like it would be worthwhile, does it!? Ah, but that is where the genius of the writer comes
into play, as he demonstrates why the ability to travel even a fraction of a second back in time
can change the world. He is one of the writers that I have no idea where he is headed as I read
their work, but am always pleasantly surprised at the journey! I am not going to describe the
story - as the first thing I do is read the blurb as that does a decent job of doing so and expect
anyone reading the followup reviews has done the same.Would you like this book? Only if you
like surprises in your reading, and enjoy a well crafted story that holds together well. Some
indication that many others like his books are the fact they are usually on the N.Y. Times
Bestseller list, as that is a solid indication that many recognize superior writing. So, give it a try -
you won't be sorry.”

Danika, “Just fantastic!. Douglas E. Richards has quickly become one of my favorite authors. The
way he intricately weaves near futuristic scientific possibilities into an action packed plotline is
one of the many reasons I devour his books as soon as they're released! I have Kindle
Unlimited, so I can read all his novels for free, but I BUY THEM! Why? Because I always want
them available. I reference them in conversations and then pull them up on my phone.Now, I
know can be a stand alone novel, but do yourself a favor and read Split Second first. Then, you
should read all his novels. They're just THAT good!If you're hesitant about this because of the



Kim Jung Un part, so was I. I will tell you that I was pleasantly surprised by how well it was
worked into the plot. I'm not one to give away a bunch of spoilers, so just read it!Finally, if you are
someone who skips the "Author's Notes" when you read a book, you do NOT want to miss
Richards'! He always has a section at the end of his novels titled "What's real and what isn't."
Knowing it's there makes me want to get through the story faster so I can learn more! It's
fascinating to learn about new scientific developments that are in the works! Some may even
shock you!So, basically, JUST READ IT!”

R. Sylvia Tagert, “Time Framed For Ill Or For Good. Imagine time travel where duplication of the
traveler is a "side effect" and too many duplications result in gross overpopulation? What
scientific advances may be accelerated and what dangers may be created with no hope of
containment or control? Before you imagine taking a position, and well before the end of Time
Frame, the reader is taken on a magnificent journey and the possibility of understanding the
existence of a "fifth dimension" and the far reaches of galactic travel. Bring in a whole new
meaning to "what might be out there" and what that might mean for the human race, the reader
is transported on so many levels to beg the question "are you ready for the ride of your life?"
Douglas Richards exceeds all expectations as the many dimensional driver here.”

Colin Greaves, “Now, THIS is what sci-fi means!. Excellent Mr Richards! Wite more please!
Your ideas are amazing and nicely woven into exciting stories - I am a lifelong fan already!This is
the second book in a time-travel story, and is not what you are expecting. No fantasy or
morlocks, just great science and an imagination to weave it into an action packed story. This is
how I would like to write a novel!”

Marcos Luz, “Brilliant as the first one. This second book is so brilliant as the first one. A well-
paced plot. The time travel intricacies are well explained here. The book has good information on
matters that are being under investigation all around the scientific community and does that in
the middle of the story as those complexities were easy to serve as a piece of cake. Eager to
see the third volume. Well done.”

Linda, “A good read. Very enjoyable with lots of twists and turns. Seems like there should be one
more book in this series. I liked the characters as much as I did the plot.”

Geoff Macumber, “Good story line.. Very well written. He is responsible for my lack of sleep for a
few nights as I couldn't put it down.”

The book by Douglas E. Richards has a rating of 5 out of 4.3. 1,771 people have provided
feedback.
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