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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Alya pressed her hands up against the smooth plastic of the dome.  She closed her eyes and extended the power until she could feel every atom of the kilometer-wide structure.  She breathed deeply and let her mind forge out to the dark space beyond.  Her eyes opened slowly, and while the power reached out into the edges of space she stared up at the shadowed sphere of the earth. 
 
    “You’re not going to explode that, are you?” Paul asked.  She opened her eyes and took her hands away. 
 
    “Of course not.  I just wanted to see what it felt like.” 
 
    “Okay.” The Neru tilted his head to one side and half-smiled at her.  She smiled back.  He hadn’t actually thought that she was going to use her power to blow up the dome, shattering the only thing that protected them and killing every person on the moon, had he?  Kind of a mood killer. 
 
    Mind you, Alya couldn’t help wondering if she actually could explode the dome.  It was huge, and strong, made from plastic reinforced with moon minerals that allowed it to withstand the vacuum of space.  Could the power take it down?  Perhaps.  Hypothetically of course. 
 
    “What are you thinking about?” Paul asked. 
 
    “Oh, you know, girl stuff,” Alya lied.   
 
    Paul laughed. “Yeah, right.” 
 
    “Actually, I am kind of worried about meeting the Director later.” 
 
    “Why?  I thought you had decided she was on your side?” 
 
    Alya frowned and her hands twitched into fists. “I don’t think the Director is on anyone’s side but her own.” 
 
    They walked past a speaker playing the sort of music that has been designed by a committee to be the least offensive to the greatest number of people.  It made Alya’s teeth itch.  In fact, the whole area under the dome made Alya feel like her biosuit was a size too small.  She was uncomfortable just being there.  Money talked on the moon, just like everywhere else, but here it was painfully obvious.  The hotels under the dome with views of the stars would cost her a year’s academic salary for just one night.  Only the very rich and very famous could afford to be seen in the bars and restaurants. 
 
    A couple glided past on a pair of hoverways.  Alya only just kept herself from laughing out loud.  The area under the dome was less than a couple of blocks.  There was no need to use anything but your honest-to-god feet for moving around.  The buildings themselves were fantastical and beautiful, all in plastic coated white.  Alya much preferred the industrial look of the underground space station.  At least that was real. 
 
    “Why did you want to come up here?” Alya asked Paul. 
 
    He seemed to read her mind. “I know, it’s pretentious as hell.  But you still can’t beat the view.” 
 
    They both tilted their heads upwards to look at the dome of unending stars.  The earth, blue and breath-taking, looked back at them. 
 
    “That’s true,” Alya said. 
 
    Her ears caught a sound that jarred with the ambient music. 
 
    “Did you hear something?” she asked Paul. 
 
    “It’s coming from the central boulevard,” he said, after a second. “Come on.” 
 
    There was a small crowd of anxious looking people around the nucleus of noise.  As Alya and Paul hurried over they realized it was someone shouting. 
 
    “Down with the Continuum,” a man’s voice boomed out towards them. “Look to tomorrow.  Down with the Continuum.” 
 
    “Looks like he’s picked his theme,” Paul grunted as they elbowed their way forwards.  The people around them were an odd mix of the rich and famous, and the station workers, who were clearly enjoying the show. 
 
    They made their way to the front of the crowd and came to a stop at of some railings that protected a fountain in the shape of Vitruvian man, the Continuum logo.  It was called the memorial fountain, although Alya had never actually heard what it was meant to memorialize.  It was big, made from earth marble that must have cost them a fortune to bring over by shuttle.  Of course, the Continuum weren’t exactly short on cash. 
 
    A man stood in the fountain.  Actually in it, so that the water must have been up to his ankles.  It provided him with a stage four-foot-high so that he could bellow over the crowd. 
 
    “Look to tomorrow!” 
 
    The man was holding up a crudely painted sign, but Alya couldn’t make out what it said.  Just how had he been allowed onto the moon anyway?  He could be a maintenance worker, she thought, although even they were carefully checked for any signs of unwelcome political views.  Besides, he was wearing an expensive looking biosuit.  Not a manual, then.  What the hell was going on? 
 
    “Down with the Continuum!” 
 
    He was a balding man with stooped shoulders.  He looked like an accountant.  The sort of guy you wouldn’t look twice at.  Just what the hell was he doing there? 
 
    “Come down from there!” A voice shouted.  Alya saw two security guards making their way over.  The man’s only reaction was to shout louder. 
 
    “What’s he doing?” Paul said, slightly irritated expression on his face.  Nerus didn’t exactly go in for this sort of public display of emotion.  Plus, even though it was his day off, Paul was still a Continuum security guard. 
 
    “I think it’s a protest,” Alya said softly.  She had never expected to see anything like this on the moon.  Just how bad were things back on earth? 
 
    “Well, he’s in the wrong place.  Public protest is illegal under Continuum laws.  He’s in big trouble.” 
 
    The two guards had made their way to the railings.  They whispered to each other for a few seconds, then one of them raised a hand. 
 
    “A stunner!” Alya said, “He’s going to fire!” She took a step forward, but Paul grabbed her arm. 
 
    “Are you insane?  You go in now they’ll arrest you too.  Goddamnit, I’ll have to arrest you myself!” 
 
    Alya’s body went numb.  Sometimes she allowed herself to forget who paid Paul’s wages. 
 
    The stunner fired and the man stumbled backward.  They must have just used a low dose because he only fell as far as his knees.  He looked at his chest where he had been hit, then he let out a roar and jumped down from the fountain. 
 
    “Shit,” Paul hissed, but it was too late.  The man was heading straight for them.  Alya stepped out of his way, but Paul moved forward, pulling out a security baton from his bag.  Alya felt the power rise up in her.  She should help this man who was fighting her fight, taking on the Continuum.  But could she really use her power to hurt Paul? 
 
    She wavered just long enough for Paul to spin around and whack the man full in the stomach.  The protester crumpled to the ground, moaning softly. 
 
    “Thanks,” one of the guards said as they hurried past Paul.  Alya bit her lip.  Paul had done the only sensible thing.  He couldn’t be seen to let the protester go.  Still, that moment where he had hit the man in the stomach… Alya couldn’t get it out of her head. 
 
    The two Continuum guards pulled the man up from the floor and dragged him away.   
 
    Alya stood frozen, one arm still raised.  The power rose up in her, begging to be used.  Her fingers trembled. 
 
    “Let’s get out of here,” Paul said, and after a second Alya followed him underground. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Alya tried to put the images of Paul and the protestor out of her mind when she reached the Director’s office.  Alya could explode things with her mind but she still found the Director deeply intimidating.  The woman had revealed herself as a Geep to Alya just a few months ago, but even that didn’t make her trustworthy.  Under her gloves, the Director’s hands pulsed with genetically mutated colors.  But Alya still hated that the woman knew her own secret, that all the Director would have to do was to click her fingers and Alya would spend the rest of her life in a Continuum prison. 
 
    “Status report,” the Director barked, not looking up from her datapad. 
 
    “Um.  I’m still working through my mother’s research.  There’s a huge amount of data on there and it’s hard to tell what’s relevant and what’s not.  Um.” 
 
    “What about the aftermath of your episode with Mama?” 
 
    You mean when your little Continuum spy nearly killed me, Alya thought, rather petulantly. “It doesn’t seem to have gone any further.  No repercussions that I can see.  I’m not even sure what exactly happened to Mama.” She looked at the Director expectantly. 
 
    The woman’s mouth turned down at the sides, but she still didn’t look up. “She’s back on earth, giving the longest debrief of her life, I expect.” 
 
    “The Continuum haven’t got rid of her then?” Alya asked, surprised, “Even after she murdered Marissa?” 
 
    “The Continuum will keep Mama for as long as she is useful to them.  They do not let emotions get in the way of progress.  Perhaps you should learn to do the same.” 
 
    Ouch. “I’m not sure what you mean?” 
 
    The Director looked up and gave her a penetrating stare. “We need to be careful.  Just because the Continuum is moving forward on earth doesn’t mean that they’ve taken their eyes off the moon.” 
 
    “Moving forward?” 
 
    “Don’t you watch the news?  First Cape Town, now they’re moving on Moscow.” 
 
    “Moscow!” 
 
    “Are you surprised?  They need the space ports.  I cannot stress how critical the moon is to the Continuum’s long term strategy.  Now, that is not necessarily a bad thing.  I still believe it is possible for the Continuum to… reconsider their policy on Geeps.” 
 
    Well, of course you do, Alya thought. “Really?” she said. 
 
    “We have so much to offer them.  A time will come when they will see that.  For the moment I am merely ensuring that we comply with their overall strategy.  Quite frankly, I don’t want to piss them off.” Her jaw moved as if she had a bad taste in her mouth. “When the Continuum realizes the worth of the Geeps, they will see us up here, doing our very best in the heart of their operations.” 
 
    “Mmn,” Alya said, her eyes on the ceiling.  She didn’t exactly subscribe to the Director’s view of the Continuum as being flexible enough to embrace the new Geeps.  After all, they had murdered the first generation.  Including Alya’s mother.  She didn’t exactly feel like forgiving them anytime soon. 
 
    The Director had turned her eyes back to her datapad.  Alya searched her brain for small talk.  It wasn’t exactly her strongest suit. 
 
    “Were you ever married?” Alya asked, instantly regretting it.   
 
    The Director blinked. “Of course not,” she said. “Why would I want to do a thing like that?” 
 
    “Oh, I just wondered, you know, if you had told anyone else about…” Alya found herself waving her hands in front of her.  God, why did she always have to be so awkward. 
 
    The Director leaned forward. “Nobody knows but you.  I hope you will keep it that way.” 
 
    Alya scrambled backward.  The glint in the Director’s eyes was terrifying, like looking at a hungry tiger. “Of course.  I mean, I’ve kept my own secret for long enough.” 
 
    “Exactly.  You and I have a… reciprocal arrangement.  If my condition were to be made clear to the Continuum, then I would personally ensure that yours was as well.  And you can bet they’re going to be a hell of a lot nicer to me than they are to you.” 
 
    Alya swallowed.  How had she let the conversation go this badly? “You have nothing to worry about.  Seriously.  I’m just glad to have someone like me on my side.” 
 
    The Director gave a curt nod, satisfied for the moment at least.  Alya tried to discreetly wipe the sweat from her forehead. 
 
    “Have you managed to locate any other new Geeps?” Alya asked, steering the subject onto safer ground.  When the Director had revealed her contamination to Alya, the most surprising thing was that she had been infected in the last six months.  During the time that the Continuum had assured everyone that the moon was perfectly safe.  Turned out they weren’t as flawless as they thought. 
 
    “Not as yet, but I do have some ideas on that front.  You know that the Continuum randomly drug tests everyone every three months?” 
 
    Alya nodded.  She had submitted her own doctored samples just a week ago. 
 
    “Well, it wouldn’t be too hard to get access to the samples.  Then we can use them to find the Geeps, we just run the DNA through our profiles.” 
 
    “What if they provide fake samples?” 
 
    The Director actually smiled. “You mean like you do?” 
 
    Alya couldn’t help blushing. 
 
    “Well,” the Director continued, “my assumption is that most of the infected won’t even suspect that they are Geeps. They’ll think they have nothing to hide.  They’ll have no reason to fake their own samples.” 
 
    Something about the plan was making Alya feel a little uncomfortable.  She tried to put her finger on it. 
 
    “Is it right to look at their blood, if they haven’t given permission?  I mean, it’s kind of a big deal if they are infected.” 
 
    “That’s why we need to do it.  We need to help them.  Just think how many people right now are starting to show symptoms.  They’ll be scared, vulnerable.  It is our job to help them through it.” 
 
    Alya nodded, but she still wasn’t convinced.  She needed to think it through in her own time.  Thankfully the Director seemed to have moved on. 
 
    “And what about your own abilities?  Have you recovered from your encounter with Mama?” 
 
    Alya shuddered at the memory.  For weeks after her fight with the Continuum spy she had barely been able to use the power at all.  Part of her had enjoyed the freedom, not having to worry about controlling herself every second of the day.  But sure enough, the power had returned.  She could feel it now, behind her eyes, just itching to be used. 
 
    “It’s fine.” What she hadn’t told the Director, hadn’t told anyone, in fact, not even Paul, was that the power had come back stronger than ever.  It was almost as if it had been given a taste of what it could do, and that had left it wanting more.  Which was kind of funny, because Alya wanted anything but that.  All she wanted was for her Geep genes to leave her alone, to let her get on with her life.  But that was never going to happen.  Not until she found a cure.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    The meeting with the Director had left the power stirring in her mind.  Any anxiety made it stronger, weakening Alya’s defenses.  And pretty much everything the Director had said had made her anxious.  Was it really the right thing to do to check people’s blood samples for the Geep contamination?  What if the Continuum got hold of that information?  Alya had seen nothing to suggest any change in policy concerning the Geeps, despite the Director’s assurances.  Could she really be part of any system that might endanger a whole new set of Geeps? 
 
    Alya looked down at her hands.  Blue flame licked at her fingertips.  At least she was back in her own room where no one could see her.  She concentrated for a second and the eerie light vanished.  Yes, perhaps it would be worth the risk to warn the new Geeps what to expect.  They needed to know that they weren’t alone. 
 
    The power struggled behind her carefully constructed constraints.  Time to wear it out.  Alya took a cushion off the bed and placed it on the floor.  She sat down cross-legged and made sure her posture was good.  Then she started her routine. 
 
    Alya had been working on streamlining her exercise routine.  Since the power had been flexing its muscles recently, she had been working hard on the best ways to force it into submission. 
 
    First, she created a shield.  She held her hands out in front of her and drew a large circle in the air.  The power flooded out, making a curved shield that sparked and shimmered in front of her.  Good.  This was an excellent way to use a large amount of power in a relatively safe, non-offensive way.  She counted to sixty then let the shield drop. 
 
    Next, she put her hands to the wall and practiced her listening skills.  This was how she had discovered that her next-door neighbor, the man from apartment 21F, was having a relationship with a woman on the moon, as well as with his wife back home.  Alya found the level of cliché involved irritating.  She let her mind wander out to the room beyond the wall but there was no one there.  At least she wouldn’t have to listen to his awful sex chat this time. 
 
    She tried to extend her hearing even further.  Could she reach the hotel lobby?  She thought she heard the shrill tones of the receptionist video calling her sister in New Hawaii.  Good, at least she had managed that test without any trouble. 
 
    Now for some precision work.  There was a glass of water on the table.  The idea was to avoid spilling a drop. 
 
    She held the glass steady, watching the surface of the water for any signs of movement.  The power was behaving itself today.  It was almost as if it felt her need for peace.  After the Director’s questions and the painful memories they invoked… 
 
    The glass shattered.  Alya closed her eyes as shards of glass pinged around the room them fell to the floor like raindrops. 
 
    She opened her eyes, sighed, and raised her right hand, making a beckoning movement.  The tiny pieces of glass danced towards her from all around the room.  They coalesced into a glittering ball shape that she floated across the room and into the bin. 
 
    Twenty-three minutes.  Yes, her new workout was more efficient.  But it was proving expensive in tableware. 
 
    Her datapad vibrated.  Alya raised an eyebrow at the caller.  After a second’s hesitation, she clicked answer. 
 
    “Long time no see!” Former President Everett barked as his broad face came into view. 
 
    “I wasn’t sure we were still on speaking terms.  In fact, I thought you’d stopped taking my calls.” 
 
    “I won’t bullshit you, Alya.  It was touch and go for a while.  You were looking like damaged goods for a spell.  When the Continuum captured you, I thought you might expose our entire operation.  So, the advice I was given was to go dark.” 
 
    Everett sucked from a straw of a fast food paper cup.  The cup was bigger than his head. 
 
    “And who gave you that advice.” 
 
    Everett rolled his eyes. “Even ex-Presidents have masters, as you well know.  Anyway, since it turned out that the person who imprisoned you was actually a Grade A psychopath, you’re off the hook.” 
 
    “How good of you to take an interest again.” 
 
    “Need I remind you who funded your little trip into outer space?” 
 
    “I gave you the research, didn’t I?” Alya kept her gaze steady.  In fact, she had only given Everett edited highlights of her mother’s work.  She didn’t want the rest of it getting into the wrong hands. 
 
    “And it didn’t contain anything we didn’t know!  Look, your primary directive still exists.  Find me dirt on the Continuum.  Help me take them down.  And do it soon otherwise there won’t be any point.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean that while you’re up there floating around thousands of miles away from earth, down here things are going to shit.  There isn’t much time left for us to make a difference.” 
 
    Alya’s stomach flipped.  While she was up on the moon it was easy to pretend that things happening down on earth didn’t affect her.  But of course, she was only kidding herself.  The Continuum owned the moon, and they hadn’t exactly been beneficent rulers.  What would happen if they owned the whole earth? 
 
    “How can I help?” 
 
    “Keep your eyes and ears open.  Notify me if anything changes up there, particularly with the station command.  If the Continuum are going to make any moves, you’ll see it up there first.” 
 
    “Okay,” Alya said hesitantly, even though she had no idea what she was meant to be looking out for.  
 
    “And try not to get arrested or tortured again, eh?” 
 
    “I’ll do my best.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    When Paul called around that night, Alya almost didn’t open the door to him.  She hadn’t liked the look of determination on his face when he had clubbed down that protestor.  Even if he hadn’t had any other option, it still felt wrong. 
 
    But he had never let her down before.  So, when he knocked she answered, and when she saw the bag of takeaway tucked under his arm she thought it had probably been a good decision. 
 
    “Hungry?” he asked, wandering in with his usual charming smile.   
 
    “I guess,” Alya said, running a hand through her hair. 
 
    He stopped in the center of the room and looked back at her, a slight frown line between his eyebrows.  He was unsure.  That didn’t happen often. 
 
    She should probably have it out with him then.  Ask him exactly where his loyalties lay.  Why had he felt the need to strike a man down whose only crime was to question the Continuum?  But she could see the shape of noodle boxes in the bag. 
 
    “I’ll get the plates.” 
 
    The tension left his shoulders and Paul sat down on the bed – the only place to sit in Alya’s tiny quarters – and started to open the boxes. 
 
    “It’s from the Chinese place on third.  It’s pretty cheap, but the noodles are hand-made.” He was making terrible small talk.  Normally that was her job.  He was feeling bad about the guy in the fountain. 
 
    Alya chewed a protein cube. “You know, Mama was a murderous witch, but I still miss her curries.” 
 
    “The café is still there,” Paul said, “one of the waitresses took it over.” 
 
    Alya let the slimy mush slip down her throat. “It wouldn’t be the same.” 
 
    “No, it wouldn’t.” 
 
    They chewed in silence for a few minutes.  It was unfortunate that their favorite Caribbean restaurant had turned out to be run by a killer spy.  Since then Alya and Paul had been trying to find a replacement, but nothing was quite making the grade.  But then no one had tried to kill them either, so Alya considered it an even trade. 
 
    “How did your meeting with the Director go?” 
 
    Alya swallowed.  She had to be careful when talking to Paul about the Director.  He didn’t know she was a Geep, and Alya had promised not to tell anyone.  Sometimes Alya felt like she was drowning in secrets. 
 
    “All right.  Do you remember me telling you that she thinks that the Geep contamination is still spreading?” 
 
    Paul snorted. “Yeah.  I thought it was rubbish.  It’s not like we wouldn’t notice if there was a whole new crop of mutants up here.  Why does the Director think that anyway?” 
 
    “She has her reasons.  Anyway, she wants me to look at the blood samples of people on the moon and see if I can find any Geeps.” 
 
    Paul frowned. “If it’s true they could be in a hell of a lot of trouble.” 
 
    “That’s what worries me.  I don’t want to put anyone at risk.  What if the Director takes this information straight to the Continuum?” 
 
    “She wouldn’t do that.” 
 
    “I’m not so sure.” 
 
    “Look, you’re effectively working for the woman now.  She could have reported you when Mama exposed you as a Geep.  She didn’t.  Maybe you should stop second guessing yourself.” 
 
    Alya grimaced. “You have met me, right?” 
 
    “Okay, maybe that’s a bit too much to ask.  But you’ve got to trust someone.” 
 
    “I trusted Mama,” Alya said, her eyes dropping to the floor. 
 
    “We all did.” Paul shrugged. “Sometimes you get it wrong.” 
 
    “I still think it could have worked.  The rebellion, whatever it was that Mama had set up.  There are enough people here that can’t stand what happened during the Geep war.  If only someone would pick up where she left off.” 
 
    Paul folded his arms. “There is no rebellion on the moon.  Mama was a fake.  The whole thing was just a way for the Continuum to find out who was working against them.” 
 
    “Mama might have been an old fraud, but you and I weren’t fakes.  Neither was Marissa.  That desire for change is still there, Paul.  You could take over from Mama, find the people that want to resist the Continuum, bring them together.” 
 
    “And do what?  The Continuum are dangerous, Alya.  You have no idea how dangerous.” 
 
    “I have no idea?” She was struggling not to scream at him. 
 
    Paul held up his hands.  His face was pained.  He hated this sort of emotional confrontation. “Sorry.  I know you have seen some of what the Continuum are capable of.  But you don’t know how far it goes.” 
 
    “Then why don’t you do something to stop it?  You could be what we all hoped Mama was.” 
 
    “I’m a Neru,” Paul said simply. “We don’t make good leaders.  We are trained to follow others.  Besides, the moon is not the place to mount an assault.” 
 
    “But somewhere else is?” 
 
    “Possibly.  Look, I don’t want to tell you anything that’s going to get you in trouble.” 
 
    “Get me in trouble?  Just what the hell are you up to?” Alya felt tears prick the back of her eyes but she was damned if she was going to cry.  After everything they had been through, Paul still didn’t trust her. 
 
    “I’m leaving the moon.” The way he said it was like ‘I’m going for pizza’. 
 
    “You’re leaving?” 
 
    “I’ve requested a change in position.  You might call it a strategic move.  Look, you know that the Continuum is splitting into factions.  So, on one side there are people like me and the Director who want the organization to work with the people, not against them.  Then there’s the other side, the ones who want the Continuum to basically steamroller every country in the world into submission.  I need to make sure the right side wins.  And that I’m on the right side.” 
 
    “You hope.” 
 
    “I hope,” he said with a lopsided smile. “Look, I haven’t exactly got this figured out yet.  But the Director went out on a limb for you and for me.  I have to trust that her faction has the best interests of every person on the moon at heart.” 
 
    “Right,” Alya said, totally unconvinced. 
 
    Paul put his hand over hers. “Now why don’t you tell me exactly how much you’re going to miss me?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Alya was no biologist.  In fact, her degrees in engineering and subterranean architecture were about as far from ‘wetware’ as she could get.  But since her interests in genetics had increased due to necessity in the last few years, she had been teaching herself the basics of the science. 
 
    Her mother had been a world-renowned geneticist.  That was what had brought her to the moon in the first place.  The woman’s desire to be at the cutting edge of research into what happened to the human genome in space was what had led her to sacrifice everything, even disguising her own pregnancy to make it to the moon.  Of course, she didn’t know then that the contamination racing through the genes of the people on the lunar colony would put both her and her unborn child at risk.  Still, on a bad day Alya found it hard to forgive her mother for her actions.  She was the one that had to live with the consequences. 
 
    The Director had delivered the first of the data on the blood samples to her datapad that morning.  It wasn’t hard to compare the specific genome markers from her mother’s research with those taken from the unsuspecting visitors to the moon.  The only problem was where the information would take her. 
 
    Alya wrote a program to do all the hard work for her, then let it run in the background.  Then she loaded up her mother’s research and started reading from where she had left off.  When she had first received the datastick that her mother had secreted for her on the moon, Alya had just read at random.  But her mother was methodical, and the research didn’t make any sense taken out of context.  So Alya had resigned herself to reading every single item on the drive.  Part of her found it irritating, but there was another part that enjoyed the feeling of walking her mother’s path, seeing her brain make the leaps in interpretation as they occurred.  She really had been a brilliant scientist. 
 
    It took two hours for the program to run all the markers – the servers on the moon were painfully slow compared to the ones back on earth.  A little message bubble popped up to let her know that there were no full matches.  Alya clicked into the records.  Of the six different markers her mother had identified, no sample had matched more than three.  She noted down any of the partial matches, then sent an e-mail back to the Director.  It was only a couple of dozen samples, but it didn’t look good for the Director’s idea that there would be hundreds of new Geeps. 
 
    Alya leaned back in her chair.  She wasn’t sure how to feel about the results.  She should be happy.  The prognosis for people contracting the Geep contamination wasn’t exactly fantastic.  But part of her had been imagining a whole new generation of Geeps, one that she might just be allowed to be a part of.  Was it just the Director then that had been infected?  And if that was the case, why her? 
 
    She looked up from the bloodwork to see her datapad flashing.  She had a missed call from Paul. 
 
    Alya was instantly on the alert.  He was working a twelve-hour shift.  He wouldn’t normally call her at work.  What had happened? 
 
    She tapped his number and he picked it up on the first ring. 
 
    “What is it?” Alya asked. 
 
    Paul didn’t waste time with small talk. “It’s Old George.  He’s dead.” 
 
    Alya sucked in a breath of air. “Oh no.” The old Geep had been one of the few left over from the war with the Continuum.  He had helped Alya out before and had never betrayed her.  And now he was dead.  The poison in his genes had finally caught up with him. 
 
    “I guess he survived longer than most.  Can you see now why I need to find a cure?” 
 
    Paul shook his head. “That’s not it, Alya.  He didn’t die from the infection.  He was murdered.” 
 
    “Dammit!  The Continuum killed him!” 
 
    “Don’t go rushing to conclusions.  He was beaten up.  Someone kicked his head in.  That sound like the Continuum to you?” 
 
    “It could still be them.” Her fingernails dug into her palms. 
 
    “It could.  Or it could be someone who decided they wanted to get rid of a Geep.” 
 
    Alya’s stomach clenched.  The power swam up inside her. “You really think someone killed him just for being a Geep?” 
 
    “It’s possible.  Nobody knows yet.  This is all third-hand reporting.  It’s the Intel core that are doing the investigation.” 
 
    “You won’t be working on it?” 
 
    “I’m just a lowly security guard, remember?” 
 
    “There must be something you can do.” 
 
    “There isn’t.  And there’s nothing you can do either.  The Intel people will investigate and compared to them the Security guards are meek little kittens.  You do not want to get involved with these people, Alya, so put any ideas out of your head.” 
 
    Alya took a deep breath. “I can’t promise you that, Paul.  Old George stuck his neck out for me.  Don’t you think I owe him the same?” 
 
    “No.  You have enough to do as it is.  You can’t help him now.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    The Director was on a call.  Alya paced outside so violently she made the plastic plants in the sad little pots outside the office tremble. 
 
    “Old George has been murdered,” Alya said the moment the woman let her inside. 
 
    “I heard.  It’s terrible.” The Director’s serene expression didn’t exactly reflect the horror that Alya was expecting. 
 
    “Well, don’t you think we should be doing something?” 
 
    “What exactly do you expect me to do about it?” 
 
    Alya felt the power flicker behind her eyes.  She gritted her teeth against it. 
 
    “Get your Continuum friends to let me have a look at the body.  For god’s sake, he was one of us and somebody killed him.” 
 
    “I’m the Director of the University, Alya, not some sort of vigilante Lieutenant.  Why would the Continuum let me anywhere near the body?” 
 
    Alya rubbed her temples.  Breathe in, breathe out. 
 
    “We owe him.  The Continuum won’t investigate.  Why would they care if someone killed an old Geep?  He was my friend.” 
 
    The Director sighed. “Maybe I could get them to allow access to the body for research purposes.” She tapped a gloved finger on the side of her datapad. “Actually, that might just work.  But you need to stay professional.  And you need to find someone from the medical core.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because you are an engineering student, or have you forgotten that?  Don’t you think it’ll look a bit suspicious if you charge in wanting to take samples and poke around a dead body?” 
 
    “I guess,” Alya said reluctantly. 
 
    The Director pressed her fist against her chin. 
 
    “Try Doctor Ryan.  He’s new, and he’ll jump at the chance to prove himself on something like this.  His funding grants only let him stay here another month.  Suggest to him that the University might extend his stay if he produces something interesting.” 
 
    “I’m not very good at blackmail.” 
 
    “Then you’re going to have to learn.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Doctor Ryan was Boston Irish.  Alya had used her amazing powers of deduction to work this out.  Partly it was his coloring: pale skin, mesmerizing blue eyes, a dark shock of hair.  Partly it was his accent, which felt a little too close to the Liffey to be entirely real.  And partly it was the massive Boston Red Sox flag behind his desk. 
 
    “So, the Director sent you?” Ryan raised a pair of bushy eyebrows.  Alya thought he was in his mid-forties but dressed a decade younger.  He was one of those men that walked the fine line between charming and creepy. 
 
    “Yes.  I need someone with a medical background.” 
 
    Doctor Ryan waved towards the wall of framed certificates behind him. “Then you’re in the right place.” 
 
    “Well, it’s actually for a rather sensitive project.  I’m looking into the Geep mutation.” 
 
    The effect was immediate and electric.  Ryan shot out of his chair and took a step backward, clattering into his framed degrees and making them rattle dangerously. 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding.  The Continuum won’t let anyone anywhere near that research.  What the hell are you playing at?” 
 
    Alya narrowed her eyes. “Are you forgetting that the Director sent me?  Don’t you think of all people she will manage to keep this out of the Continuum’s sights?” 
 
    “No.  Frankly, no I don’t.  The Director is just a small cog in a very big machine.  The kind of machine that will kill us and piss on our bodies.” 
 
    “Nice image.” 
 
    “Look, I seriously doubt that you know what you’re dealing with here.” 
 
    “I am very aware of what I’m dealing with.  So was Old George.  Right up until the minute that he wound up dead.” 
 
    “Old George?  That was the old Geep that was beaten up the other day, right?  Why would that matter to you?” 
 
    “He was my friend.” 
 
    “I find that very unlikely.” 
 
    Alya tried to summon the essence of the Director.  She wouldn’t have taken any of Ryan’s shit. “Look, it doesn’t matter what you think about it all.  I need a medical professional to take a look at the autopsy for me.  Maybe analyze a couple of samples.  It shouldn’t be too hard for someone with a wall full of degrees.” 
 
    “Now wait a minute…” 
 
    “No, you wait.  The Director has authorized a substantial research grant to cover this work.  It might even come with a residential placement for the next year if you play along.  Something tells me your department back home aren’t offering anything like that for your little project on fruit flies.” 
 
    “It’s a study in expanding larval populations on sub-lunar environments, actually,” Ryan said, with a trace of a pout on his bottom lip. 
 
    “Whatever.  Look, worst case scenario you get the cash and the means to stay here for a year.  No one ever hears about your work and if there is any fallout, it all lands squarely on the Director and me.  Your name is barely a footnote.  Best case scenario…” Alya leaned forward. “This research is pivotal in a new understanding of the Geep contamination.  One that the Continuum itself might even find its way to sanctioning in the future.” 
 
    Ryan slumped back into his chair. “Okay.  You know you’ve got me over a barrel.  Everyone wants results yesterday.  The ice caps melting and the world-wide freeze have left my department in Boston rather impatient.  So yes, a little more time to complete my research would be welcome.” 
 
    “You won’t regret it.” 
 
    “As long as you make sure my name is kept out of it, I hope I won’t.  But you might want to tell your Director that there’s no way in hell the Continuum will ever acknowledge her Geep research.  That subject is scorched earth to them.  They only wish they could kill the Geeps all over again.  That’s how much they hate them.” 
 
    Alya shoved her shaking hands behind her back. “We’ll see.  For now, I want you to get in touch with the mortuary.  Tell them that you need to see George’s body in the interest of science.  Then get back to me as soon as you have something to report.” 
 
    “Yes sir,” Ryan said.  When Alya left his office he was straightening up his certificates, making sure each one was perfect. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    Alya had decided she didn’t want to see Paul off on his shuttle.  The idea of waving goodbye as he jetted off to earth was just a little bit too romance novel for her liking.  Besides, they had never exactly cemented what their relationship was.  Was she the sort of girlfriend who pined for him until he came home?  Would Paul be going out the first chance he had and picking up half a dozen new girlfriends down on the surface?  Alya hadn’t broached the subject because she knew just how devastated she would be if he suggested they were just a casual thing.  And just how terrifying it would be if he said they were anything more. 
 
    So instead of the goodbye scene she had suggested a quick lunch before the shuttle left at 2pm.  But that had turned out to be a bit of a miserable affair, with them both exchanging awkward looks over dry sandwiches in a café near the shuttle bays. 
 
    “I’ve got something for you.” Paul held up his datapad showing an email address. 
 
    “I’ve already got your email,” Alya said, confused. 
 
    “It’s not mine.  It’s for a woman called Noor Mahmood.  She’s the Intel agent in charge of Old George’s death.” 
 
    Alya raised her eyebrows. “I thought you told me not to investigate it.” 
 
    “But then I realized that you were going to do it anyway, and I might as well do everything I could to stop you making a total ass of it.” 
 
    Alya grinned. “Thank you.” 
 
    “I still think it’s a bad idea.  Look, can you try to do your best not to antagonize the Continuum while I’m away?  I’d really like you to still have all your limbs when I get back up here.” 
 
    “I’ll do my best.  Don’t suppose you want to tell me what exactly you’re going to be doing on earth?” 
 
    Paul pushed a rogue mushroom around his plate. “I’m going to Cape Town.” 
 
    “Right.  And of course that’s where all the fighting is.” Alya kept her voice light, but she couldn’t help but remember the few television shows that the Continuum had allowed to be shown on the subject.  When the Continuum had taken over the South African government, it was fair to say that the majority of the population hadn’t been impressed.  Unlike other regions where citizens had grudgingly accepted their governments selling out to the Continuum, the Cape had rebelled.  The army had declared their own government, and all hell had broken loose.  Alya couldn’t help but admire the South Africans.  Anyone with the balls to take on the Continuum had her respect. 
 
    “So, you’ll be what, sent in to control the restless natives.” 
 
    “Something like that.  But the Director’s friends have some other plans for me when I get there.” 
 
    “Which you can’t talk about.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    Alya put down her fork in disgust.  It wasn’t until her capture by Mama that she had learned that there were several different factions within the Continuum.  One of those – the faction that she thought of as the ‘not-quite-so-bad-baddies’ was where the Director had aligned herself, and Paul had gone along with her.  The thought made her teeth itch.  How did he know that he could trust them?  They were still part of the Continuum, even if they wanted to take it in a slightly different direction. 
 
    “You haven’t said anything for a really long time,” Paul prompted. “Are you still awake?” 
 
    “It’s just…” Alya struggled for the right words. “I can’t see how you can make a difference and keep working for the Continuum.” 
 
    “See, I can’t see how to make a difference without working for them.  They have all the money, all the resources.  Surely our best course of action is to try to change Continuum policy from within?” 
 
    “I think it would be much better to stop them getting into power in the first place.  Those people in Cape Town have the right idea.  Now if we could only do the same things up here…” 
 
    Paul reached out and touched her hand. “Promise me at least that you won’t try and stage a coup until I get back.” 
 
    Alya let her mouth quirk up at the side. “Talk is cheap.  But I’ll try my best not to do anything rash.” 
 
    “I guess that’ll have to do.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    About an hour later Alya stood in a corridor on the fifth floor with her keycard just inches from the door lock, wondering if she was making just the sort of rash decision that she had promised to avoid. 
 
    She had seen from Old George’s obituary in the lunar station memo – he had barely merited a paragraph and his death was described as ‘sudden’ but nothing more – that George had been working in the algae processing plant.  She had decided to check it out.  Maybe there was someone down there that might know why someone would beat the old guy to death. 
 
    But she could potentially be exposing her interest in his death to the Continuum.  And she didn’t really have a legitimate reason for being in this sector of the space station.  But she really wanted to do something for Old George.  Besides, it was an algae factory.  Just how much trouble could there be? 
 
    There was an ‘authorized personnel only’ sign on the door, and Alya wondered if she could possibly qualify.  She decided to swipe her keycard anyway, and the door opened.  She took this to mean she was definitely authorized to go wherever the hell she liked. 
 
    Beyond the first door was a long low room with windows that looked out onto the algae tanks.  They were an oddly vibrant green color, lit by long lamps that provided something that passed for sunlight.  It gave Alya a slightly queasy feeling to think that this was where most of the protein she had consumed over the last few months had come from.  But it was cheap, sustainable and practical, so she could hardly complain. 
 
    She walked over to the airlock and looked inside.  There were half a dozen workers in full body suits doing intricate things to the tanks. 
 
    A skinny man in his fifties came over to the window and pointed at Alya’s chest. 
 
    “Hey, you can’t come in here without a decon suit.” 
 
    “Right.  I just want to take a look around.  I’m from the University,” she continued, deliberately omitting which department. 
 
    “Hang on, I’ll get you kitted out.  Just go back out through that door.” 
 
    Alya did as she was asked and found herself in a locker room that smelt like unwashed males.  The man hit a button and entered the airlock, then followed her in. 
 
    “I’m sure we can find you something.  Might be a bit big though.” 
 
    He had one of those weird transatlantic accents that sounded equally alien to Americans and the British.  He also had small dark eyes that watched every inch of her while she pulled on the suit.  Nice. 
 
    Alya followed the man into the airlock.  A whoosh of stale air hit her as they stepped out into the algae plant. 
 
    “What is that smell?” 
 
    “Makes me think of a prawn sandwich left sitting out for too long.  It’s the feed they use for the algae.  Fish remnants apparently, turned into a delicious stew.  And a good helping of chlorine for hygiene reasons.” 
 
    Alya could smell the chlorine all right.  It was making her eyes water. 
 
    “Did Old George work in this section?” Alya asked. 
 
    The man glared at her. “I thought you were here to talk about the plant?” 
 
    “I am.  But the reason I’m here is that one of your team was killed.  Now, you know how we like to keep an eye on such a valuable resource.  We just want to check that his killing couldn’t have originated with his work here.” 
 
    “You don’t think someone here would have bumped him off?” The man’s eyes bulged in his head. 
 
    Not in the slightest, Alya thought. “That’s what I’d like to rule out, Mister…” 
 
    “Phil Avery.  I’m just a team supervisor.  The manager isn’t in today.  He’d be the guy to answer your questions.” 
 
    “Well, Mr. Avery, sometimes it’s better not to speak to management.  Better to get the opinion of the man on the ground, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    Avery puffed out his chest. “That’s right enough.  You know the Continuum sent someone down here to talk to me yesterday.  They weren’t half as friendly as you.  Or as pretty either.” 
 
    Alya didn’t even dignify that with an eye roll. 
 
    “Well, Old George did all right down here.  He wasn’t too bright, but he turned up on time.  It’s not the nicest job in the world, cleaning up algae scum.  Lots of people think they’re too good for it.” 
 
    “George didn’t?” 
 
    “Nope.  He just got on with it.  Clocked in for his twelve hours then went home.  Never went out drinking like the rest of the men.” 
 
    “What did he do outside of work?” 
 
    The man frowned. “Haven’t a clue.  Slept, probably.  He wasn’t the type to have an active social life, if you get what I mean.” 
 
    “Where did he stay?” 
 
    “Workers block down on eighth.  I can give you the address.” 
 
    “Thanks.” Alya typed it into her datapad. “Can you tell me the names of any of his co-workers that might know a bit more about him?” 
 
    The man shifted his weight from one foot to the other. “Look, he was a good worker, but he was also kind of… creepy, you know?  I mean, nobody wanted to get too close to a Geep.  They say you can’t catch it like that, but no one wanted to take chances.” 
 
    Breathe in, breathe out.  Alya forced her face to stay neutral. 
 
    “Did any of the men here ever push George around?  You know, horseplay that maybe went a bit too far, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “Nothing like that.  I wouldn’t have allowed it.  They just stayed out of his way, that’s all.  Old George liked it better that way anyway.” 
 
    “Did you ever ask him that?” 
 
    The man treated her to another scowl. “Why would I do that?” 
 
    “No reason.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Alya spent the afternoon absolutely not pining for Paul.  She wasn’t even thinking about him as she changed her bedding, set the shower to auto-clean and flossed her teeth.  He didn’t even cross her mind when she organized her notes drive and changed her file structure to one sorted by date.  And the Neru’s face didn’t even pop up in her brain when she made a huge mug of hot chocolate to make her feel better.  With marshmallows. 
 
    Alya had decided a long time ago that it was ridiculous to feel sorry for yourself because of the actions of another person.  And she was damned if she was going to let a man make her miserable, after all the things she had been through. 
 
    The hot chocolate was excellent, however.  She had brought it over from earth, one of the few luxuries she had taken up to the moon.  She felt the sugar course through her veins, leaving her slightly giggly.  Best medicine for a broken heart. 
 
    Not that it was broken, she thought as she pulled on her trainers.  Not broken at all.  Barely scratched, in fact. 
 
    She set out along her usual route.  Head down, not making eye contact with anyone as she jogged out of her apartment block.  Down the stairs until she got to the fifth floor.  This was a maintenance level, nice and quiet, not many people to have to run past.  Alya loved running, but she had discovered that it made her a bit of an oddity on the moon where most people used a symgym.  But it helped keep the power at bay.  The more exhausted she was physically, the more the force behind her eyes stayed a content, purring pussycat rather than a ravenous tiger.  And it helped burn off the hot chocolate. 
 
    She was halfway through her run when she heard a beeping sound.  She had forgotten to turn off the small datapad that she wore to track her runs.  It was diverting a call to her.  She fumbled for the button to switch it off, but then she saw the caller was Doctor Ryan. 
 
    “Hello?” She answered, moving into a light jog. 
 
    “You sound like you’re panting.  Hope I haven’t interrupted anything interesting.” 
 
    Ryan was definitely moving into creep territory. 
 
    “Just out for a run.  Why did you call me?” 
 
    “I’m just back from the mortuary.  Not a fun way to spend a morning, by the way, so thanks for that.” 
 
    “What did you find out?” 
 
    “Well, I got your samples.  But if you were wondering how he died, it’s pretty damn clear.  The poor bastard had been kicked all over.  Nearly lost my dinner looking at him.” 
 
    Alya gritted her teeth. “And that’s what killed him?” 
 
    “Pathologist reckons it was one of the kicks to the head that was the actual death blow.  Mind you, he got his degree at some minor University in Australia, so I wouldn’t trust him to diagnose a squashed bug.” 
 
    “Can you make sure the samples are sent to my office?” 
 
    “Will do.  And listen, if you need a more expert opinion on anything you find, you know where I am.” 
 
    Alya’s eyebrows shot up. “Are you actually volunteering to help me?” 
 
    Ryan chuckled. “Oh, I’ll send the Director the bill.  But seriously, if you had seen the mess they made of that guy… Let’s just say I’d feel a bit better walking about the colony with whoever killed him locked up somewhere.” 
 
    “That’s a job for Intel, not me.” 
 
    “Sure, and you’re just going to let them investigate it themselves?  I’m not an idiot.” 
 
    “If you say so,” Alya replied and ended the call.  She turned around and headed back to her apartment, cutting her run short.  Somehow all the joy had gone out of it. 
 
    Old George had been totally harmless.  He had already been broken by the Continuum, his mind put through their terrible tortures.  Why would anyone feel the need to take the only thing he had left, his life?  Doctor Ryan wasn’t wrong.  Alya was determined to find out who killed him.  It was time to send a message. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    Of course, sending an email to someone she had never met was an exquisite kind of torture for Alya.  She would almost have rather been back strapped to the table with Mama threatening to lobotomize her than trying to work out if ‘hi’ ‘hello’ or ‘hey there’ was the most appropriate greeting for an Intel core operative.  Well, almost. 
 
    It took seven revisions and almost an hour to type out the short message. 
 
    Hi, 
 
    Paul Engata gave me your email.  I’m Alya Kowalczyk.  I work over at the University.  My research is in the area of the Geep contamination.  I was wondering if you might be able to assist me in learning more about the unfortunate passing of Mr. George Powell. 
 
    Best Regards 
 
    Alya  
 
    She clicked send before she could change her mind.  There were a few problems she could foresee.  Firstly, although her research was tangentially to do with the Geep war, her actual discipline was engineering, and if Mahmood checked her out – which she no doubt would – she would wonder what the hell her interest was in Old George.  The other problem was that the Continuum weren’t exactly known for sharing information.  Chances were Mahmood would just tell her to get lost. 
 
    Alya rubbed her tired eyes.  She had actually had to look up George’s surname on the datafeed.  She wished she had bothered to find out more about him before he died.  Maybe she could have helped him somehow?  It was too late now. 
 
    Or was it?  No matter what Paul thought, Alya was sure that Old George would have wanted his killer to face justice.  And if Alya could help with that in any way it was worth a thousand awkward emails. 
 
    Just at that moment her datapad pinged.  A reply.  Mahmood was fast.  Was that a good sign? 
 
    Meet me in an hour at the café on two next to the core lifts. 
 
    No ‘hi’ not even a ‘regards’.  Alya tried and failed not to read too much into the message.  Mahmood was showing her who was boss.  She was a busy Intel officer, someone without even the spare few seconds to spare on email niceties.  She probably had her hair in a bun and perfect no-make-up-make-up. 
 
    Alya caught sight of her hair in the mirror.  It was a halo of frizz around a messy ponytail.  An hour probably wouldn’t be enough to look respectable. 
 
      
 
    Fifty-nine minutes later Alya was waiting outside the café, hair smoothed down with a little product and wearing her only smart skirt.  She felt like she was going for both a job interview and a first date. 
 
    When Noor Mahmood approached, Alya thought at first that she had been right about the no-make-up-make-up until she realized that the woman actually wasn’t wearing any make-up.  Her skin genuinely was that glowing, her eyelashes naturally dark, her hair sleek and – yes! – pulled into an efficient bun.  She was probably five years older than Alya but could have passed for five years younger.  Alya had to fight against all her natural instincts not to hate her out of principle. 
 
    “Doctor Kowalczyk, I must admit I was surprised to receive your email.” 
 
    “Please, call me Alya.” 
 
    Alya waited for the woman to say she could call her Noor.  She didn’t.  Alya felt her anxiety rising.  Mahmood was dressed in Continuum black, and that was bad enough, but she also had a badge on her chest of a red cross which stood for the Intel core.  Doubly scary. 
 
    “I wonder if you could tell me why you decided to email me.” 
 
    “Well, Paul gave me your address.” 
 
    “Ah yes.  Paul Engata, part of our security contingent.  A rising star.” She said this without a shred of emotion on her face.  Man, she was a tough cookie. “But that doesn’t explain why you wanted my address in the first place.” 
 
    “No.  Well, I suppose I have an interest in Old George.” 
 
    “I didn’t realize you knew the deceased.  You were not on his list of known associates.” 
 
    Old George had a list of known associates?  That didn’t sound good. 
 
    “I didn’t, not really.  I met him a few times.” 
 
    “And yet you felt the need to contact me.” 
 
    Alya’s mouth was dry.  She swallowed. “Well, you see, it’s to do with my research.” 
 
    “Which is in the area of lunar architecture?” 
 
    At least she had prepared an answer for this one. “It is.  But part of my remit is to examine how the structures on the moon might have influenced the spread of the Geep epidemic.  So, you see my interest in the Geeps does inform my studies.” 
 
    “I see.” Mahmood clearly did not see, but Alya knew not to elaborate further.  She would only dig herself an even bigger hole. 
 
    A waitress came over and Mahmood ordered a tea.  Alya did the same.  They sat in silence until the waitress returned a few minutes later.  Alya caught Mahmood frowning at her while she added three spoons of sugar. 
 
    “I have a sweet tooth,” Alya said. 
 
    “Hmmn.  You realize that Mr. Powell died as a result of a beating?” 
 
    “Yes.” Her mind flashed to Doctor Ryan’s descriptions of the poor man’s body. 
 
    “Any idea of who might have attacked him?” 
 
    Alya blinked. “Shouldn’t I be asking you that?” 
 
    Mahmood pursed her lips. “You tell me.” 
 
    The hole Alya was digging must be about the same size as the Aitken basin by now. 
 
    “Well, from what I’ve heard the injuries were extensive.  So, I guess you’re looking for a group of people.” 
 
    “Or one very angry one.  Do you know why Old George might make anyone that angry?” 
 
    “God no.” The power nudged her spine, but Alya ignored it.  Stay calm, she told herself. 
 
    “Did he ever make you angry?” Mahmood’s monotone hadn’t changed, but Alya reeled as if she had been slapped. 
 
    “You think I’m a suspect?” 
 
    “Are you?” 
 
    Alya’s jaw dropped.  Literally.  It left her mouth open in a singularly unattractive fashion. 
 
    “Close your mouth, I can see your tonsils,” Mahmood said.  Alya shut her jaw with a click. 
 
    “Honestly, I wouldn’t hurt a fly.” 
 
    “That’s not what I’ve heard.” 
 
    Alya eased a breath out through her teeth. “What exactly have you heard?” 
 
    Mahmood gave the smallest of smiles and took a sip of her tea.  Alya couldn’t stand it when women hated beautiful women just because they were beautiful.  But she was really starting to hate Mahmood, despite her best intentions. 
 
    Mahmood put down the cup of tea and delicately wiped her mouth with a napkin. “I want to make one thing clear.  This is not a job for amateurs.  It’s not even a murder investigation in the truest sense of the word.  We don’t really have the capacity for such investigations on the moon.  We don’t have a police force.  We don’t have a judiciary.  All we have is the Continuum.” 
 
    “Aren’t we lucky.” 
 
    “And what I really, really don’t want to see is any kind of vigilante justice.  Things are precarious enough as they are.  The Continuum’s control is only a very fine veneer.  If things start to chip away at that, then it will be dangerous for all of us.” 
 
    “There won’t be any need for vigilantes if the investigation is above board,” Alya said, matching Mahmood’s icy tones. “If you catch Old George’s killer, I’ll be the first to congratulate you.  Believe me.  If there’s anything I can do to help, let me know.” 
 
    Mahmood shrugged and blinked her long dark lashes. “I’m sure I will.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    Alya had no intention of becoming a vigilante – she was more than willing to take on the Continuum, when the time was right – but it couldn’t hurt to hurry the investigation along a bit.  She decided she would take a look at the archives to see if there was any information on the dead man. 
 
    She headed into the office.  She could access some archives from her remote datapad, but the restricted files the Continuum liked to keep on their private server. 
 
    The office was quiet and Alya set herself up with a drink of horrible fizzy juice from the machine.  The brightly colored can promised enough caffeine to keep her awake for a week.  She flicked on her datapad and keyed into the archives.  Her hands hovered over the keypad for a few seconds.  She had to be careful.  She knew that the Continuum would be monitoring every request for information.  That was why she kept her mother’s research on a datapad that wasn’t hooked up to the cloud. 
 
    But sometimes you had to take risks.  If the Continuum came looking for her she would just be honest.  She wanted to find out who killed Old George.  Hopefully she wouldn’t have to be completely honest about why. 
 
    She typed in his name and came up with over a thousand records.  This was promising.  Unfortunately, when Alya started downloading the files it turned out that many were just standard requisition orders.  One of George’s jobs had been a porter.  As the maintenance person who collected items and delivered them somewhere else, George had his signature on a lot of documents.  None of them useful.  Alya would have to go through them one by one. 
 
    She read about a hundred without finding anything remotely useful.  This was beyond tedious.  She needed a break.  Time to go and speak to her boss. 
 
    Professor Blake was at his desk.  Alya might have thought he was reading something important on his datapad, had it not been for the gentle sound of snoring. 
 
    “Professor?” 
 
    Blake’s eyes shot open. “What do you want?”  The Professor had never exactly been Alya’s biggest fan, but since he’d told her about his low level smuggling operation he seemed to regard her with a mixture of guilt and resentment.  None of which was Alya’s fault, but it didn’t make the atmosphere in the office any lighter. 
 
    “I just wanted to book some lab time.” 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    Alya sighed. “It’s for a special project the Director asked me to work on.” 
 
    “Say no more.  I don’t want to know.  But it seems to me like you’ve got enough little side projects to keep you busy for the next decade.  You do realize that you’re meant to be giving a paper on lunar sub-structures at the conference in two weeks.” 
 
    Damnit, she had completely forgotten. “Of course.  It’s nearly done.” 
 
    Blake snorted. “If I had a pound for every time a student told me that I’d be… Well, I’d probably have enough for a fancy coffee given the state of inflation.  What is it, 3500 pounds to the rand?” 
 
    “More, I think.” 
 
    “That’s just great.” Professor Blake’s lips turned into a pout. 
 
    “I’ll just leave the request with you, okay?” She handed over the datapad and hurried out of the room. 
 
    “Hang on a minute, what do you need a biology lab for?” 
 
    She had already put one foot out of the door. “Just a side project.  Nothing to worry about.” 
 
    “I bet.” 
 
    Alya headed back to the main office.  Blake knew he could hardly object to anything Alya asked for.  Although he was technically her department head, he was automatically overruled by the Director.  And besides, Alya knew enough about Blake to have him kicked off the moon in five minutes flat, so he had to stay relatively friendly. 
 
    When Alya got to the door of the main office she stopped.  Something was different about the room, something that made her pulse race.  It took her a moment to realize what was wrong. 
 
    A chill ran up Alya’s spine.  Someone was sitting at Marissa’s desk.  A tiny, Asian girl – possibly Thai, Alya thought – was setting up her datapad.  Alya felt a surge of anger and the power fizzed behind her eyes. 
 
    “Hello,” the girl said with a confident smile. 
 
    “Hi.  I’m Alya.” She forced herself to put on her best, most friendly expression.  It was not this girl’s fault that she was replacing Marissa. 
 
    “Jenny.” The girl’s accent was a mix of pure West Coast American with just a touch of Thai inflection on the vowels. 
 
    “You’re a biologist?” 
 
    “That’s right.  I’ve been sent up here to take over the microbial project.” 
 
    Marissa’s project. 
 
    “Well, if you need anything just ask.” 
 
    Alya was already backing away towards the door.  Flashbacks to Marissa’s dead body, discarded on her bathroom floor like it was nothing, were streaming on a loop in her mind.  The power made her teeth chatter.  She hurried out of the office before the new girl even had a chance to say goodbye. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    Alya left the office and headed for the nearest stairwell.  The power was rising up pretty bad.  She couldn’t exactly blame Jenny – she probably didn’t even know she was sitting at a dead woman’s desk, but it still hurt. 
 
    Her feet thumped on the metal treads as she hurried down the stairs.  Alya pushed open the doors to the fourth floor and took a sharp right.  In a few seconds she was in a deserted maintenance tunnel. 
 
    Alya had found this place on one of her many exploratory jogs around the station.  It was becoming increasingly urgent that she could find a sanctuary on every floor where she could release the power without anyone watching.  Especially on days like today when there was no way she could make it back to her room in time. 
 
    The ceiling was low, but the tunnel stretched forward into the distance.  There was even rudimentary lighting, fluorescent strips that hung on the walls.  Alya wasn’t sure what the tunnel had been used for.  The moon station was an odd collection of architectural ambition and hasty utility.  Tunnels like this one crisscrossed the station, used for maintenance or perhaps just a building project that was never completed.  Alya found it fascinating.  She was already working on her own map of the station.  All the online blueprints were incomplete – they showed the lunar base as the architects had designed it, not how it actually had been built.  She was hoping to include it in her next research paper, if she ever got the time to write it. 
 
    She moved into the center of the room.  There was an old concrete block, about six-foot-long, same height as a table.  It had a couple of metal bars stuck in it.  Alya had no idea what it had been used for.  Perhaps just as a counterweight for something during building work.  But it was discarded and useless, so it was perfect. 
 
    Alya would normally have tried to lift it and keep it balanced in the air.  That was her usual exercise.  But today the power was too raw, too fierce.  Instead she just slammed her hands onto the top of it. 
 
    She closed her eyes and just… let go.  She let all her constraint, all her barriers slip away.  The power, totally wild, untamed, coursed through her nervous system and into the block.  It was like an avalanche, unstoppable.  Her ears were ringing from the effort her body was putting in.  For a second she thought she might actually faint, then she pulled her hands away. 
 
    The concrete had crumbled at one end and cracked at the other.  It was so super-heated that wisps of acrid smoke hung in the air.  The metal had melted and streamed all over the concrete, giving it tiger-like stripes.  Slightly more alarmingly, the whole block appeared to have sunk about a foot into the floor.  Alya just hoped there was no one on the floor below her. 
 
    She sighed.  Another safe room unusable.  She started to jog for the stairs.  No point coming back here.  It wasn’t exactly an unremarkable neglected room anymore.  At least the power would be calm for a few hours. 
 
    As Alya ran she checked her datapad.  One missed call from Mahmood. 
 
    I should probably call her back, Alya thought, but she couldn’t make her finger press the button.  Plenty of time to deal with the prickly Intel operative later. 
 
    Right now, she wanted to check out Old George’s room in the worker’s section.  If she spoke to Mahmood about it she’d probably tell her she needed clearance or something.  So best just to do it and deal with the consequences later. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    The maintenance workers’ accommodation building was built for function, not aesthetics.  It was a windowless block that stretched along one of the tunnels on the fourth floor.  Because it was long and low there were only two stories.  Alya had to walk for ten minutes to get to Old George’s apartment, and there were hundreds more after his.   
 
    Number 174 looked exactly like every other door on the street.  The Continuum security forces had taped over the door with yellow ‘keep out’ tape, but that was easy enough to remove.  Underneath it, the door wasn’t even locked.  Alya guessed that the Continuum security forces had disabled the door to get in without a keycard.  That suited her just fine.  After one last glance up the corridor she slipped inside. 
 
    Even with the lights on, it was dark and oppressive in the little apartment.  It was about the same size as Alya’s hotel room.  Table, small sofa and viewscreen was the extent of the furniture in the living area.  There were no pictures on the wall.  In fact, there were no personal touches whatsoever.  It was hard to believe that George had lived there for years. 
 
    There was a kettle but no kitchenette.  The workers’ canteen was subsidized, so Old George probably just ate all his meals there.  That was where Alya had first met him.  She had been so excited to meet a Geep, and so upset when she realized that he had been so badly treated.  The Continuum actually thought they’d done him a favor by getting him a flat and a job.  As if that made up for destroying half his brain. 
 
    But there was still a human being there, underneath all the Geep deformities and the Continuum torture.  Alya had seen that herself.  And now there really was nothing left.  Some bastard couldn’t even let him have the tiny portion of a life that he had made for himself. 
 
    She went through to the bedroom.  The bed had been made with hospital corners.  All the clothes were neatly in drawers and the wardrobe.  Alya felt her usual envy of tidy people.  It was simply not in her nature to live like this. 
 
    Alya was trying her best not to be depressed by Old George’s home, but she wasn’t doing very well.  It just didn’t seem like much to show for a man’s entire life.  Had he been happy here?  She couldn’t imagine he was, but perhaps he had found a sort of contentment in the routine. 
 
    The bottom drawer next to the bed was the worst yet.  It was filled with all the personal items that had been missing from the rest of the flat.  Framed photographs of a smiling young man with friends and family, flyers from nights out he had been to, ticket stubs.  A time before the contamination and the war.  It was all there.  And it had all been hidden away from view.  Had Old George ever opened this drawer and looked at his former life?  And what did he feel when he did? 
 
    Alya sat on the edge of the bed and looked at a picture of George when he must have been barely twenty.  He was back on earth, wrapped up against the cold, standing in front of some sort of institutional building giving a thumbs up.  First day of college maybe?  The man in the picture was barely more than a boy, with laughing brown eyes and freckles. 
 
    Alya put the picture back.  She wasn’t crying.  Somehow tears didn’t feel like the right reaction.  The white hot anger that seared her heart, that was much more appropriate. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    Alya had only just returned to her apartment when she realized she had left one of her datasticks at the office, so she put on her trainers and jogged back.  The University quadrant wasn’t her favorite place for running – too many people – but it was quicker than waiting for one of the little electric shuttles that drove about the moon at just over walking pace. 
 
    When she came in through the main doors of the office she heard a raised voice. 
 
    “Look, the shipment is all packed up and ready to go.” It was Luke’s voice, low and nervous. “We’re just waiting for an available shuttle.” 
 
    Alya’s eyes narrowed.  Just a couple of months ago she had discovered that Professor Blake and her young colleague, Dr. Luke Fermosa, were selling off Continuum resources on the black market, smuggling supplies off the moon when no one was looking.  It was stupid and dangerous.  The Continuum weren’t exactly understanding with people that crossed them.  The Professor had promised they wouldn’t do it anymore, but Alya was pretty sure that she was hearing Luke negotiate another deal.  She moved forward. 
 
    Luke put down the datapad at the exact moment Alya strolled into the room.  He literally jumped out of his seat when he saw her. 
 
    “Yes, I heard everything.  What the hell, Luke?” 
 
    “I know.  But it’s not as bad as you think.” 
 
    Alya didn’t know what to think.  She had only heard the end of the conversation, not that she was going to tell Luke that. 
 
    “Just how much are you sending down to earth?” 
 
    “Only a couple of boxes.  And only the ancillary security supplies.  None of the weapons.” 
 
    “Weapons!” 
 
    “I said none of the weapons!  Jesus,” Luke was actually trembling, and the armpits of his T-shirt were dark with sweat. “We’re sending down surplus supplies that we buy cheap from our contact.  The Continuum has thousands of units of uniforms, body armor, all this stuff just sitting around.  They want to clear out the space.  We’re happy to take it off their hands.” 
 
    “There is no way that the Continuum hierarchy knows about this.” 
 
    “They practically signed off on it.  Discard items 646 to 736.  Only they don’t really know what those items are.  They don’t care, Alya.” 
 
    “You’re selling off Continuum security supplies and you think they’re not going to mind?  Seriously, they could kill you for that.  You know that the Continuum’s word is absolute on the moon.” 
 
    “That’s if they caught us.  Listen, it’s foolproof.” 
 
    “You better hope so, because I’m looking at one pretty big-ass fool right now.” Alya’s head was throbbing.  Even with her earlier concrete-melting exercise she was feeling the first warning twists of the power in her mind. 
 
    “I told you to stop all this,” she said, teeth gritted. “You and the Professor.  You promised it was over.” 
 
    “We did stop, honest!  This was just a last shipment.  The Professor doesn’t even know about it.” 
 
    “You’re doing this on your own?  Christ, Luke, the sort of people you are dealing with will rip you apart.” Something occurred to her. “Hey, just who exactly are you selling this stuff to anyway?” 
 
    A really idiotic grin split Luke’s face in half. “That’s the beauty of it.  I’m selling it right back to the Continuum.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I’ve got a contact in the Continuum security force in Cape Town.  You know, the one all over the news?  Well, they’re desperate to equip themselves against the rebels.  So desperate they’ll buy their own armor at twice the price.” 
 
    Now the power really was threatening to let go. “You are helping the guards that are fighting the rebels.” 
 
    “Come on.  Free market economy and all that.  If they didn’t get it from us, they’d get it from somewhere.” 
 
    Before she realized she was even moving Alya had Luke slammed up against the wall of the office.  The power had helped out, lifting him up so that he was dangling a foot above the ground. 
 
    “Stop.  This.  Now.” Alya said, and now she wasn’t even sure if it was Luke she was talking to or herself.  Anger made the power sizzle in her brain.  Her colleague managed a tiny nod. 
 
    Alya released her grip on Luke and he slid down the wall to the floor. 
 
    “Just what the hell is going on here?”  
 
    Alya looked up to see the newest member of the office staring at her with her mouth open. 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    Jenny looked horrified, and more than a little pissed off.  Alya could hardly blame her. 
 
    “Just a little disagreement,” Alya said, her voice shaking. 
 
    “And that’s how you settle disagreements, right?” Jenny’s face was ashen. 
 
    “No, it’s just…” Alya trailed off.  Luke stared up at her with big pleading eyes.  She should expose him right there and then.  Him and the Professor and their stupid scheme.  But she couldn’t do it. 
 
    Jenny had moved over and bent down next to Luke. “You okay?” 
 
    “Sure.” Luke attempted a nonchalant grin. “We were just horsing around.” 
 
    “That’s not what it looked like.” 
 
    Jenny helped Luke to his feet and took his arm until they reached his desk.  She didn’t even look at Alya.  Just great.  Now she would be known as the office bully. 
 
    “I’m going for lunch,” she said with a growl and surprisingly enough neither Luke nor Jenny offered to go with her.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    In the end, Alya skipped lunch and curled up under her duvet.  She had a terrible headache and she hadn’t been able to get the confrontation with Luke out of her head.  She shouldn’t have lost her temper, that was plain enough.  And to let Jenny see that side of her was pretty disastrous. 
 
    But part of her couldn’t help but feel that Luke was lucky she hadn’t done anything worse.  Did he seriously think it was okay to supply the Continuum’s riot police?  The ones that were stopping the rebels from claiming back their own country?  When the Continuum had bought out the South African government, they hadn’t bargained for the courage of the man in the street.  But even he couldn’t stand up to better equipped opposition. 
 
    Breathe in, breathe out.  There was time enough to figure just how she was going to deal with the Luke situation.  No point in exploding any more of her personal belongings. 
 
    She had just managed to calm herself down when Paul’s name flashed up on her datapad. 
 
    “Hello.” 
 
    “Bit early to be in bed, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Rough morning.” 
 
    She had to admit, he looked pretty good, even on a grainy communication link.  He hadn’t shaved for a couple of days which gave a rugged edge to his already handsome face.  She forced herself not to stare. 
 
    “How are you?” 
 
    “Bored.  Travelling is dull.” 
 
    “But you must be on earth by now?” 
 
    “Yep.  Being transferred.  I forgot how big the earth was.  Takes forever to get from one place to the other.” 
 
    “Right.  And you can’t say where you are?” 
 
    “Not really.  Sorry.” 
 
    Alya felt the headache settle into her temples. “Listen Paul, I’m not feeling great.” 
 
    “What’s up?” He looked instantly worried.  Paul knew that she was a Geep, so he was probably thinking she was about to explode or grow horns or something. 
 
    “Nothing.  Honestly, I’ll be fine, it’s just an annoying work thing.  But can I speak to you another time?” She felt bad about giving him the brush off.  It would sound like she didn’t like him when actually she really, really did.  He would think she was being deliberately cold to him.  And then he would probably find someone else all because she hadn’t said why… Oh, for god’s sake. 
 
    “I had a row with Luke,” she said. “And Marissa’s replacement was there.  It’s a big mess and I don’t want to speak to you because I know I’ll be grumpy and horrible.  It doesn’t mean I’ve gone off you or anything.  I still like you just as much as before.  More, probably, because you’re further away.  Not that I don’t like you when you’re here or anything.  Um.  Does that make sense?” 
 
    “Nothing you say ever makes much sense.” At least he was grinning. “I’ll call another time, okay?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Her datapad vibrated as soon as she put the phone down. 
 
    Reminder: Call Director 14:00. 
 
    Great.  The reminder hadn’t gone off while she was talking to Paul so she was already five minutes late.  Alya hit the button to call the Director’s office.  She just had enough presence of mind to shift the datapad so that the camera didn’t show she was in her bed. 
 
    “Alya.  I thought we had a call scheduled.” 
 
    “I just got off the phone with Paul.  I guess I’m worried about him,” Alya wished she’d thought about what she was going to say before she called.  She sounded like a ditzy girlfriend or something. “Can you tell me anything about what he’s doing down on earth?” 
 
    “He’s working for some of my associates.  If what I think is going to happen in the next few weeks actually happens, Paul’s presence may be critical.” 
 
    “Critical.” 
 
    “Right.  But that’s all I can say.” 
 
    Alya was not at all comforted. Critical sounded like a byword for dangerous.  Or deadly. 
 
    “How is the investigation into Old George’s death coming along?” The Director had clearly had enough of talking about Paul. 
 
    Alya frowned. “Mahmood isn’t giving much away.  She doesn’t trust me.” 
 
    “Then give her a reason to trust you.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    The Director tapped a manicured fingernail on the desk. “Honestly Alya, I can’t tell you how to manage people.  You need to work it out by yourself.” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    “And even if Mahmood does confide in you, it might be that she has nothing to tell.  Have you thought that the attack on the old Geep might have been just a random act of malice?” 
 
    Alya shook her head. “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “But you don’t know, right?” 
 
    Alya ground her teeth and said nothing. 
 
    “You can’t let the man’s death distract you from your main purpose.  How far through the blood samples are you?” 
 
    “I’ve done nearly all of them.  But it’s not exactly conclusive.  My mother’s research identified six key markers for Geep infection.  Some blood samples show two or three of these, but nowhere near six.  I’m not sure that we’ll find any new Geeps.” 
 
    The Director’s gloved hand curled into a fist, but other than that she was motionless. “That can’t be.  You just need to keep looking.” 
 
    Alya felt a bead of sweat trickle down her temple. “I will.” 
 
    “In other news, I have had a complaint about you.  Apparently you were physically aggressive with another staff member.” 
 
    Alya sighed. “I lost my temper.  But under the circumstances, I was actually pretty restrained.” 
 
    “What circumstances?” 
 
    Alya paused. “Nothing that you need to know about.” 
 
    “Is that right?” 
 
    “Look, can’t you just make it go away?” 
 
    “Unfortunately not.  Your colleague made sure that Human Resources were copied into the message.  I have to act on her request.” 
 
    “That’s just great.” 
 
    “HR recommends counseling.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Was that amusement dancing in the Director’s eyes?  Alya had never thought of the woman as having much of a sense of humor. 
 
    “Come on Alya, it might actually be good for you.  It might help with that natural level of anxiety.” 
 
    “Oh, come on.  I do not need therapy!” 
 
    “Anger management, I think it’s called.” 
 
    “I manage my anger all day every day, thanks very much.” 
 
    “Maybe that’s the problem.” 
 
    “Look,” Alya tried a different tack. “Do you really want me in some shrink’s room telling them all my deepest darker secrets?  Because they are pretty deep and dark.” 
 
    “I’m sure you’ll use your discretion.  Look, your colleague made a complaint, this is the solution.  Or would you like her to request that you be sent back to earth?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then it’s settled.  Therapy starts tomorrow.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    The datapad was ringing, but Alya was half asleep and couldn’t find it.  She rolled out of bed, extricated her legs from the cover and glared at the screen. 
 
    Paul is calling. 
 
    She let out a shriek and tried to smooth down her hair while jabbing at the answer button. 
 
    “Hi Alya,” an amused voice said. “You’re upside down.” 
 
    “Oh, right.” She flipped the datapad around, managing to give Paul a really attractive shot up her nose while she did so. 
 
    “Just up?” 
 
    “Something like that.” 
 
    He laughed again and her stomach did a flip.  She missed that laugh. 
 
    “I can’t talk for long.  We’re just about to go on a maneuver.” 
 
    And just as quickly her stomach flipped for a different reason. “What sort of maneuver?” 
 
    “Can’t tell you that.” 
 
    Alya wanted to shake him, but of course she could only shake the datapad.  And that thing was expensive.  So probably best to just imagine shaking him.  Yes, that was better. 
 
    “Alya, is the connection down or are you doing that thing where you talk in your head instead of out loud?” 
 
    “Must be the connection.  Look, can you at least tell me where you are?” 
 
    “Not in South Africa.” 
 
    “Well, that’s good I guess.  At least you’re not in the middle of a civil war.” 
 
    Somebody said something off screen and Paul’s head turned away, then turned back. “Not so sure about that.” 
 
    Alya hissed in a breath.  Where else was the Continuum planning to tighten their grip?  They really did want to own the world. 
 
    “Any news on Old George?” 
 
    “Not so far.  I got in touch with Mahmood.  I don’t think she likes me much.” 
 
    “Really?  You normally make such a good first impression.” 
 
    “Was that sarcasm?” 
 
    “Yes.  Now listen, Mahmood is an excellent officer.  She used to be my boss when we worked together in Australia.  Then the bigwigs at the Continuum noticed just how good she was and put her to work in Intel.  She practically runs internal operations up on the moon.  She’s clever, but she’s fair too.  You just have to get on her good side.” 
 
    “Not sure that she has one.” 
 
    “Now, now.  You’ll find a way.” 
 
    “Well, I’ll let you know if I get anywhere.  As for my other project…” Alya tailed off. 
 
    “Yeah,” Paul gave her one of his more intense stares, “the Continuum monitors all these calls.  For security purposes of course.” 
 
    “Of course.” They shared a look. “Any ideas when you’ll be back up here.” 
 
    Paul’s eyes dropped to his feet. “Not sure.  But probably better you don’t hold your breath, okay?” 
 
    Well, that was pretty clear. “I won’t.” 
 
    “You’ll keep in touch though, right?” 
 
    “I’ll try.  Anyway, I better go.  I have therapy this afternoon.” 
 
    “You have what?” 
 
    “Can’t talk about it I’m afraid.  Take care.” 
 
    “You too.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    Doctor Raymond Wilson’s office was seriously creeping Alya out.  It had been built to look like a psychologist’s office from the time of Freud, all wood paneling and leather armchairs.  But if you looked closer the wood was actually molded plastic and the leather was made from something that smelt faintly of feet.  
 
    Doctor Wilson himself sat on a faux-modernist chair that was made from angular aluminum and black leather (or leather-type-fabric, more likely).  He had the annoying perpetual almost-smile that Alya associated with counselors.  He was also astonishingly good looking.  He had shaved his head so that his entire face was angular and striking.  His skin was that deep black color that almost looks purple.  It was a good thing that he was wearing a horrible set of effeminate gold-rimmed spectacles, otherwise Alya would have been unable to stop herself from ogling him the entire session. 
 
    “Call me Ray,” the beautiful face said serenely. 
 
    “All right.” Alya didn’t like the sullenness in her voice, but she couldn’t help it.  There was not a molecule in her being that didn’t want to run out of the room screaming. 
 
    “Now your referral form says that you have been sent for anger management lessons.  But as far as I’m concerned, you’re just one of my clients.  What happens in this room is up to you.” 
 
    “Well, that is good of you, Ray.” 
 
    It wasn’t hard for him to get the sarcasm in her voice. 
 
    “I’m guessing you’re not a fan of therapy.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t go that far.” 
 
    “Well then, why is your body language so negative?” 
 
    Alya slowly unfolded her arms. “I suppose I just don’t think this is the best way to deal with the situation.” 
 
    Ray stared at her for a moment.  Then shrugged. “Have you experienced these sorts of temper issues before?” 
 
    “I had a kind of troubled teenage stage.” If you count discovering you’re a mutant and nearly blowing up the whole school as troubled.  It was a better description than ‘homicidal’ which was how her grandmother had kindly termed it. 
 
    “So, you’ve been to therapy before?” 
 
    “Yes.  Extensively.  And that’s how I know it doesn’t work for me.” 
 
    “But you’ve never had me as your therapist before.” 
 
    “Wow.” Alya laughed. “Don’t you think that’s kind of arrogant?” 
 
    The small smile didn’t falter. “I’m just aware of my own abilities.  Just as you seem to be aware of yours.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” The power itched at her fingertips, despite the fact she had spent half the morning exercising to try and wear it out. 
 
    “Well, you are doing well in your field.  Highly regarded for a researcher your age.  Lucrative position on the moon.  So why are you here?” 
 
    “Because I pushed my colleague up against a wall?” 
 
    “I mean metaphorically.  Why with everything you’ve achieved are you still unhappy?” 
 
    The room went silent.  Alya looked down at her hands. 
 
    “I’m not unhappy.” 
 
    “Is that really what you think?” 
 
    “Well, no more than most people.” 
 
    Ray leaned forward, his fingers steepled together. “Most people aren’t sent to me.  The fact that your colleagues were concerned enough to send you to counseling doesn’t bother you?” 
 
    Alya tensed her shoulders. “Of course it bothers me.  I made a mistake in the office that day, that’s all.  I let someone get to me that I shouldn’t have.” 
 
    “And you think that’s all there was to it?” 
 
    “Yes.  I’m not very good with people.” 
 
    Ray raised an eyebrow. “And why is that?” 
 
    “I think it’s just the way I was made.  I get on really well with cats.” 
 
    “Cats?” 
 
    “Well, they’re independent you see?  They’re not needy like dogs.  And they’re easy to please.” 
 
    “Why are we talking about cats?” Doctor Ray said with the faintest trace of irritation.  Alya noticed that his lips were perfectly symmetrical. 
 
    “Um.  I’m not sure.  When I’m nervous I kind of ramble.” 
 
    “I make you nervous?” 
 
    “Well, not you in particular.  No reason why you in particular would make me nervous.  Or anyone, actually.” Oh, god. “I’m just generally nervous.” 
 
    “Have you ever sought treatment for anxiety?” 
 
    “I actually treat myself pretty well.  I learned meditation, yoga, mindfulness.  It all helps.  If you can believe it, I used to be much more of an anxious mess than I am now.” And I used to make things explode every single day, Alya thought but didn’t add out loud.  Now it’s more like every two. 
 
    “Excellent.  And your therapist taught you that?” 
 
    “Nah.  On-line videos from the cloud.  I think one of the guys was called Guru Fun.  I liked him.” 
 
    Ray’s jaw tightened. “Well, it’s good that you have found some coping strategies.  Perhaps we could work together to expand these into your temper flare-ups?  If you don’t mind adding to the wisdom of Guru Fun, that is.” 
 
    Doctor Ray was actually sounding like a little less of an asshole. 
 
    “I guess we could give it a try.” 
 
    “You never know, Alya.  Perhaps you’ll be one of my famous success stories after all.” 
 
    Nope, still an asshole, Alya thought as she showed herself out. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    If Doctor Ray thought that his little therapy sessions were going to solve her problems at work then he was as deluded as… well, one of his patients.  The only thing that was going to improve things was to deal with the heart of the problem. 
 
    “Alya what the hell?” Luke said when he saw her turn up on his doorstep at seven in the morning the next day. 
 
    “I thought I’d come see you out of work hours.  You know, somewhere without any witnesses.” She glared at him. 
 
    “Seriously, are you here to beat me up?” Luke asked. 
 
    “Seriously, of course not.  But I am going to give you one hell of a talking to.” 
 
    Luke shrugged and stood to one side so that she could come in. “I might have preferred the beating,” he muttered. 
 
    Alya looked around Luke’s room.  It was a typical student affair, empty beer bottles on the table, dirty socks kicked into the corner.  It made her feel suddenly depressed. 
 
    “Let’s go for a walk instead.” 
 
    Without discussing it they both headed in the direction of the dome.  It was the only place to go if you wanted a view.  And it was a pretty spectacular view.  Alya and Luke didn’t say a word to each other until they had reached the viewing platform. 
 
    Then Alya pointed to the earth. “It doesn’t look real, does it?” 
 
    “No, it doesn’t.” 
 
    “But that’s the thing, Luke.  It is real.  The people down there that are going to be affected by your stupid scheme are real too.” 
 
    “I know.” He did look genuinely sorry.  But then he’d looked that way the last time. 
 
    “End it now, Luke.  Or I will.” 
 
    “I’m going to, I swear.  I just have to do this last transfer.” 
 
    Alya had started to shake her head but Luke gripped her arm. 
 
    “I have to, Alya.  The people I’m dealing with aren’t the sort to just forgive you if you back out halfway through a shipment.” 
 
    Alya sighed. “And you’re sure there’s nothing that could hurt anyone in those boxes?” 
 
    “Positive.  I’m not some kind of arms dealer.  I just wanted to make a bit of cash on the side, that’s all.” 
 
    “Okay.  I’ll give you a week to get this deal done.  Then if I hear you so much as sending a bottle of moonshine down to earth I will shop you to the Continuum in a heartbeat.” 
 
    “I understand.” 
 
    She was probably being stupid.  But she had made enough mistakes in her life to know that sometimes you just needed someone to offer you a second chance.  And a third and a fourth.  And besides, it was hard to be mean to Luke.  It was like kicking a puppy. 
 
    “Then I won’t mention it again.  Come on, we should probably go back to the office and get some work done.” 
 
    “And I’ll speak to Jenny for you.” 
 
    Alya groaned. “I think that ship might have sailed.” 
 
    They walked back down the steps from the viewing platform and headed towards the stairwell.  Just as they got there Alya noticed there was a crowd gathering in the central Boulevard. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “I’m not sure.  Hang on, what time is it?” 
 
    “Just after eight.” 
 
    “Ah.  I heard something about this.” Luke frowned. “Let’s just go.  It’s nothing to worry about.” 
 
    “Now I really want to know what’s going on.” 
 
    Before Luke could say anything, she was heading back towards the Boulevard.  There was a small platform in the middle of the walkway and standing on it were two Continuum guards with someone who looked a little familiar.  There was a crowd of a hundred or so people milling around in front of the stage. 
 
    It wasn’t until Alya was just a few feet away that she realized the man on stage was the protester from the fountain. 
 
    Luke came up beside her and she nudged his arm. “What the hell is going on?  Are they getting him to make a public apology or something?” 
 
    “Not exactly.” 
 
    Now Alya caught sight of another Continuum guard, only this one had an old-fashioned space helmet to disguise his face.  In his hand was something that looked a bit like a rope. 
 
    “Is that a whip?” Alya cried. “It can’t be… They’re going to whip him?” 
 
    “Keep your voice down,” Luke said, as people around them stopped to stare at Alya.   
 
    She wanted to slap them all.  Couldn’t they see this was barbaric?  Just because the Continuum was in charge it didn’t mean they could do whatever the hell they liked. 
 
    “Isn’t someone going to do something?” 
 
    “What?  Look, I don’t like it either, but this is the Continuum’s piss pot.  They make the rules.  Besides, I heard that they offered him this or a fine.  The guy couldn’t pay the fine, so…” Luke shrugged. 
 
    “God help me if I don’t want to slam you up against another wall.” 
 
    Luke yelped and took a step backward. “I thought you were in therapy?” 
 
    “And that is supposed to be confidential!” 
 
    The two original guards had moved the protestor to his knees.  The man’s face jittered from left to right, like he couldn’t believe any of it was happening. 
 
    “We’ve got to do something.” 
 
    “Like what?  There’s nothing we can do.” 
 
    The guard raised his whip. 
 
    Alya looked around desperately.  Her eyes alighted on the fountain.  With the tiniest of smiles she flicked out her right palm towards it. 
 
    There was a low boom and then a whooosh as water erupted thirty feet into the air.  People nearby let out squeals as they were treated to an impromptu shower. 
 
    While everyone else was looking at this bizarre spectacle, Alya turned her attention to the man with the whip.  He still held it, arm raised, although he too was staring open-mouthed at the fountain.  She furrowed her brow and concentrated, curling her left hand into a fist.  Then she thrust it forward. 
 
    The Continuum guard shrieked as the whip turned into a rope of blue flame.  It only lasted for a second until it turned to ash in his hand.  He dropped to his knees and cradled his hand, sobbing. 
 
    “What did you do?” Luke had turned to face her, his eyes like saucers. 
 
    “Nothing,” Alya said quietly. 
 
    “Come on, I saw you.  There was a kind of blue spark…” 
 
    “Shhh,” Alya grabbed his arm and pulled him away from the crowd. 
 
    “Look it’s a new type of weapon,” Alya gabbled, improvising as quickly as she could. “Long-range and silent.  The Director gave me a prototype.  So, I just thought I’d try it out.  It’s like a more powerful stunner.” 
 
    “A stunner?” 
 
    “Yeah, look, the guy’s getting up already.  See, no damage.” 
 
    “His whip was vaporized!” 
 
    “He probably just dropped it somewhere.  Look, those guards are going to be pretty pissed off, why don’t we make sure we’re not here when they’re looking for someone to blame.” 
 
    Luke opened his mouth as if he wanted to ask another question, then he shrugged. “Okay.  Not being here sounds like a good plan.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    The adrenalin was still pulsing through Alya’s veins when she reached her apartment.  Alya and Luke had managed to leave the dome without anyone questioning them.  Luke kept giving her funny looks all the way back, but he hadn’t actually accused her of doing anything.  She had made some excuse about needing to work from home.  Apart from anything else, she didn’t fancy bumping into Jenny again with the power buzzing from its recent efforts. 
 
    She knew what she needed to do to burn off the excess energy and she pulled on her trainers as soon as she was in the door.  She ran out of her apartment and headed for the stairwell.  She went down to the eighth floor.  It was a quiet one, and besides, she wanted to be as far away from the Dome as possible. 
 
    Her mind replayed the moment the whip had turned to flame in the man’s hand.  It had felt good.  That sense of helping out the little guy, beating the bully.  It felt really good.  And that was the problem.  That was what was so dangerous about the power.  Whenever she used it, Alya found herself wanting to use more and more and more.  It took all her years of learning self-discipline to stop herself from giving in completely.  She was so scared that one day she would just give in to it, and in that moment Alya Kowalczyk would cease to exist.  There would only be the power. 
 
    But at least the run was doing its job.  She could feel the tension across her shoulders easing, the power dulling to a gentle purr.  Her heartbeat went from ridiculous to merely very fast.  She was finally starting to relax. 
 
    Then she ran into someone coming the other way. 
 
    “Watch where you’re going!” 
 
    Alya almost didn’t recognize agent Noor Mahmood.  The Continuum operative’s cheeks were flushed from her run and she was wasn’t wearing her uniform.  She was in a baggy vest and joggers.  She almost looked human. 
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    “You run around here?” 
 
    Alya tried not to be too insulted by the look of surprise on the woman’s face. 
 
    “Yeah.  All over actually.  I like to see around the station.” 
 
    “Me too.  Most people use a symgym.” 
 
    “Can’t stand them.” 
 
    “Me either.” Was that a genuine smile? 
 
    “It’s not a proper run if you haven’t moved.” 
 
    “Exactly.” Mahmood was doing some stretches while they talked.  She was extraordinarily supple.  Alya tried the odd little calf stretch, but she wasn’t in quite the same league.  Mahmood looked like she might suddenly jump into the end scene from Swan Lake. 
 
    “I guess it’s good to take your mind of the murder case,” Alya said with a tentative smile. 
 
    “Something like that.” Mahmood’s face closed down once more. “I’d better get back to my run.” 
 
    “Me too,” Alya said, but the woman was already gone. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21 
 
      
 
    Alya decided it was time to use some of her connections to find out more about Old George.  It was almost a week since his murder, and no one seemed to know anything about it.  Unless the beautiful Mahmood was keeping things very close to her chest, the Intel core didn’t seem to know anything either. 
 
    So, she went to see Arty.  She tried him at his flat, but there was no sign of him.  Then she went to his nightclub. 
 
    A doorman who was typically huge and intimidating actually let her past when she mentioned Arty’s name.  Alya would have felt like a celebrity if it hadn’t been four in the afternoon and the whole place hadn’t been empty. 
 
    There was something really sad about a nightclub in the daytime.  For one thing, you were generally much soberer at that time, so you noticed things you didn’t see in the middle of a night out.  Like the crystals of smashed glass that littered the floor.  Or the smell of stale beer and sweat. 
 
    Alya heard the gentle thrum of a baseline and headed into the main room.  Arty was at his decks, but without the amps on so that the music was at a non-eardrum popping level.  Almost domesticated.  Well, if you listened to intense techno dance music at home, which Alya didn’t.  In fact, she knew absolutely nothing about music.  It didn’t matter with Arty though.  They had other things in common. 
 
    “Arty, good to see you!” She shouted above the music.  Arty looked up and bounded down from the DJ booth. 
 
    “Alya!” The DJ pulled her into a four-armed hug. There weren’t many people who actually seemed to like her on the moon, but Arty was one of them.  Of course, he had been friends with her mother so technically she had sort of inherited the friendship, but still, she needed all the friends she could get. 
 
    “Come on, I’ll fix us some drinks.” 
 
    Alya had never seen Arty tend bar before, but it was quite a performance.  Four arms really gave you the edge.  One hand held the glass.  Another the spirits.  A third had the measure and the fourth poured out the shaker from above his head.  Every part of his body moved in perfect time, like he was dancing. 
 
    In less than thirty seconds Arty handed her a perfect French Martini. 
 
    “That was awesome!” 
 
    “Just showing off really.  I was a pretty good bartender back in the day even before I got my little Geep issue enhancements.” 
 
    He poured a neat whiskey for himself. 
 
    “Now, tell me why you’re here.” 
 
    “You heard about Old George.” 
 
    Arty knocked back the drink with a flick of his wrist, two of his hands already pouring another. 
 
    “I heard.  Beaten to death.” 
 
    “That’s right.” Alya tried to read Arty’s expression, but he had shut down his emotions.  Arty never let you see anything he didn’t want you to. 
 
    “Can’t see why everyone is so surprised.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “It used to happen a lot, back when we first realized about the contamination.  Group of guys would go out and find themselves a Geep to use as a punch bag.  Nobody died back then, but they could have.” 
 
    “But I thought most of the station came out in support of the Geeps?” 
 
    “That was only when most of the station was infected themselves.  By then the people who weren’t infected – or didn’t know they were – had abandoned the moon anyway.  There were a few non-Geeps who stayed, but they were mostly partners or family of Geeps.  No, the rest of them were terrified of us.  And nothing fuels hate like fear.” 
 
    Alya put down the cocktail.  She didn’t feel much like drinking it anymore. “You think they still feel that way about the Geeps?  Even though the war is over?” 
 
    “Sure.  You think because I’m up on stage they don’t hate me?  Oh, they still do.  I can see it every time they look at me.  And let’s face it, I’m pretty.  Old George was ugly as hell.  Like a bogeyman out of a kid’s storybook.  So, you can bet they hated him even worse.” 
 
    “Did you know him before the Continuum –”  
 
    “– Lanced out half his brain?  A little.  I’d spoken to him a couple of times when he came into the bar.  He was like me.  No one could miss the contamination.  Me with my extra arms, him with his height.  It was like someone had grabbed the top of his head and just kept pulling.  He was eight feet tall by the time of the war, and he had only been a short guy before.” 
 
    “Why did they do it, Arty?  Couldn’t they have left him his mind?” 
 
    Another flick of the wrist, another whiskey down the throat. 
 
    “Old George wouldn’t play their game.  They arrested the people they hadn’t killed when they invaded the moon – and it wasn’t very many left, let me tell you that – and they offered us a choice.  Tell them everything about the Geeps, about the resistance, and you’d get a deal.  Well, Old George didn’t want to take the deal.” 
 
    “And you did?” Alya couldn’t help but ask. 
 
    “You bet your life I did!  I told them everything.  What was the point in holding back?  We’d lost by then anyway.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Don’t be.  I’m not.” Arty downed another whiskey. “Why is it every time you show up I have to increase my bar tab?” 
 
    “I do appreciate your help.  I’m just trying to work out why anyone would want to kill Old George.” 
 
    “It was probably a blessing for him.  What the Continuum did… God, I hope that he didn’t remember any of it.  All of the experiments they had ever wanted to do on a Geep they performed on George.  All the tests, all their pathetic attempts to cure the contamination, they tried them out on him.  The sadistic bastards even made him go for counseling afterward.  What good was that supposed to do?  Sorry we lobotomized you but let’s talk about your feelings.  They just wanted to squeeze every drop of usefulness out of him.  They bled him dry.” 
 
    “That’s terrible.” 
 
    “Yeah.  That’s what people didn’t see of course.  They just saw the monster left behind.  And that’s what they hated.” 
 
    “Why would they kill him, Arty?” 
 
    “Why wouldn’t they?  It’s only surprising that he lasted as long as he did.  And I’m not sorry he’s gone.” 
 
    “Arty!” 
 
    “What?  Have you any idea what it was like looking at that guy.  It was bloody depressing.  That could have been me, you know?” 
 
    Alya shook her head.  Arty had so many defensive layers that sometimes it was like talking to a porcupine.  But underneath it all he was just as scared as she was. 
 
    “I better go.  If you think of anything about Old George, you’ll let me know, right?” 
 
    She got up, leaving her half-drunk cocktail on the bar. 
 
    “Alya?” 
 
    She looked back.  Arty was staring at her.  All four of his arms had dropped to his side like the life had gone out of them. 
 
    “I never told them about your mother.  Yeah, I sang out everything I knew to the Continuum when they got me.  But I never said one word about her.” 
 
    “I know, Arty.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 22 
 
      
 
    Even though she had only sipped the cocktail, Alya felt like she had a hangover after her meeting with Arty.  Every time she heard something new about Old George it just made her more determined to find whoever had killed him and make sure they faced justice.  Actually, it made her want to explode them into their constituent atoms with a blast of power, but that was a kind of justice, right?  Certainly better than they deserved. 
 
    Her datapad beeped. 
 
    “Alya?” 
 
    “Hi Mahmood.” Alya tried not to show her excitement.  Had Mahmood finally decided she was worth talking to? “How’s the running going?” 
 
    “Not bad.  Listen, are you around to meet up for a drink?” 
 
    “Sure.” Alya had planned on an exciting evening of doing her laundry, but she could always reschedule. 
 
    “Good.  Meet me in ten minutes in the Armstrong?” Mahmood hung up.  Of course, someone who looked like the Intel officer did would only need ten minutes to get ready.  She probably wasn’t sitting in pajamas eating crisps from a bowl balanced on her chest. 
 
    By the time Alya arrived at the bar with an attempt at makeup and a change of clothes, Mahmood was already sitting with a martini that was half empty.  Alya ordered a glass of wine – five the cost of the same drink on earth, but she hoped the Continuum would be paying the tab – and sat down beside her. 
 
    “I didn’t think you would drink,” she said to Mahmood. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    Alya hesitated.  Because you seem too uptight, were the words that danced on the tip of her tongue. “I thought Mahmood was a Muslim name, that’s all.” 
 
    “I’m kind of lapsed.” The woman grimaced. “And I needed something tonight.” 
 
    Mahmood pulled a small datapad from her pocket and turned it to face Alya. 
 
    “Do you know this girl?” 
 
    The picture was of a red-headed girl around Alya’s age.  She was young, beautiful and clearly dead.  Alya bit her lip. 
 
    “No.  I don’t think so.  I mean, her face is kind of swollen.” 
 
    “That’s what happens when someone is strangled.” 
 
    “She died on the moon?” 
 
    Mahmood nodded. “Found her body last night.  She was staying in one of the big apartment blocks down on fifth.” 
 
    “The cheap seats.” 
 
    “Right.  She was a waitress working in one of the restaurants.  She went to work on Friday and nobody saw her after that.  No one thought to contact us until Sunday.  By which time she’d already been dead for a day.” 
 
    “What happened to her?” 
 
    “We don’t know.  She was left in a side passage not far from her apartment.  Some poor cleaner found her.” 
 
    “And why are you telling me about it?” 
 
    Mahmood sipped her drink, then put the glass down.  She wiped a drop of condensation from the side of the glass with her napkin. 
 
    “Do you know how many people have been killed on the moon in the last five years?” 
 
    Alya shook her head. 
 
    “Three.  Two years ago a drunk businessman punched his boss so hard that the blood vessels in his brain exploded and he died.  Since then, nothing.  Until Old George was beaten to death on Tuesday.  Then this young woman, Lotte Jensen, was killed some time on Friday night or Saturday morning.” 
 
    “You think it can’t be a coincidence?” 
 
    “It might be.  But coincidences make me uncomfortable.” 
 
    “So if it’s not a coincidence then the same people that killed Old George killed this girl? 
 
    “Person.  Pathologist confirmed that all the blows on George Powell’s body were most likely made by the same person.  Thirty-six individual blows.” 
 
    Alya shuddered. “Still, it doesn’t mean that someone who beat up Old George killed this young girl.  I’m sorry but it just doesn’t seem very likely.  I mean, there’s nothing to connect the two.” 
 
    Mahmood took a deep breath. “Nothing on the surface.”  She reached into her top pocket and brought out a tiny glass vial. 
 
    “Is that a blood sample?” 
 
    Mahmood nodded. “I want you to run it for me.  I want to know if they have something in common under the skin.” 
 
    Alya stared at the woman.  The Continuum didn’t know about her research, did they?  The Director had been at pains to keep it secret. 
 
    “I’m an engineer.  Blood samples aren’t exactly my specialty.” 
 
    Mahmood narrowed her eyes. “Look, it really isn’t a good idea to lie to Intel.  We know all about your little project with the Director.  You’re looking for new Geeps.  My bosses don’t think you’ll find any.” 
 
    Great.  Was there anyone that didn’t know her business? “And what do you think?” 
 
    “I’m an investigator.  So, I keep an open mind.  And yes, if it turns out that this woman was a Geep, it will give me the connection I need between the two murders.” 
 
    Alya rubbed her temples.  She felt like her brain was running in the slow lane next to Mahmood’s. “If it turns out that Jensen was a Geep, then that means that your killer is targeting Geeps?” 
 
    “That’s right.  It means that we might have our very own Geep serial killer.” 
 
    Alya stared at her empty glass. “Time to get the bill, I think,” she said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 23 
 
      
 
    Alya woke up after a terrible night sleep, dreaming of blood-soaked killers tracking down her friends, searching for her through the dark passageways of the moon.  She needed the soothing capacities of dull, repetitive research.  She needed to head to the office.  The blood sample from Mahmood was safely stored in her tiny fridge next to the milk.  The thought was slightly icky, but until she could pass it over to Ryan it would have to do. 
 
    Alya probably should have been examining more DNA samples for the Director, but Professor Blake was in and kept giving her inquisitive looks.  So, she opened up her more everyday research and started to prepare her paper on sub-lunar structures. 
 
    The reason she was on the moon in the first place was the level of interest down on earth in what was called the Subterranean Solution.  With the great freeze starting to make its chill felt even in the equator countries, governments and companies down on earth had been growing more and more obsessed with trying to find a way to live out the freeze.  In theory at least, the earth would cool significantly for around a thousand years, then start to thaw once more.  So the problem became something like a bear hibernating through the winter: how to preserve civilization until the spring. 
 
    Alya wasn’t sure that this was the best option.  Such a small percentage of humanity would be saved that it didn’t seem like civilization would continue in any meaningful way anyway.  And what kind of life would it be, trapped underground for centuries?  At least on the moon you could look up at the stars every once in a while. 
 
    Of course, she wouldn’t be putting that in her paper.  The paper would suggest that underground structures were the best thing since sliced protein cubes.  And part of her still believed that.  Even if the existence for the people underground would be a terrible compromise, it would at least be an existence.  Most of the world wouldn’t even get that. 
 
    Luke and Jenny were already in the office, but neither looked up when she walked in.  Just great.  Well, at least she was an introvert.  Alya plugged in her headphones, put on some classical music that wouldn’t distract her and got to work. 
 
    She knocked out a few paragraphs, but her heart wasn’t really in it.  She sat back and looked around the room.  Luke had red-rimmed eyes and kept sniffling into a well-used tissue.  Was he crying?  She put down her datapad.  Time to interact with other human beings. 
 
    Thinking of how she should probably try to build some bridges, she walked over to Jenny’s desk. 
 
    “Hi,” Alya said. 
 
    “Hello,” came the reply.  The ice fields of Russia would have given her a warmer response. 
 
    “How are you doing?” Alya tried again.  Ugh, she was really not good at small talk. 
 
    “Just fine.” 
 
    “Any idea what’s up with Luke?” 
 
    “Maybe he’s scared you’re going to beat him up again?” 
 
    Alya silently counted to ten. “I’ve apologized to Luke about that.  Listen, you don’t know the full story.  I’m really a pussycat.” 
 
    “Cats have claws.” 
 
    Alya rolled her eyes. “I’ll go ask Luke myself then, shall I?” 
 
    Jenny sighed. “He knew that girl.  The one that they found dead.  I think he had sort of a crush on her.  So now might not be the time to piss him off, okay?” 
 
    “I’ll be the epitome of tact.” 
 
    Alya walked over to Luke’s desk.  He really did look terrible, eyes red and puffy.  He was playing some sort of spaceship battle game on his datapad. 
 
    “Hi.” 
 
    “Hey.” 
 
    “I just heard that you were friends with Lotte Jensen.  I’m sorry, what a terrible thing to happen.” 
 
    Luke shook his head morosely but didn’t look up from his game. “I used to go and eat at her café.  The burger place on second, you know it?” 
 
    “No.” Alya had never been a huge fan of burgers.  She was more into Asian food.  Anything with a bit more flavor than grilled meat on bread. 
 
    “Well, I guess I kind of liked her, you know?  She probably thought I was an asshole.” 
 
    Alya made dismissive noises, while thinking that if Luke’s track record of behavior around women was anything to go by, Lotte Jensen probably did think he was an asshole. 
 
    “What was she like?” 
 
    “Friendly.  She didn’t have very good English.  She said it was good to chat with me, so that she could practice.  She was from Denmark, I think.  Or at least, that was where her family was from.  They moved to Ghana a generation ago when the freeze hit.” 
 
    “Did you ever see anyone pick a fight with her?  Maybe some guy who didn’t take no for an answer?” 
 
    “No.  She was sweet, you know?  I can’t imagine anyone wanted to hurt her.” 
 
    “Where were you on Friday night?” 
 
    “Playing poker with the Professor and a few other guys from the University.  Why?” 
 
    Alya smiled in relief. “No reason.” 
 
    “I just can’t believe she’s dead.  First Marissa, now her.  I think this place is cursed.” 
 
    Alya felt a pang of genuine sympathy and gave Luke’s shoulder a squeeze. “I know.  I miss Marissa too.” 
 
    “Do you think that everything happens for a reason?” Luke sniffed. 
 
    “No.  I don’t.  I think that some people just have really shitty luck.  But I’ll tell you what, the person that killed your friend will get caught, just like Mama did.  That sort of violence leaves a stain that you can’t wash off.” 
 
    And I’m going to be the one to catch them, Alya thought as she walked away.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 24 
 
      
 
    Alya was just pulling on her trainers for a run when a reminder flashed up on her datapad. 
 
    Anger management with call-me-Ray: 13.00. 
 
    Damn.  She threw the trainers into the corner of the room and put on her sensible shoes.  If only the shrink knew how much better her mental health was after one of her runs, the man would give up psychology altogether. 
 
    She looked at herself in the mirror and tried to put her sanest face on.  The results were not encouraging.  She would have to settle for not beating anyone up.  That should satisfy his desire to manage her anger anyway. 
 
    She arrived out of breath and five minutes late, which she was sure Doctor Ray would use a reason to doubt her mental wellbeing. 
 
    “Are you going to ask me about my parents?” Alya said as she settled into one of the uncomfortable faux-antique chairs. 
 
    Ray chuckled. “Do you want me to?” 
 
    “Not really.  It just seems to be the done thing.  My mother died, and I don’t know who my father was.” 
 
    “So who raised you?” 
 
    “The system.  And my grandmother, for a while.  But yeah, I grew up in orphanages.  Does that explain my ‘anger issues’?” Alya couldn’t resist doing the quote marks with her fingers. 
 
    “Alya…” Ray sighed.  She suddenly felt bad.  He was only doing his job. 
 
    “Look, I’m sorry.  It’s just, I’m a private person.  This whole opening up thing, it’s just not for me.  It doesn’t make me feel better.  In fact, it makes me feel like there is a huge weight being pressed down onto my chest and there’s some guy standing on the weight and jumping up and down and some other guy is punching me in the face.” 
 
    “That’s how it makes you feel?” 
 
    “Something like that.  It’s not your fault.  I mean, if I had a sister that I’d grown up with maybe I would have confided in her.  We would have been best friends, but maybe one day she would have told some guy that I liked him when I didn’t want her to and we would have fallen out and never spoken again apart from awkward family dinners where we made small talk over borsht.” 
 
    “Borsht?” 
 
    “Beetroot soup.” 
 
    Ray was getting that glazed over look that Alya often saw in people when she let her mouth move unchecked. 
 
    “And you never had a sister.” 
 
    “No, but if I did…” 
 
    “I get it.” 
 
    He took off his ridiculous glasses and polished them.  When he looked at her again she was struck once more by how drop dead gorgeous he was.  Was that what they called displacement, when you found your shrink attractive?  It was probably misplaced daddy love or something.  Time to change the subject. 
 
    “Did you ever treat any of the Geeps?” Alya thought he would tell her off for asking questions that weren’t about her own issues, but for once he seemed glad of the change of subject. 
 
    “Not initially, no.  The Geep war was going on while I was a student.  We studied it, of course.” 
 
    “You did?” Alya was surprised, the Continuum tended to discourage any mention of what had happened on the lunar colony. 
 
    “It was a significant event, psychologically speaking.” 
 
    “In what way?” 
 
    “The longer the study of psychology has been around, the more we understand how closely the physical and the mental aspects of the mind are linked.  The Geep contamination caused massive physiological upheaval for the subjects.  But it also caused unprecedented behavioral changes.  People who had been upstanding citizens suddenly became unpredictable, violent even.  And the cases of anxiety, paranoia that turned into delusions and schizophrenic symptoms… those were off the scale.” 
 
    “Were all the changes negative?” Alya asked softly. 
 
    “All the ones I encountered, yes.  The human brain is simply not designed to cope with that level of instantaneous change.  Perhaps if the changes had taken place more slowly they would have been less damaging.  But there’s no way of knowing.” 
 
    “Did you ever treat Old George?” 
 
    “The man who was killed?  No.  Sadly, I don’t believe he was in the mental condition to receive my sort of therapy.” 
 
    “The Continuum lobotomized him.” 
 
    “Ah yes, well, there were many things that happened during the Geep war that one might not consider ethically sound practice.  It was a difficult time.” Ray actually looked a little embarrassed. “I must apologize.  My Master’s Thesis was on the Geep contamination and its effects on behavior.  So I do go on a bit on that subject I’m afraid.” 
 
    “I don’t mind,” Alya grinned and pointed to the vintage-style clock on the wall. “That’s the end of our session.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 25 
 
      
 
    So what if I have some minor anxiety problems, Alya thought as she sat in the lotus position and tried to meditate.  Doesn’t everyone?  That’s not a Geep thing.  And yeah, maybe I am a little paranoid.  But then I have a genetic mutation that makes me a target for just about everyone I know.  A little paranoia is more than understandable, right? 
 
    She sighed.  She wasn’t feeling very centered.  She needed to talk to the Director again.  Her meetings with Doctor Ray were far more likely to cause her more anger issues than they were to solve any.  So, people down on earth had actually studied how crazy Geep genes made people?  That didn’t make her feel great.  Maybe if she promised the Director to be better behaved in the office she could get out of the dreadful sessions. 
 
    Alya decided to visit the cake shop on the way to the office.  It was definitely a luxury place as all the ingredients were shipped from earth so the delicacies inside were enormously expensive.  But Alya had been born with a sweet tooth – one of the less troublesome genetic legacies her mother had left her – so she popped inside more often than she should.   
 
    “Alya, good to see you!” The proprietor was a large woman originally from Krakow who had been delighted to discover Alya’s Polish roots.  She had decided that made them family and took the opportunity to quiz Alya about her personal life.  Alya found that sort of assumed affection very uncomfortable, but it was worth it for the chocolate. 
 
    After a brief visit full of agonizing decisions, she left carrying a selection of doughnuts.  She had managed to field all questions about her love life and had only had to reveal one of her grandmother’s favorite recipes.  The shop owner had promised to make roast mutton for her, although Alya wasn’t convinced she could get the same effect with protein cubes. 
 
    When Alya got to the office she headed straight over to Jenny’s desk.  Which had been Marissa’s.  Alya was slightly irritated to see that Jenny had changed the filing system of the lab equipment – although to be honest, Marissa’s system had been simply to pile everything she wasn’t using on a shelf.  Focus, Alya told herself, and she took a deep breath and started to talk. 
 
    “I thought you looked hungry.” 
 
    “Sorry, what?”  
 
    The line had sounded better when she had practiced it in her head.  Oh well, time to try on her winning smile. 
 
    “Are you drunk?” Jenny asked. 
 
    “What?  No!” 
 
    “It’s just you looked kind of, not all there.” 
 
    This was not going well. 
 
    “I just mean… I have doughnuts.  They’re really nice.” 
 
    Alya tipped open the lid and exposed the chocolate coated loveliness inside. 
 
    “Oh.  Well, thanks for the offer, but I don’t like chocolate.” 
 
    “Don’t like chocolate?” Alya goggled at the woman. 
 
    “Not really.  Sorry.” 
 
    Alya shrugged. “It’s fine, it was just an idea.  Well, I better head off.” 
 
    “Did you just come into the office to show me your doughnuts?” 
 
    “No, of course not!  I just forgot something at home.  I need to go and find out what it was.” 
 
    Alya felt so awkward by this point that her shoulders had almost hunched over with shame.  She hurried out of the office before she could cause any more embarrassment, either to herself or to her co-workers. 
 
    She found a quiet café and took a seat, ordering a calming cup of mint tea.  Even though her anxiety was high after her abject failure at befriending Jenny, the power had not shown its face.  Alya felt like it was hiding in a corner snickering at her.  This did not make her feel any happier. 
 
    As she sipped her tea she caught sight of a familiar profile at the next table. 
 
    “Are you following me?” Alya asked. 
 
    “I was here first, or didn’t you realize that?” Mahmood’s voice had lost none of its usual scorn. 
 
    Alya sighed.  Clearly today was not her day.  Alya thought that Mahmood had actually started to warm to her, but maybe that was just because she needed someone to run a blood sample.  Alya thought she should probably just leave.  But even she couldn’t go home and eat six doughnuts by herself.  She turned her chair to face Mahmood. 
 
    “I bought these for one of my colleagues.  Sort of a welcome to the office type thing.  But she doesn’t like chocolate.” 
 
    “Who doesn’t like chocolate?” Mahmood sounded genuinely horrified. 
 
    “I know, right.” 
 
    Mahmood stared at the doughnuts with an expression of almost animal intensity. 
 
    “Do you want one?” 
 
    The Intel officer shook her head violently. “No.  I used to have some… issues with sugar.  I try and stay away from it now.” 
 
    Alya shrugged. “Fair enough.” She was just closing the box when a slender hand shot out and grabbed one of the ones with double chocolate frosting. 
 
    “It would be a crime to waste them, though, right?” Mahmood said through a mouthful of dough. 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    Alya and Noor chewed for a few seconds in comfortable silence. 
 
    “When I was a kid I used to comfort eat.” Mahmood said, her perfect lips dusted with sugar. “Like, all the time.  By the time I was sixteen I was a hundred kilos.  It was a pretty awful time.” 
 
    “Kids can be horrible,” Alya said, remembering her own less than idyllic teenage years. 
 
    “Yeah, but one day I discovered running.  It got me out of the house.  My father was… well, not a nice person to be around.  So, I stuck some running shoes on and off I went.  I wouldn’t come home until it got dark.  The weight dropped off.  By the time I was old enough to join the Continuum I was the fittest kid in school.  But you know, once a fat kid…” She looked down at the crumbs of doughnut on her plate with regret. 
 
    “But you’re in control now.  You don’t have to be ruled by your impulses, trust me on that one.” 
 
    Mahmood narrowed her eyes, suddenly the Intel operative again. 
 
    “What’s your story, Alya?  I’ve checked, and your credentials add up.  But nothing about what you’ve done since you arrived on the moon makes sense.  What’s your connection to the Geeps?” 
 
    Time for a version of the truth.  Alya just had to decide which one. 
 
    “I lost someone.  Someone close to me was killed during the Geep war.  Part of the reason I came up here was to find out more about it.” 
 
    “So that’s why you hate the Continuum?” 
 
    “That and about a hundred other reasons.  How can you stand to work for them?” 
 
    “Because I accept that progress is inevitable.  And that’s what the Continuum is.  Progress.  In the future there will only be one organization, one government and that will be the Continuum.  The sooner people like you accept that, the easier it’ll be.” 
 
    “And what if we don’t want to accept it?” 
 
    Mahmood sighed. “Look, I don’t want to debate politics with you.  I’m actually on your side in all this.  Plenty of people didn’t even want Old George’s death investigated.  What’s one more dead Geep after all?” 
 
    “And you don’t feel that way?” 
 
    “No.  Someone murdered him.  On my space station.  It doesn’t matter who was killed.  I want to catch the killer.” 
 
    “Okay.” Alya held up her hands in a sign of truce. “Did you get any further with Lotte’s murder?” 
 
    “Not really.  The pathologist confirmed that the same hands that beat up Old George might have strangled Lotte.  But he wouldn’t put it on the record.  The killer wore gloves, so he didn’t leave any fingerprints.” 
 
    “You think it’s a he?” 
 
    “Most violent criminals are.  But of course, anything is possible.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 26 
 
      
 
    After her abject failure with the doughnuts, Alya was glad to see that when she came back to the office after lunch Jenny wasn’t there.  Luke wasn’t there either.  Alya settled into her seat and pulled up her datapad.  The Director had sent her over another batch of samples to run through the program, but Alya didn’t want to access them on her work computer.  They could wait.  Instead she opened some engineering files and worked on her report. 
 
    She heard voices coming from the Professor’s office.  Was that Luke?  Automatically she got to her feet and moved across the room.  If they were planning more smuggling, then she needed to know about it. 
 
    The Professor’s door was open, so they couldn’t have been discussing anything too risky.  Alya peered in.  Professor Blake and Luke were crowded around the viewscreen. 
 
    “What is it?” Alya had a sinking feeling in her chest. 
 
    “Protest march in Los Angeles,” Luke said. “Thousands are marching against the Continuum.” 
 
    “And they’re allowing it on the viewscreen?” Alya said as she shuffled in next to Luke. 
 
    “Well, this feed might not be coming from strictly official channels.  But yeah, if you know where to find it, there’s loads of stuff online.” 
 
    The shots looked like they came from a drone way up above the crowd. 
 
    “What that?” Alya said as a dark shape entered from the top of the screen.  As if it could hear her the camera panned upwards and zoomed in. 
 
    “Shit!” Luke said. 
 
    “It’s a tank,” the Professor said, his voice cold. 
 
    “They’re not going to use it, are they?” Alya asked.  No one answered her.  The tank moved quickly towards the crowd. 
 
    “Get out of the way,” Alya whispered.  The Professor reached out and took her hand.  Alya was surprised, but grateful. 
 
    The tank kept trundling forwards.  Eventually, the crowd seemed to realize what was happening and then the people surged backward.  Only there was no one for them to go. 
 
    Alya could feel the panic even though she was thousands of miles away.  A sea of people, shoving and pushing to try and get away. 
 
    The tank stopped just a foot away from the protestors.  A set of nozzles flipped out from the top. 
 
    “Water cannons,” the Professor said.  Alya’s heart slowed a little.  Bad as the water cannons were, for a horrible moment she had thought that the tank was just going to roll right over them. 
 
    Someone had managed to find a route out for the protestors and the crowd started to subside.  The cannons fired a few warning pulses on water on to the ground, but the danger was already over. 
 
    Luke wandered back to his desk, but the Professor kept staring at the screen. 
 
    “What is it?” Alya asked. 
 
    “You remember my brother was killed when the Continuum took over the moon?” 
 
    Alya nodded. 
 
    “Well, before they used plasma rifles and grenades they tried to frighten the Geeps out with water cannons.  It brought back some bad memories.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.  That must have been scary for you to watch.” 
 
    “I’m not scared of what they are doing now.  I’m scared of what they’re going to do next.” 
 
    “But they couldn’t do the same thing on earth.  I mean, no one really cared about the Geeps, right?  But if they start shooting people in Los Angeles then that’s different.” 
 
    “Not for the Continuum.  They’d just see it as doing what’s necessary.  They will do anything to consolidate their power.” 
 
    “Why do they do it?  I mean, why do they want to take over the whole world?” 
 
    “It’s in their DNA.  The Continuum was built to find ways of protecting humanity from the freeze.  Sure, since then they’ve become all about profit, like all big companies.  But that core value is still there.  And they believe that the best way to save the human race is for the Continuum to take charge.  You can’t really fault their logic.” 
 
    “Logic isn’t everything.” 
 
    Professor Blake laughed. “Sometimes I wonder why you even became an engineer.” 
 
    “I like blowing stuff up.” 
 
    “Fair enough.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 27 
 
      
 
    When the latest message from Mahmood flashed up on Alya’s datapad she thought that it had to be a joke. 
 
    Dinner at Frankie’s in the Dome, 8pm. 
 
    Alya knew what Frankie’s was.  So did everyone on the moon.  It was the number one celebrity hang out.  The most expensive place to eat.  She had never had so much as a drink and a bowl of nuts there, let alone dinner.  It had a roof terrace with a view of the earth.  It was very, very posh. 
 
    By the time Alya arrived, Noor Mahmood was waiting inside the restaurant, looking like she belonged.  Even stepping inside made Alya acutely anxious.  She was very aware that her best pair of black trousers was in fact rather like anyone else’s worst pair of black trousers.  At least the dusky pink top flattered her coloring, and her hair was staying relatively smooth.  For now. 
 
    “Take a seat,” Mahmood said, an amused look in her eyes. 
 
    “Thanks.  Although even sitting down will probably cost me more than I can afford.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, it’s my treat.  Payback for the doughnuts.” 
 
    Behind Mahmood was a huge fish tank twenty feet long with bored-looking tropical fish swimming about and nibbling at seaweed.  The unnecessary expense of it boggled Alya’s brain.  And then there was the fact that most tropical fish had died out during the last few decades when the waters had been growing cooler.  This meant that buying fish had become prohibitively expensive.  These fish would have been bred in tanks for generations, never seeing the sea. 
 
    “Are you going to sit there in silence with your mouth open all night?” 
 
    “Um, no.  Sorry.  This place is just a little overwhelming.” 
 
    “It’s also the last place Lotte Jensen was seen alive.” 
 
    “Really?” Just at the moment a waiter arrived.  Alya hadn’t even really looked at the menu, but she ordered a chicken dish that cost almost a week’s rent.  It would be nice to eat something other than protein cubes, for once.” 
 
    “She met someone here.  Someone I would like to find.” 
 
    “Is he on the cameras?” 
 
    “No cameras inside Frankie’s.  That’s part of the exclusivity.  We got him on a few stills from surveillance around the Dome, but other than height and build – both average, of course – we can’t even tell skin color.  He kept his head down low and he wore a hat.” 
 
    A waiter arrived with a starter for them to share of tiny things that looked more like jewelry than food.  Alya ate something that might have once been a cucumber before it had been cut into a rose shape then filled with cheese.  It was delicious. 
 
    “So, the murder was premeditated, then?  If he wanted to hide his face.” 
 
    “Looks like it.” 
 
    Mahmood stabbed an unsuspecting mollusk with her fork and placed it in her mouth. 
 
    “And she knew him?” 
 
    “We’re not sure.  She could have just met him here.  But then why would someone like her just turn up in a place like this?  I think it’s safe to say she thought it was a date.” 
 
    “Did anyone see him?  Staff members?  Customers?” 
 
    “Good, you’re thinking like an operative.  We asked around.  The customers won’t talk to us – mainly men on dates with women who weren’t their wives, if you see what I mean.  One or two of the staff remembered the girl sitting by herself, then leaving with a guy.  But they don’t remember anything about the guy.” 
 
    “Isn’t that unusual?” 
 
    “Not really.  Busy place.  He kept his head down.” 
 
    “So, you think she was killed by this boyfriend?  That sort of shoots the Geep connection out of the water.” 
 
    “Perhaps.  I still think her murder is connected to Old George’s death.  But I’d really like to find out who the guy was that could afford to take her to this place.” 
 
    “And how exactly are we affording dinner tonight?” 
 
    “Expenses,” Mahmood said with a shrug. 
 
    “Just how much money does the Continuum have?” 
 
    “Enough not to worry about how much chicken you and I eat tonight.” 
 
    The food was amazing.  Mahmood seemed to enjoy it as much as Alya did.  There was something to be said for being in the pay of a trillion-dollar company that wanted to own the world.  Alya should probably have felt guilty feasting off Continuum charity, but she was enjoying herself a little too much to worry about it. 
 
    “What do we do next?” Alya asked when they finally put down their forks. 
 
    “I can’t eat another thing.” 
 
    “I mean about the murders.” 
 
    “Right.” Mahmood put her usual serious expression back on. “It’s what they call old fashioned police work, except I’m not a police officer and there is no police force on the moon.  We work our way through every possibility one by one, eliminating the impossible until we find out what happened.” 
 
    “All right.  What are the possibilities?” 
 
    “First, that we have two random, unconnected attacks.  In some ways this is the most difficult proposition because it means two killers.  In this scenario the reasons for each death are practically infinite.  Lotte could have been killed by a jealous lover.  Old George could have been beaten up by someone who didn’t like his face.” 
 
    Alya remembered Arty’s stark warnings. “It’s possible.” 
 
    “Exactly.  Then we have the theory that they were both killed because of their Geep genes.” 
 
    “Which is not confirmed until we know that Lotte definitely was a Geep.” 
 
    “Have you run the sample yet?” 
 
    “I’m working on it.” 
 
    “And if they were both Geeps, then that gives us a motive.” 
 
    “Does it?” Alya asked. “Why would someone kill Geeps?” 
 
    “Well, because they’re Geeps.” Mahmood looked like she didn’t understand the question. “If someone really hated the Geeps then wouldn’t that be enough?” 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    “Look, if I’ve learned one thing from being in the Intel division, it’s that motives are over-rated.  Seriously, most people just do things without even thinking about it.  People hate because they hate.  There doesn’t have to be any more to it than that.” 
 
    Alya nodded, but the food was starting to feel heavy in her stomach.  It was time to go home. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 28 
 
      
 
    Alya left Mahmood still enjoying a last glass of wine and escaped to the quiet passageways of the lunar station.  While she had enjoyed the food – although it had now settled into a heavy lump in her stomach – she had found the restaurant itself incredibly stressful.  Alya was used to feeling the odd one out, but it was normally because of her mutated genes, not her cheap clothes. 
 
    She decided to pop into the office.  The night’s meal had inspired her to add an addendum to her paper.  Something about the inequality of the architecture of the lunar station.  Designs under the dome compared to under the ground and the impact of wealth.  Something like that. 
 
    The office was blissfully silent.  Alya put her feet up on her desk and started to sketch out some ideas on her datapad. 
 
    Someone thumped the office door.  Alya hoped Blake hadn’t got himself into a state again.  The man didn’t have a great track record with alcohol.  At least he could sleep it off in his office. 
 
    But when she opened the door it wasn’t her boss on the other side.  It was a short, broad-shouldered Continuum security guard with white skin and a shock of blond hair. 
 
    “Can I help you?” 
 
    “You bet you can,” the man sneered, then pushed past her into the room.  Alya frowned.  The Continuum could be nasty when they wanted to, but they were rarely rude.  The man positioned himself in the center of the office and sat his large ass on top of one of the desks. 
 
    “You’re Alya Kowalczyk, right?” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “Well, you’re just the bitch I’m after.” 
 
    Alya realized that the man was drunk.  Very drunk. 
 
    “Don’t speak to me like that,” she said, too shocked to be properly offended. 
 
    “I’ll speak to you however I damn well please.  I own your ass.” 
 
    Alya had no idea who the man was, but there was something very personal about the way he was attacking her.  The power tingled in her fingertips, and for once she found it comforting.  She wouldn’t hesitate to defend herself if the man tried anything. 
 
    “I looked you up on the system, but you weren’t in your hotel room.  So then I checked the address for your workplace.  I should have guessed you were the sort of loser that would still be here after hours.” 
 
    “Okay, you need to stop insulting me and tell me exactly why you’re here.” 
 
    “You don’t recognize me?  I guess I was wearing a helmet.  In the Boulevard with that asshole protester, remember?” 
 
    The penny dropped and Alya took a step backward.  This was the guard that had been about to whip the man from the fountain.  The one she had stopped. 
 
    “You need to leave,” Alya said, looking around the room for some way to get help.  She was sure now that this was not an authorized visit.  The man was off his head. 
 
    “Not before I get myself some justice.  Not before I teach your pretty little face a lesson.” 
 
    He took a step towards her and Alya scooted around a desk so that they were on opposite sides of the room. 
 
    “I warn you, I will defend myself.” 
 
    The man laughed. “No shit!  You did something to me!  I looked at the CCTV.  You must have had some sort of gun in your hand because you aimed right at me.” 
 
    “There was no gun,” Alya was pressed right up against the wall now, but the man had dodged around the tables and he was coming towards her.  She looked at her datapad, desperate to call for help, but it was too far to reach. 
 
    “Liar!  Look what you did to my hand!” He held out his palm so that it was only an inch from her face.  It was etched with pink shiny scars, red welts and massive blisters.  It looked pretty bad. 
 
    “I was just one of the crowd,” Alya said, growing desperate.  The power was starting to hiss in her ears. 
 
    “You made me look like an idiot!” The man stank of cheap vodka and he was shouting just inches from her face.  Alya felt like she was about to throw up.  She needed to get the situation back under control.  And fast. 
 
    The power wanted to explode him into a thousand pieces.  Alya just wanted him to stop coming towards him.  She tried to find a compromise and ended up sending out a weak blow with her mind.  The man staggered backward as if he had been slapped, but he stayed on his feet. 
 
    “What the hell was that?” He screamed, then lowered his head like a bull and charged towards her.  Alya had been so surprised that she had actually hit him without killing him instantly, that she hadn’t been prepared for him to retaliate.  He rammed into her so hard that her head whacked backward against the wall.  Her eyes swam for a second and she tasted blood where she had bitten her tongue. 
 
    Alya yelled out and put her hands on the man’s chest.  She pushed him with the full force of the power.  He flipped up into the air like a giant foot had kicked him, then he slammed into the floor with a loud crack. 
 
    Alya stood still for a second, panting.  Then she moved towards the man.  He wasn’t moving.  She bent down to check his pulse.  It was there, faint, but there.  She hadn’t killed him. 
 
    “Get up!” A female voice shouted from the doorway. 
 
    Alya groaned.  Of course it was Jenny. “It’s okay,” she said, still panting from the fight. 
 
    Jenny was fumbling in her pocket, probably searching for a datapad to call security. 
 
    “This isn’t what it looks like,” Alya said, stepping over the prone body of the Continuum guard. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Look, I can explain everything.  I know we got off on the wrong foot.  But I’d really like us to be friends.” 
 
    “Sorry, that’s not going to happen,” Jenny said as she brought her hand up with something in it.  Alya just had time to realize it was a stunner before Jenny shot her in the chest. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 29 
 
      
 
    Alya woke up with the hangover from hell.  At least that’s what she thought the splitting pain was in her head before she remembered that some idiot had shot her. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Ah, there was the idiot.  Alya opened her eyes to see Jenny staring at her, her dark eyes full of concern. 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    “Of course.  I am so sorry.  I thought that –”  
 
    “You don’t need to apologize.” This stern voice that sounded like it had come straight from the classroom of nightmares could only be the Director. 
 
    “I kind of think she does,” Alya groaned.  Why did her tongue feel so dry?  Was she meant to be seeing two of everything?  And when would the hammering in her temples stop? 
 
    “Can you blame her for jumping to conclusions?” The Director’s angular face jutted into view.  Alya moaned softly. 
 
    “What happened to the asshole?” 
 
    “I reported him to his superiors,” the Director said. “He’ll be on the first shuttle back to earth in the morning.  Turns out he had a disciplinary record a mile long.  Apparently, his uncle works in finance and got him the job.  Moron.” 
 
    “So you worked out that he attacked me first, then?” Alya directed this to Jenny who shook her head sorrowfully. 
 
    “As soon as I realized you were unconscious I called the Director.  She saw him attack you on the camera footage.” 
 
    “You watched the footage,” Alya’s heart raced. 
 
    “I couldn’t let Jenny see it.  It’s classified.  But it was pretty clear what happened.” The Director gave Alya a knowing look.  
 
    “Hang on, there’s a camera in my office?” 
 
    “University policy,” the Director said smoothly. “And lucky for you it was there.  The footage clearly showed that maniac roughing you up.  Did he say why?” 
 
    “He thinks I shot him in the Boulevard the other day.  I didn’t,” Alya added when Jenny gave her a quizzical look. 
 
    “His record showed violent conduct.  Particularly towards women.” 
 
    “Hey, you don’t think he could have –” 
 
    “No chance he was involved in Lotte Jenson’s death.  He was on duty in the maintenance levels.  It’s on tape.  I checked.” 
 
    Alya slumped back down.  She was on a sofa in the University common room.  It was not very comfortable. 
 
    “Can I go home now?” she asked. 
 
    “Jenny can help you get back there.  Seems like you two have a lot to chat about.” 
 
    The Director glided out of the room, leaving Alya to glare at the biologist. 
 
    “I am really sorry.” 
 
    “It’s all right.  After all, you clearly think I’m some kind of psychopath.” 
 
    “I should have assessed the situation more carefully.” 
 
    Alya thought this was a bit of an understatement, but she let it pass. 
 
    “I thought maybe I could buy you lunch.” 
 
    Alya sighed. “I appreciate the gesture.  But all I want to do is crash out on my bed.  Maybe we’ll do lunch another time.” 
 
    Jenny bit her lip and looked away. “Sure,” she said. 
 
    Alya managed to stand up, but her head was still aching. “Actually, I wouldn’t mind a hand to get home.  Don’t want to collapse in a corridor somewhere.” 
 
    “Okay,” Jenny leant Alya her arm and they shuffled out of the common room together. 
 
    “I’m sorry I reported you the other day.  The Director gave me a talking to.  Well, a bollocking actually.  She said that you were one of her best researchers.” 
 
    Alya sighed. “You probably did the right thing.  I shouldn’t have lost my temper with Luke, even if it was justified.  And no, I’m not telling you why it was justified.  Did you know the Director has made me take therapy?” 
 
    Jenny winced. “Yeah, sorry about that.” 
 
    “It’s okay.  Believe it or not, it’s not my first time with a shrink.” 
 
    “They’re kind of assholes, aren’t they?” 
 
    “You’ve had therapy too?” 
 
    “Yeah.  My dad died when I was ten.  It was a car accident.  I was in the car.  It was just about as dreadful as you’re thinking it was.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Thanks.  So, my mum sent me to therapy.  I don’t know what she thought would happen.  I mean, it was never going to bring him back.  But it meant that as far as she was concerned, my grief was being managed and we could get on with our lives.” 
 
    “She sounds… difficult.” 
 
    “An understatement.  Do you think everyone who comes up here is running away from someone?” 
 
    Alya frowned.  “Good question.  Maybe, yeah, maybe a lot of us are.  Of course, I was running to something, not away from it.” 
 
    Jenny smiled. “You like to be a little bit cryptic, don’t you?” 
 
    Alya laughed. “Nah, I just like to talk rubbish.  Half the time I don’t know what’s coming out of my mouth before I say it.” 
 
    Somehow they had reached Alya’s apartment. 
 
    “Thanks for your help,” Alya said. 
 
    “Sorry for shooting you,” Jenny replied with a grin.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 30 
 
      
 
    Alya had managed to meet up with Doctor Ryan.  All she had to do was to offer to treat him to a pancake breakfast. 
 
    “I have a sample for you to run.” She passed over the vial of blood. 
 
    “Oh good.  Another one from poor battered Old George.” 
 
    “No.  From a… second subject.  You process it and I’ll put it through my data program.” 
 
    Ryan stabbed a piece of pancake and smeared it around the plate until it was dripping with syrup, then popped it in his mouth. “Let me guess.  You’re looking for Geep markers.” 
 
    “What makes you say that?” 
 
    “Old George was a Geep.  And this ‘second sample’ – I’m guessing it’s about the murdered girl found down a backstreet the other day.  So, you think she was a Geep?” 
 
    “I can’t answer that.” 
 
    Ryan snorted a laugh and poured on more syrup. “Look, rumor has it that you’re looking into the possibility that the Geep contamination might not be as finished as the Continuum claimed.” 
 
    “That’s a hell of a rumor.  Where did you hear it?” 
 
    “The science community is pretty small up here.  You can’t keep anything secret.” 
 
    “You better not spread this about.  Can you imagine the panic if people thought there was even the slightest chance…” Alya tailed off. 
 
    “Is there a chance?  I’m not being funny, but I don’t want an extra leg or a third eye or something.” 
 
    “I don’t think that’s likely.  So far – and this is purely speculative, you understand – if there was a second outbreak, it would appear to be much more limited than the first.” 
 
    “Still, not exactly a vote of confidence.  Maybe I should book myself a little Earth-bound vacation.” 
 
    “Not until you finish my bloodwork.” 
 
    “All right.  And I guess if you were worried about infection you would have taken the first shuttle out of here yourself, right?” 
 
    “Right,” Alya said, hiding a smile with a bite of pancake. 
 
      
 
    Alya went straight from the pancake lunch to another anger management session with call-me-Ray.  She could still taste the syrup as she settled into the not very comfortable chair in the waiting room.  There was a muted viewscreen on one wall with subtitles scrolling along the bottom. 
 
    A picture of The Hague popped up on the screen. 
 
    Reports have come in from Brussels that politicians are voting on a crucial bill that would allow the Continuum to increase their ownership of European utilities from forty-nine to sixty-five percent.  The bill is expected to pass despite the concerns of many citizens. 
 
    The screen changes to the now familiar shots of a crowd of protesters outside a black Continuum building. 
 
    President Charmonde of France made the following statement to the press as he entered the building to vote. 
 
    The energy costs of the freezing earth are simply too high for European governments to bear without help.  The Continuum have offered that assistance, and frankly if we have to sell our souls to get it, then that is what we must do. 
 
    Alya tried to focus on the plastic pot plant that sat on the table instead.  It wouldn’t be a good idea to arrive in call-me-Ray’s room already anxious.  Europe was screwed anyway.  Most of the north was pretty much uninhabitable, except in the big cities where they built massive heat generators.  But as the French President has said, these were stupidly expensive to run.  Refugees were heading south all the time.  But there simply wasn’t enough land to go around. 
 
    That was why Alya’s research was more than just a reason to get sent to the moon.  If she could help those desperate people in any way, then she would do her absolute best to do so. 
 
    “Alya, come in.” 
 
    She went into call-me-Ray’s office and shut the door behind her. 
 
    “How are you feeling today?” 
 
    It wasn’t exactly an original greeting for a shrink, but for once she answered honestly. “I’m feeling a bit anxious, actually.” 
 
    Ray looked at her from behind the silly little glasses. “And where do you think this anxiety stems from?” 
 
    Well, Ray, I think it stems from the genetically mutated brain development that leads me to shoot energy out of my hands. “I’m not sure.” 
 
    “I want you to really think about this.” 
 
    “Okay.  Give me some clues.” 
 
    Was that the beginning of a smile on Ray’s handsome face? 
 
    “Let’s think it through clinically.  Think about when your anxiety occurs.  Could it be a fear of success?” 
 
    “Don’t think so.  It’s nice to succeed.” 
 
    “A fear of failure then,” Ray smiled to let her know he was playing along. 
 
    “Well, maybe a fear of neither.  A fear of perpetually being just satisfactory.  Fear of the average.  Is that a thing?  If it’s not, can we call it the Alya effect?” 
 
    Ray actually laughed. “If anything, it would be the Ray Wilson effect.” 
 
    “Well, that’s just not fair.” 
 
    Ray sat back in his chair. “Look, Alya, I think we both know by now you don’t need a therapist.” 
 
    Alya raised her eyebrows. “Really?” 
 
    “You don’t have a problem with diagnosing yourself, you have as good a knowledge of psychiatry as half my undergraduates and you have already worked out your own coping strategies.” 
 
    “You know you’re doing yourself out of a commission here.” 
 
    “It’s the University paying the bill.” Ray waved his hand. “But what I might just be able to offer you is someone to listen.  You know they used to call psychiatry the ‘talking cure’.  I could just be someone to talk to.  Or do you have enough of them?” 
 
    “No,” Alya said slowly, “I wouldn’t say I had a lot of people to talk to.” 
 
    “So, talk to me.  Tell me why you got angry that day in the office.” 
 
    “Because someone I trusted let me down.” 
 
    “And how did you react.” 
 
    “I… I pushed him up against a wall.” 
 
    “And how did that make you feel?” 
 
    “Good.  For like a second.  It made him apologize.” Alya hesitated. 
 
    “Don’t worry, I won’t ask for what.  Though I’ve a pretty good feeling that you don’t fly off the handle over nothing.  What do you think about your actions now?” 
 
    “I think it was foolish.  It only caused me more problems.” 
 
    “So what would you say you’ve learned?” 
 
    “To control my impulses.” 
 
    Ray leaned forward, a touch of excitement on his face. 
 
    “I think you might be having a breakthrough.” 
 
    “Really?  I thought it was just low blood sugar.” 
 
    “And maybe you’ll stop using humor as a defense mechanism.” 
 
    “You never know, Ray, you never know.” 
 
    She let him have a small smile.  He leaned back in his chair and checked the clock. 
 
    “Time’s up.” 
 
    Alya left the room feeling curiously uplifted.  In spite of herself, she had actually enjoyed the therapy session.  Call-me-Ray really was very charming.  Or was that the displacement talking?  Still, it had been nice to talk about her anxiety with someone, even if she couldn’t exactly share the reasons for it.  Maybe he’d even tell the Director she wasn’t crazy.  That would be nice.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 31 
 
      
 
    “Alya, you’re crazy,” the Director said. 
 
    Alya folded her arms. “I’m not crazy.  I just think it might be time for me to stop the therapy sessions.  I’m getting on fine with Jenny now.” 
 
    “After she shot you.” 
 
    “Nothing brings people together like shooting each other.  Yeah, we’re fine now.  And Ray seems to think that I don’t need any more sessions.” 
 
    “That would be Doctor Raymond Wilson.” 
 
    “He says to call him Ray.” 
 
    The Director sighed.  It was getting to be a familiar sound. “Look, I don’t care if you tell Doctor Ray that you think you’re the Queen of Sheba, but you need to keep up those therapy sessions.  It’s the only way I stopped the Continuum from looking too closely at the complaint against you.  If you drop out of therapy it’ll be inviting unpleasant scrutiny on both of us.” 
 
    “Fine.  I’ll keep going.” 
 
    “I’m glad to hear things are going better in the office.” Alya thought that, in fact, the Director couldn’t care less.  She was already scanning the list on her datapad to look for the next topic on the agenda.  
 
    “You know, things are much better since Jenny stunned me into oblivion.  Seems to have really loosened her up.” 
 
    “Well, you can hardly blame her.” 
 
    Alya narrowed her eyes.  All very well for the Director to say.  She wasn’t the one still sporting the bruises. 
 
    “Seems like maybe she should be the one sent to therapy.” 
 
    Now the Director did look up. “Don’t you even think about making a complaint.  Your office has caused me enough problems as it is. 
 
    “I won’t.” 
 
    “Doctor Ryan called me about an hour ago, by the way.” 
 
    “Why did he phone you?” Alya frowned.  Hadn’t she asked Doctor Ryan to report directly to her? 
 
    “Maybe he doesn’t trust you.  Can’t think why.  And you normally make such a good first impression.” 
 
    Alya folded her arms. “What did he say?” 
 
    “That the Danish girl was a Geep.” 
 
    Alya gasped. “Really?  He’s sure?” 
 
    “He ran the blood sample that he managed to procure somehow – I think your rebel streak is wearing off on him, by the way – through your Geep comparison software.  She matched all six markers for contamination.” 
 
    “Did she have any symptoms?” 
 
    “No physical ones, at least not according to the post-mortem.  But Ryan says the examination of her brain showed several anomalies.  So, she might have manifested her Geep mutation in ways that she could have kept hidden.”  
 
    Alya’s tongue felt thick in her mouth and she struggled to get out her words. “Do you think she was… like me?” 
 
    “Highly unlikely.  Your level of telekinetic ability is more than I have ever seen.  Unique, I would say.” 
 
    You don’t know the half of it, Alya thought.  Although the Director had discovered Alya’s power when she watched her explode a room full of people, Alya had tried to keep most of her abilities secret.  Half the time she liked to pretend to herself that they didn’t exist anyway.  The less power the better, as far as she was concerned. 
 
    The Director was tapping at her datapad again. “It is possible that the dead girl had some sort of paranormal mental abilities, but it’s more likely that she just got the odd migraine.  I want you to speak to the people that knew her, find out exactly which symptoms she was showing.” 
 
    “Then we’ll know if she was killed for being a Geep or not,” Alya said. 
 
    “That’s not what I’m interested in.  If Lotte Jenson was a Geep, then she was definitely infected more recently than twenty years ago.  I want to know every single thing about her.  Understand?” 
 
    “Of course.” Sometimes Alya almost forgot that the Director had a personal stake in this research.  Her gloved hands were evidence of that. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 32 
 
      
 
    Alya tried to get hold of Mahmood, but she couldn’t get through.  She left an awkward, rambling voice message for her telling her that Lotte was a Geep, then spent ten minutes hating herself for being so rubbish on the phone.  On a whim she decided to try and call Paul. 
 
    To her surprise, he answered.  But something looked a little off. 
 
     “Is that a black eye?” 
 
    Paul winced. “I didn’t think the picture would be good enough to show that.  Yeah, got it in training.” 
 
    “In training for what?” 
 
    “Alya, you know I can’t tell you.” 
 
    “Well, this is a fun chat.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s talk like normal people.  How’s work going?” 
 
    What a weird conversation.  Was this how normal couples talked? 
 
    “Oh, you know, not too bad.  Apart from when my new colleague fired a stunner at me and knocked me out.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Teething problems.  We’re all friends now.” 
 
    “Look Alya, I wanted to give you a heads up.  There’s trouble coming.” 
 
    He kept his voice light, but Alya could see the tension in his jaw. 
 
    “What sort of trouble?” 
 
    “It’s the protests.  The Continuum doesn’t like them.” 
 
    “I know.  I’ve seen the footage.” 
 
    “But I don’t think you get it.  Down here, things are different.” 
 
    “I only left earth three months ago, Paul.” 
 
    “Well, things have changed in the last three months.  This is the big push.  The Continuum is moving forward on three continents.  I probably shouldn’t even say this on an unsecure line, but what the hell, it might be my last chance.” 
 
    “Last chance?” 
 
    “Never mind.  Look, there’s a push-back against the Continuum and they don’t know how to deal with it.  Sooner or later they’re going to go in hard.” 
 
    “And you’ll be a part of it.” 
 
    “A part of something.” 
 
    “God, you are irritating.” 
 
    “Thanks.  But I want you to watch out.  The moon is becoming more and more critical to the Continuum.  If there’s any hint of abnormality they will simply eliminate it.” 
 
    She was the abnormality, that much was clear even if he wouldn’t say it over the phone. 
 
    “I’ll be careful.” 
 
    “No, you won’t.  But try not to be as risky as you normally are.  I’m not there to bail you out.” 
 
    Alya rolled her eyes. “Isn’t it normally the other way around?” 
 
    Paul grinned. “That’s not how I remember it.  Take care.” 
 
    “You too.” 
 
    To Alya’s horror she could feel tears pricking the back of her eyes as she hung up the call.  Paul was one of the toughest guys she had ever met.  So why was she worrying about him?  Well, that wasn’t a question she wanted to think too hard about.  Time for a run.  She had just reached for her trainers when there was a knock on the door. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 33 
 
      
 
    Mahmood was waiting outside. 
 
    “I need your help.” 
 
    “There hasn’t been another killing, has there?” Alya’s stomach churned. 
 
    “No.  Lotte Jensen’s sister has arrived on the station to formally identify the body.  She’s staying for a few days.  I want you to show her around.  Chat to her.  Keep her out of my way.  I have enough to do trying to work out who the hell killed these people without dealing with their grieving relatives.” 
 
    “You want me to be a shoulder to cry on?” Alya stared at the woman in disbelief. “You get that I’m not great with strangers, right?” 
 
    “You’ll be fine,” Mahmood said in the manner of all extroverts totally failing to understand the introvert mindset. 
 
    Alya pinched the bridge of her nose. “Don’t you have people to take care of this for you?” 
 
    “We’re not the earth police, remember.  We’re a private security squad.” 
 
    “I thought the Continuum basically was the government up here?” 
 
    “Without going into politics… yes, they are.  So we are effectively functioning as justice and police.” 
 
    “But with no checks and balances, right?” 
 
    “I said no politics.  But yes, think of me as the police force.  Only, because it’s the moon and there is basically no crime, there is no backup.  There are me and a couple of other guys I’ve co-opted from security, and that’s it.  There’s no public relations person to give a murder victim’s sister a hug.” 
 
    “I don’t hug.” 
 
    “Metaphorically speaking.” 
 
    Alya sighed.  It was impossible to argue with Mahmood. “When does she get here?” 
 
    “In an hour.” 
 
    “Does she know her sister was a Geep?” 
 
    “That’s something you could ask her.” 
 
    “Oh good.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m so sorry for your loss.” Alya had been practicing the line for so long in her head that it sounded really pathetic when she said it to the tall, willowy Danish woman next to her. 
 
    “Thank you.” Apart from red-rimmed eyes, Mila Jensen could have walked off a catwalk somewhere.  She had the poise of someone who was comfortable in her own skin.  Something Alya envied.  Seeing Mila made her feel more connected to the poor murdered Lotte.  Looking at her sister made Alya realize just how pretty and vibrant Lotte would have been before someone strangled the life out of her. 
 
    “Is there… is there anything you would like to do while you’re here?” 
 
    Mila took a shuddering breath and Alya could see just how close she was to total meltdown. “I guess I’d better see her apartment.” 
 
    “Sure.” Mahmood had at least given Alya the address and a keycard that would get her in. 
 
    They walked in silence to the elevators.  Alya pressed the button with a slight tremble of her fingers.  She didn’t like the small metal boxes.  Ever since her Geep powers had started to manifest themselves she had always liked the idea of being able to escape from any place she found herself.  Elevators were too small, too constraining.  They made her anxiety soar. 
 
    She glanced across at Mila’s face as they descended to the fifth floor and the power drained away.  How could she worry about what might happen when the worst thing possible had already happened to this poor woman?  Alya had wished her whole life that she had had a sibling, someone to share her hopes and fears with.  She couldn’t imagine what it would be like to have that taken away from her. 
 
    The doors pinged open and both women stepped out onto the fifth floor. 
 
    “It’s just up here,” Alya said.  When they arrived at the apartment block she realized just how grim this would look to an outsider, moon-dust concrete finished in matt grey, no windows, tiny rooms.  She felt like she owed the woman an explanation. 
 
    “Space is expensive on the moon.  Most people live in tiny apartments.” 
 
    “Especially if you’re a waitress.” 
 
    “Or an academic,” Alya smiled in sympathy. “My place isn’t much better than this.” 
 
    “Let’s get it over with.” 
 
    When they opened the door to the apartment, Alya told herself she was viewing everything through the lens of tragedy.  The clothes hanging half out of a drawer, the unwashed plate in the tiny kitchenette area… these things weren’t pitiable by themselves.  But somehow Lotte’s death made every item tragic. 
 
    “I’m not sure I can do this,” Mila said, her shoulders trembling.  Alya squeezed her arm. 
 
    “Just take your time.  I’m right here with you.” 
 
    Alya was struck by the contrast with Old George’s empty flat.  In this place there was almost too much personality.  Every surface was covered with a hundred little knickknacks, things that were worth nothing except to the person that had collected them.  Fancy glasses stolen from upmarket bars, shoes in every color and more makeup than she had ever seen in her life, littered every available flat surface. 
 
    “She never was very house proud,” Mila said with a trace of embarrassment. 
 
    “I’m kind of messy too,” Alya said, although even she would have liked to have given the room a declutter. 
 
    Lotte picked up a box of costume jewelry and flicked through it. 
 
    “She always liked pretty things.  She was one of those girls who was always playing dress up.  Whenever she got any money – which wasn’t very often, we weren’t exactly rich – she would buy some sparkly tat that only lasted a day.  My mother used to go nuts when she saw the rubbish that Lotte came home with.” 
 
    “You were the sensible one?” 
 
    “The boring one, Lotte would say.  She was the risk taker.  She wanted an adventure.  That’s why she came up to the moon in the first place.  You couldn’t tell her she was just a waitress in a slightly different bar.  She thought she was part of NASA or something.” Mila hugged her arms across her chest. “She really loved it here.  And look how it all ended.” 
 
    Alya could see despair welling up in Mila, so she changed the subject. 
 
    “Did you ever come up here to visit her?” 
 
    “Too expensive.  Even Lotte could hardly afford it up here.  She was always doing stuff for extra money.  She waitressed in three places just to pay the rent.  She even did those medical experiments you see advertised all the time.  Anything that could get her some money for pretty clothes.  Of course, the money went as soon as she got it.” 
 
    Mila twisted a string of plastic beads around her fingers. “Not that I’m much better.  I’ve put this trip on my credit card.  My husband says he understands, but I still feel guilty spending the money.  Isn’t that stupid.” 
 
    Alya kept silent for a second. “Is there anything of hers that you would like to take back with you?  I mean, all her things will be shipped back to earth, but maybe you would like some personal items before then.” 
 
    Mila sniffed. 
 
    “Thank you.  Yes, I’ll do that.” She wandered through to the bedroom. 
 
    Alya used the opportunity to scan the room herself.  What she was really looking for was evidence of Geep contamination, but what would that look like?  In her own case it would be broken furniture and scorch marks on the walls.  Lotte didn’t seem to have any of that. 
 
    Alya wanted to ask if Mila had known Lotte was a Geep, but she couldn’t think of how to do it with any sensitivity.  But what the hell, how much worse could she make the girl feel right now? 
 
    “Did Lotte have any worries when you last spoke to her?” 
 
    “No.  Like I said, she loved it here.” 
 
    “What about physical worries.  How was her health?  Had she been to see a doctor recently?” 
 
    Mila frowned. “No.  But she was murdered, so what does her health matter?” 
 
    “I’m just trying to get a picture of her.  It’s hard, you see, because I never met her.” 
 
    Mila didn’t look entirely convinced.  She wasn’t stupid. “But you think she might have had some sort of health problem?” 
 
    “Just an idea really.” 
 
    “Well, it wouldn’t surprise me if there was something.  I spoke to her a couple of weeks ago, and she seemed kind of down.  Cagy.  Lotte was someone who always told you exactly what she was feeling, good or bad.  But last time I spoke to her she seemed sort of withdrawn.  I was worried, actually, until she sent me a message last week.” 
 
    “A message?” 
 
    “Yeah.  She said she was feeling much better.  That she’d had a breakthrough, whatever that means.  And she was talking about going for a supervisor job.  Buying some new clothes.  The usual stuff.  It was like she was back to her old self.  And then I got the call from the Continuum.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Do you think they’ll get the guy that did this?” 
 
    “I do.  The Continuum are cold bastards, but they don’t do failure,” Alya said, adding to herself no matter what it costs.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 34 
 
      
 
    Alya was late to work and already exhausted after her meeting with Lotte Jenson’s sister.  She felt like the woman’s hopelessness had seeped into her.  Poor Lotte had just wanted to live out an adventure on the moon.  And look how it had ended for her. 
 
    Alya found an old classic rock playlist on her datapad, put on her headphones and cranked the volume up to eleven.  She started working on some metal degradation statistics and let the bass line obliterate everything else in the world. 
 
    “Alya!” Someone shook her arm and she pulled out her headphones.  Jenny gave her a slightly exasperated look. 
 
    “I shouted five times.  Don’t you know you’ll damage your ears like that?” 
 
    “The god of rock doesn’t take prisoners.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Sorry.  What was it you wanted?” 
 
    “I need to show you something.  Honestly, Alya, you’ve got to see this.  They’re having a protest.” 
 
    “I saw that on the news.” Alya didn’t really want to watch any more people getting beaten up by security guards dressed in black.  She kept worrying that she would see Paul and she wasn’t sure which side he would be on. 
 
    “This is different.  It’s a protest up here, on the Boulevard.  About a hundred people.  They say they’re showing solidarity with Los Angeles, but I think they just want to protest something.” 
 
    Alya shut down her datapad. “I’m coming.” 
 
    By the time Alya and Jenny had reached the dome there was a watching crowd of maybe five hundred people.  There were probably less than a hundred actual protesters there.  But still, there was a sense of something monumental happening. 
 
    “What do you think the Continuum will do?” Jenny whispered. 
 
    Alya just pressed her lips shut.  The power was sending her warnings all through her nervous system, and for once she agreed with it.  Something bad was going to happen.  The Continuum couldn’t allow such a direct challenge to their authority.  The protestors didn’t know what was coming. 
 
    “There’s Luke!” Jenny pointed and hurried towards him.  Alya followed, her mind prodding at a new idea like a sore tooth.  Could Jenny actually fancy Luke?  She certainly spent a lot of time running around after him.  But could anyone really be attracted to such an adolescent in an adult’s body?  Still, Alya reflected, it took all sorts.  Presumably there were people who didn’t fancy politically conflicted Nerus.  The fools. 
 
    “Alya, over here,” Luke was beckoning to her like he had got great seats at a concert.  As it was, they were only a few feet away from the protesters.  On the other side of the street there were half a dozen wary-looking Continuum guards, talking into their radios.  The whole thing had a totally surreal quality. 
 
    The protesters themselves looked like they couldn’t quite believe what they were doing either.  They were mainly maintenance staff, judging by the uniforms.  Most of them had disguised their faces with scarves or masks.  Hoping to avoid repercussions from their bosses, Alya guessed.  Her hands balled into fists.  It might not be the bosses that they had to worry about.  Alya thought of the Geeps who ended up fighting Continuum rifles with kitchen knives.  The Continuum didn’t take any challenge to their authority lightly. 
 
    The protestors were wandering rather than marching.  They had tried a few times to start a rallying chant, but as no one was chanting the same thing it had petered out and now they just walked in silence. 
 
    “Where are they going?” Alya asked. 
 
    “Who knows?” Luke said. “You’d think they’d have learned their lesson after the fountain guy.” 
 
    “Maybe they just want to be heard.” 
 
    One of the marchers held up a sign that read: ‘Space Not Continuum.’ Alya wasn’t too sure what that meant, but it was probably a policy she would agree with on principle.  It wasn’t just the terrible human rights record of the mega company that bothered her.  Some things – like the moon – shouldn’t be owned by anyone.  If that made her a rebel, then so be it. 
 
    Maybe it would be all right, Alya thought, looking at the security guards.  None of them seemed too eager to intervene in the march.  If the people ended their protest peacefully, then maybe there would be no repercussions.  Perhaps she was just being paranoid.  It was always a possibility. 
 
    “What is that?” Luke asked, pointing up at the dark metal box whizzing about the sky. 
 
    “I think it’s just a drone,” Alya said, squinting up at it. “Look, it’s got cameras mounted on it.  I think it’s like the ones we saw filming the protests on earth.” 
 
    But Luke had stopped listening.  He was looking at a woman who had climbed up onto some railings. 
 
    “Look, the Continuum brought their remote weapons, they’re going to shoot us!” The woman’s voice was so shrill and panicked that Alya almost laughed.  It seemed so out of place under the sky of stars. 
 
    “It’s going to fire!” Someone else called from beside her and now the crowd was starting to panic.  Even Luke was looking around, eyes wide and mouth open. 
 
    “It’s just a camera!” Alya yelled, but no one was listening. 
 
    People started running, but all in different directions.  The protesters mixed in with the crowd.  The people in the crowd then panicked, shouting at the guards that they weren’t with them.  The Continuum guards raised their weapons.  They looked nervous as hell. 
 
    “You guys should get out of here,” she said to Jenny and Luke. 
 
    “So should you!” Luke’s eyes were so wide Alya could see white all around his iris.  He was on the edge of losing it. 
 
    “You need to take care of Jenny,” Alya hissed into his ear. “I’m counting on you.” 
 
    His posture changed.  He stood taller and touched Jenny’s shoulder. “Follow me,” he said in a voice so like an action hero Alya nearly giggled. 
 
    Jenny, who looked totally stunned – hell of a first week on the moon – just nodded.  Alya watched until they had hit the stairwell.  Then she turned back to the protesters.  She wasn’t sure what she was still doing there, but she wasn’t about to allow another Geep war.  If the Continuum guards planned on firing on anyone they would have to get through Alya first. 
 
    A flash of light caught Alya’s eye.  What the hell was that?  She turned around to see someone fire a flare towards one of the bars.  It shot through the window shattering the glass.  People started running out, screaming and brushing glass from their clothes. 
 
    Alya was there in less than a minute.  She helped a few injured people out from the doorway.  Apart from the odd glass cut, no one seemed to be badly hurt. 
 
    The protesters had fled.  In fact, the street was practically empty.  Everyone had realized how important it was to be out of the way when someone started looking for the culprits.  Alya saw some figures wearing black running over.  The Continuum guards had turned up just in time to shout at every person they passed. 
 
    Then Alya smelt smoke.  She stepped into the doorway and caught sight of flames licking at the back wall of the restaurant.   
 
    “Crap,” she said, looking around.  The flare must have set something alight in the kitchen.  Now there was thick black smoke filling the entire building. 
 
    “Is everyone out?” She asked the Continuum guard next to her.  He simply shrugged.  He was trying to help a hysterical businessman who had glass embedded in his arm. 
 
    “No way to tell,” the guard replied while ushering the man towards some medics who had just turned up. “Fire services will be here in a few minutes. 
 
    “It’ll be too late by then!” 
 
    Time to move.  Alya could hardly hear the man yelling at her as she ran into the building with the power pulsing through her veins.  She scanned the room.  It was filling with smoke so quickly that she could barely see.  She coughed.  Then she shut her eyes. 
 
    She reached out with the power.  It was hard, with the growing heat, but she could sense something over to her right, up against the wall.  She kept checking for another few seconds but there didn’t seem to be anything else. 
 
    She opened her eyes.  The flames were spreading.  Time to move.  She stumbled over broken glass and around upturned tables, all the while trying to keep that feeling of a presence to her right in her mind. 
 
    She found her.  An older woman, maybe in her sixties.  She was bleeding from a head wound, probably from the broken glass, but she was moaning in pain, so she was definitely alive.  Alya pulled her onto her feet, but she just crumpled back to the floor. 
 
    Swearing over and over, Alya hoisted the woman up onto her shoulder.  Even with the power lending her strength, the woman was heavy.  Alya nearly fell half a dozen times making it back to the door.  By this time the fire was so strong she was dripping with sweat. 
 
    When she reached the doorway the security guard grabbed hold of the woman and carried her off, presumably to get some sort of medical attention.  Alya managed a few more steps before another guard picked her up and carried her away too.  She wanted to object but she was coughing too hard to speak.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 35 
 
      
 
    Alya wasn’t exactly expecting a medal, but after saving a woman from a burning building she hadn’t expected to end up in a security cell.  She had been taken to the Continuum building under the dome.  Last time she had been there she was held in a secret torture chamber.  It wasn’t a place she had ever wanted to see the inside of again, and her heart was racing.  Breathe in, breathe out.  Cough.  Try not to breathe quite so much. 
 
    “Why am I here?” She had asked a burly Continuum guard when he left her in the cell. 
 
    “Interrogation,” the man had sneered before slamming the door shut and leaving her alone. 
 
    Alya might have been worried if she hadn’t been so deeply irritated.  It wasn’t like she was being arrested for being a Geep – that she could hardly have argued with – but presumably they thought she was one of the protesters.  Mistaken identity.  So merely an irritation, but a big one.  She had too much to do right now than to spend the day satisfying some idiot security guard’s ego. 
 
    When the door opened and Noor Mahmood walked in, Alya actually got up, expecting the woman to take her home. 
 
    “Sit down, Alya,” Mahmood said, her expression even more stern than usual. 
 
    “Come on, let’s not waste time.  I wasn’t on the march.  I just went into the building to help out.  You know that.” 
 
    “I am here to conduct an interview with you.  Can we just keep it professional?” 
 
    I wish I’d never shared my doughnuts with you, Alya thought. “You never really liked me, did you?” 
 
    Mahmood flinched. “Actually, I asked to interview you because I like you.  Trust me, anyone else would have locked you up already.” 
 
    “Should I be grateful?” 
 
    “I’d settle for a little less belligerent.  Look, there’s been a terrorist incident.  Can’t you see that the Continuum needs to take that seriously?” 
 
    “Terrorist incident?  Come on, it was just a protest that got out of hand.  If the security forces hadn’t been so heavy-handed…” 
 
    “But the damage has been done.” 
 
    “Look, I don’t know what you saw out there.  But I saw a lot of people who have pretty miserable lives that are scared that the Continuum might even take away what little freedom they have.  I’m not excusing what happened, but it’s not difficult to understand.” 
 
    “That’s what I’m talking about.” Mahmood ran a hand through her long hair. “It’s almost like you want me to arrest you.” 
 
    “But I had nothing to do with it!” 
 
    “You do have form for this sort of thing.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Didn’t you try and place a bomb on a container two months ago?” 
 
    Damn.  How the hell had she found out about that? 
 
    “I didn’t place it in the end.  It was Mama – the Continuum spy and murderer, you might have heard of her – that told me to do it.   She said the container was full of weapons.  But the bomb never went off.” 
 
    “So, it was just intent to explode, something like that?” 
 
    “Look,” Alya said, trying a different tone, “I’m not the Continuum’s biggest fan.  You know that.  But I’d never put people’s lives at risk.  I’m not a terrorist.” 
 
    “Just a freedom fighter, eh?” 
 
    “Not even that.  I’m an academic.” 
 
    Mahmood put her head in her hands. 
 
    Alya fidgeted in the chair. “Look, don’t you think this is just distracting us from the real problem?  You’ve still got two murders to solve.” 
 
    “You think I’ve forgotten?” Mahmood leaned over and pressed a button on the panel in the desk. “Look, I’m terminating this interview.  We’re off the record now.  Please tell me, did you have anything to do with this protest?” 
 
    “Other than agreeing with it wholeheartedly?  No, I didn’t.  Now can we get back to trying to figure out who the crazed killer is?” 
 
    “At least we can be fairly certain that our Geep theory is the correct one.  How did Lotte contract the virus anyway?” 
 
    “It’s not really a virus.  But the answer is: I don’t know.  We have some evidence that there has been a second contamination.  But we don’t really know who is infected and who isn’t.” 
 
    Mahmood looked uncomfortable. “Could… could anyone catch it?” 
 
    “I simply don’t know.  But if it helps, out of fifty or so samples I’ve looked at, only Lotte’s has come back positive.” 
 
    The intel operative let out a sigh of relief. “I guess I’ll take those odds.” 
 
    “There are worse things than being a Geep.” 
 
    “Yes.  Getting murdered, for one thing.” 
 
    “Do you think we’re looking at some mad Geep hater?” 
 
    “Old George’s death certainly suggests that.  But Lotte’s murder… It seems more planned.  The way he came and met her in the bar, then took her somewhere away from the cameras to kill her.  It’s all very organized.” 
 
    “True.  So crazy and methodical.  Not much of a profile.” 
 
    “I’ve never been much of a believer in profiling.  It doesn’t take a psychologist to tell you that violent killers are generally asocial men who had a pretty terrible childhood.” 
 
    “Glad I’m female.  Otherwise you would just have described me.” 
 
    “Oh, it’s all right, I checked out your alibi when we first met.  You’re in the clear.” 
 
    “Good to know.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 36 
 
      
 
    Alya spent an hour doing her mental exercises after her little interview with Mahmood.  The power took longer than usual to beat into submission.  By the time she had finished she was sweating and exhausted.  She took a shower, too tired to even try running.  She closed her eyes and enjoyed the spray on her face.  Despite her cool efficiency, Mahmood didn’t seem to be much further forward with the investigation.  Something didn’t ring true about her concept of the crazy but organized killer.  In fact, as theories went, it was pretty dreadful.  The problem was they didn’t have a better one. 
 
    Alya knew she would carry on with the investigation herself.  Old George and Lotte needed someone to look out for them.  Mahmood didn’t understand them the way that she did.  Alya didn’t have any family.  What little she had growing up was all gone.  But the Geeps were her family, genetically at least.  She owed them. 
 
    When the shower timed out after her allotted three minutes, she pulled on her biosuit.  Time to stop relying on other people.  No one else was going to look after the Geeps.  Not the Director, not Mahmood, no one.  Alya would do it herself. 
 
    She had almost made it out of the door when the datapad vibrated. 
 
    “Everett, how are you?” 
 
    She almost hadn’t recognized former president of the United States Ron Everett.  Normally he called from his desk.  Now he was on a handheld, and the picture of his face bounced as he moved down a grey corridor.  He seemed to be running. 
 
    “We’re pulling out of LA.  It’s getting a bit too hot here.” 
 
    Damn, just how bad were things down on earth?  She couldn’t help thinking of Paul.  Was he in trouble? 
 
    “What’s going on?” 
 
    “The damn rebels that’s what!” 
 
    “Aren’t you on their side?” 
 
    “These guys are anarchists.  I want political change.  Let’s be honest, I want my ass back in that seat in the Oval Office.  They just want rid of the Continuum and they don’t give a damn what that costs them.  Plus, they’re going to bring down the hand of God on all of us.” 
 
    “Hand of God?” 
 
    “The Continuum are pissed.  Really pissed.  Word on the street is they’re bringing in the big guns.  Literally.” 
 
    “I thought the Continuum were just using water cannons.” 
 
    “Not for much longer.  It’s a show of force, Alya.  They need to show that they are all powerful.  That no one can challenge them.  And the only way to do that is to eliminate any shred of rebellion.  That’s why I’m calling you.  I might need a contact on the moon pretty soon, so I want you to keep your nose clean.” 
 
    Alya didn’t like the sound of this.  It was bad enough passing over information to Everett, she didn’t like the idea of being his contact.  And why did the moon suddenly matter to him anyway? 
 
    “And don’t believe everything you see on the news!” Everett was shouting now.  There was a loud thrumming noise coming from somewhere. 
 
    “What does that mean?” Alya asked, but Everett was running full pelt now, his heavy breathing echoing into the microphone on the datapad.  The shot panned out and Alya realized what was making the noise.  He was on a helipad and a military style chopper was just coming in to land. 
 
    “Speak to you soon,” Everett said and reached up to shut off the call.  The last thing Alya saw was a bunch of soldiers on the helicopter beckoning to the ex-President to climb on board, then the screen went black.  Alya stared at it for a while, then turned off her datapad.  One of her mantras was not to feel anxious about things she couldn’t change.  So, she tried not to let herself worry about whatever the hell was going on with Everett down on the surface of the planet.  There were enough problems to deal with closer to home. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 37 
 
      
 
    Doctor Ryan groaned when he opened the door to find Alya standing with her hand raised, just about to knock. 
 
    “I’m meant to be on my lunch break.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you for the offer,” Alya grinned. 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding.  I’m meant to be playing squash.” 
 
    “Sorry.  I’m a terrible squash player. 
 
    Ryan looked at her determined expression. “All right.  Just let me send a text to cancel.  Let’s at least go somewhere I can get a drink.” 
 
    “Irish bar?” 
 
    “Piss off.” 
 
      
 
    They ended up in a bistro near the University.  It was popular with students and academics because the beer was relatively cheap.  That meant it was only three times the cost of the same drink down on earth.  But the portions were big and carb heavy. 
 
    Ryan took a bite of his sandwich and took a long pull of his beer.  Then he managed a smile 
 
    “Well, I suppose this is a bit more enjoyable than squash.” 
 
    “I thought most people up here used a symgym anyway?” 
 
    “I like the competitive edge.  There’s nothing quite like beating your colleagues on the court.  Makes up for when they get tenure.” 
 
    “I bet it does.” Alya dipped a chip in some hot sauce. 
 
    “Now, how many little vials of blood do you have for me today?  You’re quite the vampire, you know.” 
 
    “I actually didn’t bring any.  I’ve put my fangs away for the moment.” 
 
    “But I’m guessing you haven’t come just for the company.” 
 
    “Nope.  I wanted to talk to you about Lotte Jenson.” 
 
    “The dead girl.” 
 
    “You knew her.” 
 
    Ryan nearly choked on his sandwich. “What?  No, I didn’t.” 
 
    “It’s funny you say that.  And I do not mean funny ‘haha’, I mean funny as in ‘what the hell?’.  Because Lotte’s sister said that she did medical experiments for cash.  And I thought, who do I know with a whole lot of medical degrees?  When I checked with your department they confirmed that she had taken part in one of your studies.” 
 
    Ryan looked ill.  He pushed his pint away. “I honestly have no idea what you’re talking about.  Surely you can’t suspect me of anything.  I do not kill women to get my kicks.” 
 
    “But you did know Lotte?” 
 
    “I don’t think so… Wait, which study was it?” 
 
    Alya clicked her tongue against her teeth, but she couldn’t think of a reason not to tell him. “Two months ago you ran a study for ‘olfactory testing’.  You paid a measly ten credits for it.” 
 
    “Oh, hang on, I do know who she is.  I just hadn’t connected the name with the face.  She was on our records as Charlotte Jensen, not Lotte.” 
 
    “You expect me to believe that?” 
 
    “Of course I do.  Look.” He pulled out his datapad and hit a few keys.  There it was.  A database entry for a Charlotte Jensen. 
 
    “I think I only met her once.” Ryan continued. “I had twenty people and I only checked them off the list.  The grad students set up the experiment, so they spent more time with her.  The students did all the real work, I just had to sign off on it.” 
 
    “You do surprise me.” Alya was almost relieved.  She hadn’t ever really thought of Ryan as a murderer.  It was good to know that her judgment was still sound. 
 
    “There’s something else I wanted to ask you.  Lotte was a Geep.” 
 
    “I know.  I ran the sample.” 
 
    “We do not know where she became contaminated.  Just what sort of ‘olfactory testing’ were you running?” 
 
    Ryan stared at her bewildered for a second then burst out laughing. 
 
    “You think we infected her with the Geep virus?” He could barely talk through his laughter. 
 
    “It’s not a virus,” Alya muttered, while Ryan chortled into his beer. 
 
    “Listen, I don’t mess about with that sort of stuff.  I’m strictly low risk research.  Fruit fly larvae, remember?  This was something a cosmetic company asked me to do.  Check out which perfumes work best in the moon atmosphere.  That was the olfactory testing.  Sniffing perfume on cotton buds.” 
 
    “So not the source of the contamination then.” 
 
    “No.” Ryan returned to his pint. “Did they ever discover what caused the Geep outbreak the first time?” 
 
    “Nope.  Some people thought it might be the beer.” 
 
    Ryan started to push his pint across the table, then stopped. “You’re kidding right?” 
 
    “Right.  It could be anything.” 
 
    “Well, I’ll take the chance on the beer then.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 38 
 
      
 
    Lunch with Ryan hadn’t been as enlightening as Alya had hoped.  He maintained that he knew nothing about Lotte and somehow Alya thought he was telling the truth.  He was the sort of guy that if he did know anything he would enjoy telling people about it. 
 
    She had decided to do some work at home on the blood samples for the Director.  She wanted to take another look at her comparison program.  Maybe the reason they weren’t getting any positives was that she was looking for the wrong things.  If only her mother had still been alive.  She would have made short work of it all.  She was probably laughing at Alya right now from the ether somewhere. 
 
    Alya had just pulled her keycard from her pocket when she came around the corner to her apartment block.  Then she stopped.  There were a bunch of people standing outside, looking fed up.  She recognized a couple of them as being her neighbors, people she mumbled a sub-vocal hello to if she was feeling particularly sociable.  Then she realized that she had been hearing a weird noise for a while without really registering it. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Alya asked a young guy who was leaning against the wall. 
 
    “A fire alarm.  Can’t you hear the siren?” 
 
    That’s what the sound was.  It was distorted by the echo of the tunnel so that it wasn’t even very loud.  Alya looked around. 
 
    “No smoke.” 
 
    “Nah.  False alarm probably.  Or someone set off the signal for a laugh.” 
 
    Was it paranoia that sent a trickle of doubt down her spine?  It could just be a harmless fire alarm.  No reason to panic, even though her apartment was involved.  There was absolutely no reason to think that anyone might be using it as a distraction to break in and steal her stuff.  Even though her private datapad with her mother’s research on it was sitting on her bed right where she had left it. 
 
    Alya stepped away from the crowd, trying to look casual.  She spotted the hotel manager, a ratty man with watery eyes, speaking to a fire marshal.  Neither of them looked concerned. 
 
    Alya knew that there was an emergency stairwell round the back of the hotel.  She always made sure she knew all the entrances and exits from any building she stayed in.  Or places she worked.  Or pizza parlors she spent more than five minutes in.  Alya walked briskly towards the back of the building.  She pulled open the door to the stairs, made sure no one was looking then stepped inside.  Paranoia had its uses. 
 
    Her apartment was on the first floor.  She hurried up the stairs, making sure she sniffed the air for any sign of smoke.  She had no intention of getting caught up in another fire.  She opened the door into her corridor. 
 
    Someone was outside her door, about to force their way in.  The figure was almost certainly male, broad shoulders covered in a dark grey hoodie. 
 
    “Hey you!” She shouted.  Not original, but the first thing that came to mind. 
 
    He moved fast.  Too fast. 
 
    “Shit,” Alya said as she sped after him along the corridor.  He had to be a Geep.  Either that or he had magic shoes.  No human being could run that fast. 
 
    He turned right down another corridor, moving with the agility of a cat.  Alya slammed her shoulder against the wall as she made the turn a little too late, cursing as she felt her arm graze the rough surface of the plaster. 
 
    “Stop!” Alya shouted, even though she had no idea what she would do if he actually did stop.  The man didn’t even turn around.  He shot through the double doors towards the main staircase.  If she didn’t get a move on she would lose him. 
 
    Alya pushed her muscles as much as she could to reach the doors just a second after they closed.  She burst through them onto the landing at the top of the stairs.  Unfortunately, she had carried too much momentum into the stairwell and she stumbled on the top step.  She tripped forward and instead of using her power to stop the man racing down the stairs, she needed all of it to catch herself before she somersaulted downwards.  She ended up floating six inches above the stairs.  The stranger had almost reached the bottom door.  She threw her hand out to stop him, forgetting that she was still holding her keycard.  It flew out of her hand and struck him on the cheek.  An arc of blood hit the wall and the man screamed.  Alya was so shocked she forgot about the power and dropped onto the stairs. 
 
    “Argh!” She landed on her ankle and it hurt like hell.  She stumbled down a couple more steps, then took a wobbly breath.  She heard a sound below and realized she needed to keep moving.  She hobbled down another flight of stairs just as she heard the bottom door slam shut.  The man was gone.  When she reached the bottom, ankle now swollen to twice its size, the only thing left was a blood smeared keycard. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 39 
 
      
 
    “So, this guy was breaking into your apartment?” Mahmood’s sympathy for Alya’s injury hadn’t lasted much longer than it took for a brief commiserating nod. 
 
    “He would’ve done if I hadn’t surprised him.  He must have set off the alarms to get access.” 
 
    “And you chased him?” 
 
    “Not very well, obviously.” Alya winced as she tried to move her foot into a more comfortable position.  Her ankle was sprained, but not broken.  It still hurt like hell. 
 
    “Don’t you think that was a dangerous thing to do?  He could have been armed.” 
 
    “But he wasn’t.  Or, at least, he didn’t use anything on me.” 
 
    Mahmood gave Alya one of her best exasperated looks. 
 
    “What else can you tell me about him?” 
 
    Alya paused.  She should probably tell the officer that the man was a most likely a Geep.  The running speed alone was clearly something more than human.  But she didn’t want this to become a hunt for a rogue Geep.  And she definitely didn’t want to encourage the view that Geeps were dangerous. 
 
    “He was tall.  Well, tallish.  Taller than me anyway.  He had a scarf over his face and a hoodie, so I couldn’t see what he looked like.  Kind of stocky.” 
 
    “Thanks.  That narrows it down to just about every living creature.  There might be a mushroom growing somewhere down in the algae plants that is off the hook.” 
 
    “Are you okay?  You’re even more sarcastic than usual.” 
 
    Mahmood rubbed her face. “No.  I’m having a crap day.  I just had a call from the Continuum headquarters down on earth.  They’re unimpressed by my lack of progress on the murders.  They’re sending someone up to assist me.  Which basically means to take over the investigation.” 
 
    She leaned forward and put down her teacup. “Listen, Alya, I’m telling you this to give you a heads up.  There’s no way that the new team will allow the information sharing that we’ve been doing.  You’ll have to keep out of the way.” 
 
    “I’m not going to stop investigating.” 
 
    “Well, just do it quietly, okay?  No apartment block chases.  No burning restaurants.  Just keep your head down.  Do you think that’s something you can do?” 
 
    No, Alya thought. “Yes,” she said. 
 
    “Okay, back to this guy.  You’re sure you told me everything?” 
 
    “I managed to hit him with my keycard.  It drew blood.” 
 
    “Well that’s something.  We’ll look out for a man with a cut face.  Have you still got the keycard?” 
 
    Alya took it out of her pocket and handed it over. 
 
    “Good.  I’ll run the blood.  It should come up with a match in the database if he’s a resident here.” 
 
    Alya shrugged.  She had already scraped enough blood from the card to use for her own sample.  Now she just had to persuade Doctor Ryan to do her another favor. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 40 
 
      
 
    When she called Doctor Ryan he was at a squash game.  Between working for her on the side and exercising his competitive spirit, she was pretty sure he never got any research done.  Mind you, Professor Blake would probably make the same comment about Alya’s commitment to her research.  On that note, she should probably be in the office. 
 
    In the end, she just dropped the keycard off at Ryan’s office with a note to say that she needed the results urgently.  In some ways, finding out the man’s name was secondary.  She wanted to know if what she suspected was true.  Was this guy a Geep?  If not, he was some sort of Olympic athlete.  But something told her that the gene results would come back positive.  Alya could recognize abnormality in others.  It was just a reflection of herself. 
 
    The office was empty.  A viewscreen in the corner was playing rioting on mute.  Alya limped over to it and clicked up the sound. 
 
    Crowds have gathered in New Delhi at news that the Continuum has submitted a proposal to stand as a party at the upcoming election.  The people on the street are concerned that the Continuum is contesting all 545 seats in the Lok Sabha.  The organization already controls the Rajya Sabha and the concern is that there will be no check on the organization’s power.  A Continuum spokesman released this statement. 
 
    India is a democracy.  The people must be allowed to vote for who they believe will best represent their interests.  If that is the Continuum, then we will embrace their faith in us and continue to improve the country going forward. 
 
    The Continuum spokesman made no mention of the recent allegations of vote purchasing, particularly in the rural districts.  Indian officials say that the crowds have been peaceful and there have been no reports of vandalism.  
 
    This must have been one of Professor Blake’s unofficial channels.  That sort of criticism of the Continuum would never have been allowed on the official Lunar programs.  Alya reached out to turn the viewscreen off, then froze. 
 
    Mexico City today saw the arrival of Former President of the United States, Ron Everett.  Everett, whose tenure as President was beset by scandals and allegations of corruption, has recently been a vocal critic of the Continuum’s expansion in the United States.  Speculations are rife about the reasons for Everett’s presence in Mexico.  One Senator who wished to remain anonymous compared Everett to a ‘rat leaving a sinking ship’.  He continued: ‘when Ron Everett is bailing, it’s time to get out of Dodge.’ 
 
    Everett’s grinning face appeared, waving as he entered what looked like a swanky hotel in Mexico City.  Alya bit her lip.  What was Everett playing at?  If he wanted another shot at the Presidency, then surely leaving the US wasn’t the way to do it?  Or was the Mexico trip a temporary situation?  She tapped his icon on her datapad, but the call just rang out.  Clearly he had more important things to do at the moment than talk to her. 
 
    Jenny walked into the office just as Alya was turning off the viewscreen. 
 
    “Anything interesting?” The woman asked, gesturing at the screen. 
 
    “Looks like earth is going to hell, but what’s new about that?” 
 
    “Let’s hope it’s not any worse by the time we go back.  When does your research position end?” 
 
    Alya’s stomach flipped.  She had almost forgotten that her time on the moon was limited. “It’s a six-month post.  So, in another three months I’ll have to head back.” 
 
    “Well, maybe things will have calmed down by then.” 
 
    “I don’t think so.  I think it’s only going to get worse.” 
 
    “I’m sure people will realize that the Continuum have their best interests at heart.” 
 
    “Sorry?” 
 
    Jenny blushed. “Oh, I didn’t realize you weren’t a supporter.” 
 
    “No, I’m not.  To be honest, I don’t know many people who are.” 
 
    “Well, I’ve always been a Continuum member.  I was on a paid scholarship through them to go to Berkeley.  Otherwise I’d never had had the chance to leave Thailand.” 
 
    “And you don’t have a problem with their recent expansion?” 
 
    “Honestly, no.  Look at what a mess the governments of the world have made of reacting to climate change.  Thailand lost a fifth of its land mass when the sea levels rose.  A fifth!  And now the freeze means that the rice crops are failing and the people are starving.  When the Continuum stepped in to take charge, sure people were nervous.  But straight away they set up manufacturing plants and new megafarms and just about turned the whole country around.  Yeah, as far as I’m concerned the Continuum is a good thing.” 
 
    Alya stared at her for a few seconds.  Then she shrugged. “I guess we all have different perspectives.  It’s interesting to hear another point of view.” 
 
    “Thanks.  I hope we can still be friends.” 
 
    “Of course,” Alya smiled as she sat back down at her desk.  She plugged in her headphones and pretended to work.  She risked a glance over at Jenny and got the impression she was doing the same.  Alya had lied.  They could never be friends.  Not because she supported the Continuum.  But because the woman didn’t like chocolate, for god’s sake.  Some things were a step too far.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 41 
 
      
 
    Alya was having a nightmare.  Call-me-Ray kept getting her to describe her mother’s death over and over. 
 
    “Who killed her?” 
 
    “The Continuum.” 
 
    “When.” 
 
    “Three years after she came back to earth.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “The beat her to death.  They strangled her.” 
 
    “Who killed her?” 
 
    Alya woke up in tears.  If her brain was trying to send her a message, that was a sick way of doing it.  Her mother had died three years after arriving back on earth, but it hadn’t been the Continuum that killed her.  At least not directly.  She had died from the Geep contamination.  It had caused cancer to form in just about every organ in her body simultaneously.  She barely lived long enough to hand Alya over to her grandmother. 
 
    But even if they hadn’t placed their hands around her neck, Alya knew that the Continuum were still responsible for her mother’s death.  She could have sought treatment when she first got sick.  She was a biologist: she knew what was happening.  But she was also on the run from the Continuum with a small child.  She chose to let the sickness run its course rather than seek treatment.  And Alya would never, ever forgive the Continuum for that. 
 
    She wiped the tears from her face and jumped out of bed.  Straight onto broken glass. 
 
    “Damnit!” She turned on the light and realized that she had been using the power in her sleep again.  The broken glass everywhere was a clue.  As was the duvet which had been ripped to shreds.  She would need to make another trip to the home furnishing store. 
 
    She held out her hands and used as little power as she could to clean up the mess.  Then she got into the shower and turned it up so hot it turned her skin pink.  She picked a couple of pieces of broken glass from her foot, wincing at the tiny streams of blood that came out of them.  Once her allotted three minutes were up she got out, wrapped herself in a towel and sat on the toilet. 
 
    Breathe in, breathe out.  She checked the soles of her feet.  The cuts from the glass had been tiny, they didn’t even need a plaster.  That was good.  Her ankle was still swollen from where she had fallen on the stairs.  The pain would be manageable with a couple of pills.  She had a massive bruise on her upper arm that she couldn’t even remember getting, but it was nothing serious.  There were other assorted scratches and bruises that could have been from any of the events of the last week.  But somehow that nightmare had hurt worse than all of them.  And the power had come again in her sleep.  That was scary.  How was she meant to control it if she was unconscious? 
 
    She could feel her mind moving towards dark, intrusive thoughts.  She thought about calling call-me-Ray, but she couldn’t bring herself to do it.  She had only just convinced the therapist that she was getting better.  She couldn’t afford to show him what a mess she really was. 
 
    She got dressed slowly and reluctantly pulled on her trainers.  She really didn’t want to go running.  And one thing she had learned over the years was that the days when she really didn’t want to run were the days she needed it the most. 
 
    She made it about ten feet out of her apartment when her ankle reminded her it was still sprained.  All right then, Alya thought, gritting her teeth.  A walk will have to do. 
 
    For once she decided to stay on her own floor.  The thought of going up and down steps with her bad ankle made her feel ill.  At least she wasn’t moving too fast, so the crowds were less annoying.  She kept her head down and plugged in some headphones.  She scrolled through the options on the mini datapad that was strapped to her wrist and found a playlist that Arty had given her.  She clicked it on.  The heavy beat of the club music wasn’t normally her thing, but it seemed to obliterate brain waves and Alya enjoyed that feeling of moving in a cocoon of sound. 
 
    Just as she was starting to feel a little better, the datapad vibrated.  Doctor Ryan’s name flashed up.  As she didn’t want to stop her walk, Alya turned the call onto voice only. 
 
    “I’m kind of busy, Ryan,” she said by way of a greeting. 
 
    “Well, I’ve just come across the little present you left for me.” 
 
    “Do you like it?” 
 
    “No.  I don’t like it one bit.  You realize this is kind of unethical.  For your information, I’m holding up a bloody keycard that you so kindly delivered to me.” Doctor Ryan didn’t sound overly pleased. 
 
    “I didn’t think it was a bunch of flowers you were talking about.  Why are you worried about ethics all of a sudden?  This guy probably murdered two people.” 
 
    “Probably.  Geez, with that sort of certainty is it any wonder that I feel tense every time you walk into my office.” 
 
    “Look, he fits the description of the guy that took Lotte out just before she was killed.  And he was trying to break into my apartment.” 
 
    “Maybe he was just going to ask you out on a date?” 
 
    “Seriously!” 
 
    “No, you’re right.  You’re definitely too high maintenance.” 
 
    “Your Irish charm isn’t quite as charming as you think it is.” 
 
    Ryan tutted. “Then find me a better reason to run this blood sample.” 
 
    Alya felt her ankle give a twinge.  She turned and headed back to her apartment. “I hear the Red Sox have really gone downhill since the moved the whole operation to New Mexico.” 
 
    “Hard to play ball when the ground temperature is minus twelve.  Look, are you just trying to deliberately antagonize me now?” 
 
    “I’m just trying to remind you how good you’ve got it up here rather than freezing your balls off in some laboratory near the Charles River.” 
 
    “Have you ever even been to Boston?” 
 
    “Nope.  I did an internet search.  Anyway, I just wanted to remind you that the Director listens to me.  And she’s in charge of your funding.  So, it’s probably best to be cooperative.” 
 
    Ryan went quiet for a second. “Fine.  Give me a day and I’ll get your comparison.  Just don’t ever talk about Boston again.” 
 
    “Suits me fine,” Alya said, hanging up the call. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 42 
 
      
 
    Alya was treating herself to a hot chocolate with whipped cream and marshmallows from a café near the University.  It cost a fortune – chocolate had to be shipped over from earth, of course – and she was pretty sure the cream was made from algae, but it was worth it. 
 
    She was just enjoying licking the cream from her spoon when a stranger sat down beside her.  He was a white guy, maybe forty years old.  He had a dark brown beard, and hair that was styled in the way that might just be covering up the beginnings of a bald spot.  Spent time in the symgym by the looks of his shoulders.  And he was wearing a Continuum Intel uniform. 
 
    “I’m guessing you’re not a waiter,” Alya said.  She put down her mug with some reluctance. 
 
    “I’m Dmitrii Vasiliev.  I’m assisting Operative Mahmood with the investigation into the lunar murders.” 
 
    “You mean you’re the guy they sent to take over?” So, he was Russian.  That was interesting.  There weren’t many Russians in the Continuum.  The Continuum and Russia hadn’t exactly seen eye to eye over the years.  They currently seemed to have declared an uneasy truce, but they still weren’t exactly friendly.  What was this guy’s story? 
 
    “I generally mean exactly what I say.” 
 
    Alya shrugged.  She had already pegged him as an asshole, and it looked like she was right. 
 
    “Personally, I think you’re wasting your time.  Noor Mahmood will have the murderer caught soon enough.” Alya would have to admit that this was flying in the face of the evidence, but she couldn’t help but feel loyal to the woman.  They had shared doughnuts together. 
 
    “Perhaps Mahmood just needs a fresh perspective on the case.” 
 
    “I guess I’m just not sure what someone from earth can bring to the investigation,” Alya said, “Mahmood knows what it’s like up here.  She’s the best person for the job.” 
 
    “Well, I have huge respect for Officer Mahmood.  But the Continuum felt a fresh pair of eyes would be helpful.  And Mahmood valued your opinion and you’ve only been up here for what, three months?” 
 
    Had it only been three months?  It felt like a lifetime.  But in a way, it sort of was. 
 
    “I guess I just fit in.” 
 
    “I guess you do.” 
 
    Alya felt like the man wanted to interrogate her but couldn’t work out how to do it without pissing off Mahmood.  Alya decided to take pity on him. 
 
    “Look, Mahmood has been sharing information with me because I’ve been helping her.  You’ve heard that Lotte’s blood tested positive for Geep contamination?” 
 
    “Mahmood said you both thought that was the reason she was targeted.” 
 
    “Two murders in less than a week.  It’s hard to imagine it was just a coincidence.  The only remarkable thing about Old George was that he was a Geep.  Same with Lotte.” 
 
    “Do you think she knew that she was sick?” 
 
    “Hard to tell.  The contamination sometimes takes a while for the person to feel the effects.  Her sister said she had been feeling down, but that she sent a message just before she died saying she felt much better.” 
 
    “I heard that Geeps get paranoid and violent.” 
 
    “Some of them,” Alya said with an edge to her voice. “Some of them don’t.” 
 
    “But they are always unstable?” 
 
    “I guess you could say that.” 
 
    “Why do I feel like you’re holding back on me?  Is it because I’m Russian?” 
 
    Alya frowned. “No, why would it be?” 
 
    “Well, you’re Polish, right?” 
 
    Alya laughed. “Ah.  My grandmother might have spat on your shoes, but I don’t give a crap about any of that.  But I have to admit I was kind of surprised to see a Russian wearing Continuum black.” 
 
    Vasiliev gave a wry smile. “It’s a long and not very interesting story.  My father worked on big container ships until the water around Russia started to fill with so many icebergs it took all the fun out of it.  He moved to Mexico and I grew up there.  Not many jobs in Mexico what with all the refugees coming down from the North.  So, when the Continuum were looking for new blood, there I was.” 
 
    “You’re right, it wasn’t very interesting.” Alya smiled to let him know she was joking. 
 
    “You are just as charming as they said you were.” 
 
    Alya went back to her previous frown. “Who said that I wasn’t charming?” 
 
    “Oh, pretty much everyone.  But I’m not here to be charmed.  I’m here to catch a killer.” 
 
    “Good.  So am I.” 
 
    “You realize that it’s not your job to do that, right?  You could end up getting yourself in a whole lot of trouble.  In fact, by the state of you, it looks like you already have.” He pointed at her ankle.  Alya was just glad he couldn’t see the rest of her injuries. 
 
    “It’s nothing I can’t handle.” 
 
    “There’s no nice way of saying this, Alya.  I want you to back off the investigation.  I don’t want anyone else to get killed.” 
 
    “You just do your job and I’ll do mine.” 
 
    “Aren’t you an academic?  Isn’t your job writing obscure papers that no one will ever read?” 
 
    “Go away and let me finish my hot chocolate.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 43 
 
      
 
    Alya sat on her bed, glued to the viewscreen.  Before this week she had never even turned the thing on.  But after Paul had left the moon she had become fascinated by earth news.  And with every program she watched the situation seemed to be getting more and more grim. 
 
    Six people were killed today in Cape Town when a crowd attacked the Continuum building on the waterfront. 
 
    The footage showed a bunch of angry men swarming into a building, smashing glass as they went. 
 
    A Continuum representative explained that many of the men were armed.  ‘These were not peaceful protesters.  These were violent criminals.  The men died in a clash with security inside the building.  Thankfully the security guards only sustained minor injuries.’ 
 
    The South African President said that there would be a full inquiry. 
 
    Sure there will, Alya thought.  Just when the Continuum stops paying your wages.  The program moved on to explain just how valuable the Continuum’s expansion of the space launch site at Overberg had been for the South African economy.  Alya switched it off.  That was the problem with the official lunar channels.  It was mostly Continuum propaganda.  She would have to get Professor Blake to hook her up with some of the more subversive stations. 
 
    Her datapad vibrated and she pulled it over.  A call from Doctor Ryan without a video feed. 
 
    “Not like you to use a voice call,” Alya said. 
 
    “Look, I’m calling from a crappy hospital datapad so there’s no video.  Honestly, it’s like the dark ages.” 
 
    “Why are you in hospital?” 
 
    “Squash injury.  I know, you don’t have to say anything.” 
 
    “Wasn’t going to.” Alya stifled a giggle. 
 
    “I wanted to tell you about the blood from the card.  I ran it through your program, but I need you to take a look at it yourself.  I must have gone wrong somewhere.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “The sample was all over the place.  Some of the markers it scored zero, but others were off the scale.  I think it’s definitely a Geep sample, but there’s something really weird about it.” 
 
    “Okay,” Alya said. “Send me the data and I’ll run it again.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    Alya clicked the call off.  She would have to find some time to run the blood through the program again.  She checked her diary.  She was meant to be having therapy in an hour.  Damn.  She clicked on call-me-Ray’s icon. 
 
    “Hi Ray.  I’m really sorry but I’m going to have to cancel our session today.” 
 
    Ray’s handsome face filled her datapad. “I don’t think that would be a good idea.  We were really starting to make progress.” 
 
    “It’s nothing to do with the sessions.  I’m just really busy.” 
 
    “How about we meet out of the office?  We can do lunch.  Somewhere convenient for you.  I really think that this is important, Alya.” 
 
      
 
    Which is how Alya ended up choosing her lunchtime sandwich under the scrutiny of her shrink.  She found herself caught in a paralysis of choice.  If she went with cheese, would that indicate some sort of deep seated antipathy towards her mother?  Would the tomato salad make seem like some sort of sexual deviant?  The tuna didn’t even bear thinking about.  Oh well, it was all made from reconstituted algae anyway. 
 
    “A cheese sandwich please.” 
 
    “I’ll have the same,” Ray smiled.  The waitress ogled him while she wrote down their orders.  Alya couldn’t blame her.  He was wearing his imitation tweeds and had taken off the ridiculous glasses.  He looked like he’d just walked out of a photoshoot for a men’s fragrance. 
 
    “So, is this lunch, or a therapy session?” Alya said, taking a sip of her tea.  She was feeling nervous.  At least in Ray’s office she knew how to act.  There was a script that they both could follow.  But the café was too relaxed, too informal. 
 
    “It’s both, of course,” Ray grinned. “Which means that I will be billing the University on your behalf.” 
 
    This actually made her feel a little better.  If this was being charged, then it was an official session.  She had been slightly worried that it might be a date.  Which would be inappropriate on so many levels it might actually make her need more therapy. 
 
    “Well, you’ll be pleased to know that I haven’t beaten up anyone since our last session.” 
 
    “This isn’t a confessional.  You don’t have to list your sins since I last saw you.” 
 
    “I don’t?” 
 
    “I’m not interested in how you behave on a day to day level.  What interests me is trends.  Would you say your state of mind is improving since we started our sessions?” 
 
    “Honestly, no.” 
 
    Call-me-Ray looked a little crushed. 
 
    “That’s not your fault, though,” Alya said, reaching for her tea and cupping her hands around it to warm them. “It’s been a pretty stressful week.” 
 
    “You’re talking about the murders?” 
 
    “Yes.” Alya dropped her eyes to the table.  She hadn’t exactly mentioned to Ray that she had been playing at detective.  It was hard to remember exactly what she had told him. 
 
    “And why do you think they affected you so strongly.” 
 
    “You think they remind me of losing my mother?” 
 
    “Do they?” 
 
    “In some ways.  I was two when she died, so it’s not like I remember much about it.  Just a sort of… absence where there used to be something.” 
 
    “So you might say you never processed that grief.” 
 
    “Now, Ray, you’re sounding awfully like a therapist again.” 
 
    “Sorry.” He held up his hands. “It’s a difficult habit to break.” 
 
    “I suppose one of the things that the murders did remind me of was the sense of injustice.  If I had felt like my mother had died for a reason, not because of the Continuum, then maybe I would have been able to deal with it.  It’s the same with Old George’s and Lotte’s deaths.  There’s no justice for them because they were Geeps.” 
 
    “Perhaps people feel like Geeps don’t deserve justice.” 
 
    “Do you think that?” 
 
    “You’re not meant to ask me questions, remember.  But I’ll answer this one.  I think the Geeps got a rough deal.  I don’t think they saw justice then, and I don’t think they’ll get it now.” 
 
    Alya smiled. “Now you’re talking like a human being again.” 
 
    “Thanks.” Ray set down his coffee. “Alya, can I tell you something that’s been bugging me?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “I think you’ve been holding back in the sessions.” 
 
    Her mouth went dry. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “There’s something you haven’t been sharing with me.  I want to let you know that it’s okay.  Everything you tell me in our sessions is confidential.  I would lose my license if I ever shared it with, say, a large corporation.” 
 
    He knew.  She could see it in his eyes.  His beautiful, sympathetic eyes.  Maybe she should tell him.  What harm would it do?  The Director already knew.  And he had promised to keep everything confidential.  It would be nice to actually talk about her anxieties properly for once. 
 
    Alya opened her mouth to tell him her secret.  Her datapad buzzed.  Paul was calling. 
 
    “Hang on, I have to take this.” 
 
    “Alya, can you talk?” Paul’s black eye had gone down a little, but he looked drawn and anxious. 
 
    “Give me a second.” Alya gave Ray an apologetic wave and took the datapad away from the table and perched on a bench outside the café. 
 
    “Okay, I can talk.” 
 
    “I just wanted to say.  Well, this is really arrogant.  But I wanted to say, don’t wait for me.” 
 
    Alya’s heart dropped into her stomach.  Probably not literally, but that was how it felt. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “This isn’t going to be just a short-term gig.  I mean, unless it goes really wrong.  I’m in Mexico, and I’m going to be there for a while.  I might not be back up to the lunar station at all.” 
 
    “Paul, that’s just… well, that’s not good news.” 
 
    “I know.  Funny thing is I wouldn’t have given a damn until I met you.” 
 
    Alya closed her eyes.  She didn’t want to hear this.  Not after he had told her not to wait for him. “Cool it, Neru.  Where’s that famous reserve of yours?” 
 
    Paul tried a smile.  It was a poor attempt. 
 
    “Listen, if you’re in Mexico have you got anything to do with former President Everett?” 
 
    Paul raised his eyebrows. “How did you know about that?” 
 
    “We’ve both got our secrets.  If you’re working for him though, just watch out.  He’s just a puppet and I haven’t worked out who’s pulling the strings yet.” 
 
    “All right.  I’ll keep an eye on him.” 
 
    “Take care,” Alya said, her finger hovering over the end call button.  She couldn’t take any more. 
 
    “You too.” 
 
    She just about held it together long enough to speak to Ray. “Sorry, something’s come up.  I’ve got to go.” 
 
    “Alya!” He stood up, but she was already hurrying along the passageway, heading for home.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 44 
 
      
 
    Alya slept badly.  Part of it was that she was terrified that she would cause more damage in her sleep.  What if she blew out one of the walls of the apartment?  Quite apart from the neighbors not being impressed it would be hard to keep her powers quiet then.  Maybe she should ask Ryan for some sort of sedative.  Or Doctor Ray.  Shrinks were allowed to give you pills, weren’t they?  She made a mental note to ask him at their next session. 
 
    Of course, the other part of her was obsessing over her phone call with Paul.  It was over.  Before it had even really got started.  But that didn’t stop her thinking where it had all gone wrong.  Probably around the time he decided to play soldier.  Yet another disaster for the Continuum to take the blame for. 
 
    By the time Alya woke up properly, she had only managed to snatch an hour or two’s sleep in total.  She turned over and saw what had wakened her.  It was a call on her datapad from Vasiliev. 
 
    “You look terrible,” he said when she answered the phone. 
 
    “Now who’s being charming,” Alya said. “You woke me up.” 
 
    “Well, get yourself a coffee.  I’ve got Old George’s father on the line.  He’s already spoken to Mahmood, but she suggested you might be able to give him some more information.  I think he just wants to talk to one of George’s friends.” 
 
    Alya rubbed her eyes.  She wasn’t exactly in the mood to talk to a bereaved father. “I wasn’t really friends with Old George.  Actually, I hardly knew him.” 
 
    Vasiliev sighed.  Alya wondered if his first assignment on the moon wasn’t turning out quite the way he had hoped. 
 
    “That’s the thing.  We haven’t really managed to find any friends of Old George.  Co-workers, yes, friends, no.  You’re the closest thing there is.  Come on Alya, it’s his father.” 
 
    “Okay, enough with the guilt trip.” Alya wasn’t about to refuse George’s father anything, no matter how awkward the call might be. 
 
    She had a quick shower and dialed the number that Vasiliev had given her before she lost her nerve. 
 
    “Hello?” The man on the screen was much younger than she had been expecting.  There were a few wrinkles and his hair was grey, but he couldn’t have been more than seventy. 
 
    “Mr. Powell?” 
 
    “That’s me.  You must be Alya.  The Continuum Intel people told me you might call.” Alya realized with growing horror that if this man really was his father, then ‘Old George’ couldn’t have been older than his mid-forties.  Had it been the Geep infection or his treatment at the hands at the Continuum that had aged him so much? 
 
    “I’m so sorry about George,” Alya said when she had found her voice again. 
 
    “Thank you.  It’s strange, but I sort of feel like we lost him twice.  First with that terrible Geep business, and now this.” 
 
    “I lost someone during the Geep war too.  It was an awful thing.” 
 
    “It broke my son,” the man said simply. “The mutation broke his body, and then the Continuum broke his mind.  They said they had ‘sanitized’ him so that he could go on with his life.  It was nothing less than a lobotomy.” 
 
    Alya could see the man’s jaw working as he struggled to keep his self-control.  She searched for something to change the subject. 
 
    “What was George like when he was younger?” 
 
    “He was always kind of a loner.  Even before he caught the sickness.  When he was a teenager he used to have this little dog that followed him about.  Rover, he called him.  Not very original.  You like dogs?” 
 
    “I’m more of a cat person to be honest.” 
 
    “Me too.  But George loved that mutt.  It was a stray and I think they kind of adopted each other.  It lived until it was twelve.  Pretty good going for a mongrel from the streets.  That was what sent him to the moon, you know.” 
 
    “The dog?” Alya felt like she was losing her grip on the conversation. 
 
    “That’s right.  When it died he was inconsolable.  He went out and drank himself into a stupor.  In the morning he put on a suit and went to the job center.  A new start, he said to me.  Well, he couldn’t have gone much further away, could he?  Did you know that before the war he worked at the University?” 
 
    “I had no idea.” 
 
    “Yeah.  Sociology or scientology, I forget, something like that.  He was a technician, looking after the equipment.  He was never the brightest, but he was methodical and organized.  He was good at his job.” 
 
    “He was still that way when I knew him,” Alya said. “He was a good person, and a good friend to me.  He helped me out of a tight spot once.  I’ll never forget it.” 
 
    Mr. Powell almost managed a smile. “Thanks.  That’s good to know.” 
 
    “Did you ever come up and visit him?” 
 
    “Not after the sickness.  He didn’t want us to come.  He had enough understanding left to make that perfectly clear.  He didn’t want his mother and me to see what had happened to him.  To see what the Continuum had done to him.” 
 
    A shard of ice settled in Alya heart.  I’ll make the Continuum pay, she thought.  For Old George and all the others.  One day I’ll make them pay. 
 
    “Do you have any idea who might have killed him?” Alya said, her mind only half on the conversation.  She was trying to stop her hands from shaking and the power from rising up. 
 
    “No.  If we thought he was in danger we’d have insisted he come home.  But the Continuum said he had a job for life up there.  And he didn’t want to leave.  He was a freak on the moon, but at least the people up there understood.  Can you imagine what it would have been like for him back on earth?” 
 
    “And he never told you he was scared of anyone?  That his life might be in danger?” 
 
    “We didn’t talk much to be honest.  I’d phone him on a Sunday evening, same time each week so he knew to be at home.  But we didn’t talk, not really.  I mean… there was so little of him left.  I wish I’d ignored him though.  I wish I’d come up here to see him.  Before.” 
 
    Alya couldn’t bear to look at the screen so she focused on her own pale face reflected on its surface. 
 
    “You respected his wishes.  That would have been important to him.  You were a good father.” 
 
    Mr. Powell mumbled goodbye as he reached over to end the call. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 45 
 
      
 
    Alya had a message on her datapad when she got out of the shower.  It was from Mahmood. 
 
    Come by my office.  Got something to show you. 
 
    Alya tried to call her, but the line was busy.  Just great.  Why couldn’t Mahmood have asked her to meet in a café or something?  Didn’t she realize that going to Continuum headquarters wasn’t exactly Alya’s idea of a fun morning? 
 
    Feeling like she had no choice, Alya headed over to the imposing building on level two.  The last time she had been there was when Mahmood had interrogated her about the protest march.  The time before that she had been imprisoned and tortured.  Even without those happy memories she would have found the building intimidating.  It was black, naturally, as that was the Continuum’s favorite color.  It had no windows – not exactly unusual on the moon when most windows only looked out into corridors anyway – but that only added to the monolithic quality. 
 
    There was a massive statue of the Continuum logo outside.  Vitruvian man, this time clad in gold – or something that looked like gold anyway – and twenty feet high.  It looked almost monstrous on that scale.  The circles that mapped out the sections of his body turned in a slow rotation.  Alya thought it looked like the poor man was in some sort of eternal prison.  She couldn’t help but feel that Da Vinci wouldn’t have approved of the use of his famous drawing for such a morally bankrupt organization. 
 
    Alya took a deep breath, checked that her hands weren’t shaking, then walked in through the door.  She went straight up to the desk and asked to see Noor Mahmood.  Part of her expected to be arrested on the spot.  Would they even need a reason?  Probably not.  She started to sweat and had to stop herself from scanning the entire place for cameras. 
 
    “That’s fine.  Just sign in and I’ll send you through.” 
 
    Alya reluctantly placed her thumbprint on the scanner.  Would they be able to extract her DNA from that?  Probably.  Could she do anything about it?  No.  So, no point in worrying then.  Breathe in, breathe out. 
 
    To her surprise she was allowed to walk to Mahmood’s office on her own.  She guessed that the Operative had placed her on some sort of guest list.  Kind of like going into a nightclub.  Only much, much less fun. 
 
    It took her a few minutes, but she managed to find the office number the receptionist had given her.  Alya knocked on the door.  No answer.  She stared at it, then knocked again.  Maybe Mahmood had gone out.  Feeling hugely self-conscious, Alya tried the door.  To her surprise, it swung open. 
 
    She took a few steps into the room.  Then she stopped.  For a second Alya thought she had stepped into one of her nightmares.  The one she had every night where she relived the moment she had found Marissa’s corpse. 
 
    But then she noticed the differences.  She was in an office, not Marissa’s bathroom.  The woman on the floor had coffee colored skin, not white.  This was not a nightmare.  Mahmood lay on the floor covered in blood.  But as Alya stared the woman’s chest moved ever so slightly. 
 
    “Oh, thank god!” Alya bent down next to her. “Noor, can you hear me?” The woman didn’t move.  She was unconscious. 
 
    Alya ran to the door. “Help me!” she shouted.  A couple of doors opened, and some Continuum guards came out into the corridor. “Mahmood’s been attacked!” 
 
    Someone must have hit a panic button because a pulsing siren started off, making Alya want to put her hands over her ears. 
 
    Two men rushed past her and bent down beside Mahmood.  They started first aid.  Alya stood with her hands over her mouth. 
 
    “We need to get her to hospital.  Right now.” 
 
    A third man ran in carrying a stretcher and before Alya knew it, Mahmood was gone, rushed away along the corridor. 
 
    Alya slid down the wall onto the floor.  For once, the power was absent.  She felt utterly spent.   Someone put their hand on her shoulder. 
 
    “You’re in shock.”  
 
    Alya was surprised to recognize Vasiliev.  He helped her up to her feet. “Come on.  I’ll get you a coffee from the canteen.  It tastes like algae, but it’s free.” 
 
      
 
    Once they were in the canteen, Alya took a sip of the coffee and grimaced. 
 
    “Maybe I should have had tea.” 
 
    “Trust me, the tea’s worse.” 
 
    Alya really wanted to dislike Vasiliev, but it was kind of difficult when he was being friendly and offering her hot beverages.  Still, she couldn’t help but feel disloyal to Mahmood even talking to him.  Particularly as she was lying in the hospital somewhere. 
 
    “Will she be okay?” Alya asked. 
 
    “I don’t know.  She was breathing, but she took a serious blow to the head.” 
 
    Alya stared at the coffee.  It had a weird scum on the top. 
 
    “I’ll kill the bastard,” she said softly. 
 
    “While I commend the sentiment, that’s not quite how we do things here.” 
 
    “Really?  If you’re talking about the Continuum, then that’s exactly how they do things.” 
 
    Vasiliev narrowed his eyes. “It’s not how I do things.  Now what I want to know is, how the hell someone attacked Mahmood right inside the Continuum building.  She couldn’t have been lying there more than half an hour, but no one saw a thing.” 
 
    “An inside job?” 
 
    “A homicidal Continuum guard would suit you, wouldn’t it?” 
 
    Alya shrugged. “I’ve heard worse theories.” 
 
    “I’m getting the camera footage sent to my datapad right now, so we’ll know soon enough.  But if it wasn’t one of my guards – and I don’t think it was – then it was someone with insider knowledge, that’s for sure.” 
 
    “Do you think it’s connected to the murders?” 
 
    “Seems likely.  There’s not been any other major crime on the moon for years.  Unless you count the protestors.” 
 
    Alya took another sip of the dreadful coffee. “I was at the march.  They were just maintenance workers angry about their living conditions.  Not the sort of people to attack unarmed Intel officers.” 
 
    “I’m not ruling it out.  Tensions are running high.  It wouldn’t be surprising if there were reprisals on Continuum forces.” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Well, with all due respect, it doesn’t really matter what you think.” 
 
    “Why do people always say ‘due respect’ when they are giving you none of it?” 
 
    Vasiliev held his hands up in submission. 
 
    “Sorry.  It’s been a very long week.  Listen, I’m just as horrified by this as you are.  Despite what you might think, I liked Mahmood.  We worked together in Sydney, she was a good officer.  I want to get the person that attacked her just as much as you do.” 
 
    “Not sure you do, but okay.  What’s your plan?” 
 
    “My plan is not to tell you anything about it.  If today has taught us one thing, it’s that this guy isn’t afraid to take risks to protect himself.  Which means you’re as much of a target as Mahmood was.” 
 
    “Oh, come on.” 
 
    “Didn’t he already show up at your apartment?” 
 
    “That’s true.  But I can take care of myself.” With super blue light exploding power, Alya added in her mind.  Sometimes it was a pain not being able to tell people just how not-helpless she was. 
 
    “Don’t you think Mahmood would have said exactly the same?  You are no longer involved in this investigation, Alya, whether you like it or not.  I’m seriously considering locking you up in one of the cells just to make sure you don’t do anything stupid.  Instead, I’m just going to send you home.  With an armed guard.” 
 
    “Absolutely not.” 
 
    “Sorry, did I give you the impression that you had a choice in the matter?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 46 
 
      
 
    Someone knocked at the apartment door.  Alya put her hand against it.  Could it be the killer?  Would he just knock at the door?  It was only a couple of hours since Mahmood had been attacked. 
 
    “Ms. Kowalczyk?” It was an unfamiliar voice. “This guy says his name is Luke and he knows you.” 
 
    Alya opened the door.  Luke was standing next to a huge Continuum security guard.  The guard was Scandinavian, that was obvious; he looked like he’d just stepped off a longboat. 
 
    “I know him, but who the hell are you?” 
 
    “Vasiliev sent me.  I’m to be your escort.” 
 
    “The hell you are.” 
 
    The Viking grinned. “He said you’d say that.” 
 
    One problem at a time, Alya thought. “Luke, you can come in.” She shut the door firmly behind them. 
 
    It took her a few seconds to realize that something was wrong. 
 
    “Oh my god, Luke, what happened to your arm?” 
 
    “It’s broken.” A white stretchy bandage from a first aid kit had been made into a poor attempt at a sling.  He also had a bruised cheek and a black eye. 
 
    “Why the hell didn’t you go to the hospital?” 
 
    “Because of the guy that broke it for me.” 
 
    Alya’s mouth fell open. “Tell me everything.” 
 
    “Just as long as you don’t say I told you so.” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “It was all going so well.  Too well, I guess.  I was making enough money that pretty soon I’d be able to get off this rock.” 
 
    “You want to leave the moon?” 
 
    “You don’t?” Luke seemed genuinely astonished. “What do you think I’ve been doing all this for?  I just wanted enough money to buy some shack on the equator and avoid freezing my ass off.” 
 
    “You make it sound so noble.” 
 
    “Alya, can we drop the condescension please, I’m in enough pain as it is.” 
 
    Alya folded her arms. “Fine.” 
 
    “Okay.  Well, it started off just as I told you.  Selling Continuum scrap that I bought cheap up here to a different section of the Continuum down on the planet.  And I got to tell you, those guys were impressed.  They liked what they were getting.  It was top quality.  Well of course it was, it was made in their own bloody factories!” 
 
    “Soon they were asking me for bigger and bigger shipments, and I thought, excellent, more money.  The last shipment – the one you found out about – they offered me so much money it blew my mind.  It really was going to be the last one.  I wouldn’t need to do another one, the amount they were paying.  Especially now that I wasn’t having to split everything with Blake.” 
 
    “The Professor wasn’t in on it?  You’re telling the truth on this?” 
 
    “Yeah, he got cold feet after you found out about us.  I told him it was finished.” 
 
    “Of course you did.  What happened next?” 
 
    “I started setting up this last shipment.  But the whole thing was kind of weird from the start.  They had requested these specific parts numbers, then when I checked the stores they would all be there, in exactly the numbers I needed.  It was like they knew what was up here.” 
 
    “What went wrong?” 
 
    “Well, first of all you came along and started giving me shit for everything.  So, I had to go to my friends back on earth and tell them that this would be the last shipment.  They weren’t happy, but they seemed to accept it.  Then I started to have problems accessing the stuff.  My usual guy didn’t have the clearance for the last few packages.  I had to find someone else to let me in.” 
 
    “What exactly is it you were smuggling.  And no bullshit this time.” 
 
    Luke’s face had a rabbit in the headlights of a freight train kind of look about it. 
 
    “You know how I said it definitely wasn’t weapons.” 
 
    “Its weapons isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “What the hell Luke!” 
 
    “I had no idea.  Truly, didn’t have a clue.  They told me that it was just uniforms, maybe the odd stunner.” 
 
    “You didn’t check the containers?” 
 
    “I didn’t even go into the cargo hold.  It was all done through messaging.” 
 
    “How the hell did you ever get a doctorate?  Wait, don’t tell me, I know.  Book smarts, not street smarts.  But even for an academic, you are really dumb.” 
 
    “Can you save the lecture for later?  Because I have a very real problem going on right now.” 
 
    “All right.  Let’s go back to the point where you’re trying to get restricted access.” 
 
    “Well, I mentioned it to my customers down on earth and they said, hey, we know a guy who might be able to help out.” 
 
    “Very convenient.” 
 
    “So then I meet the guy.  He calls himself the Facilitator.” 
 
    “Of course he does.  Does he wear sunglasses too, even though he’s underground?” 
 
    “Now you mention it…” 
 
    “Moron.” 
 
    “Him or me?” 
 
    “Both of you.  Clearly.” 
 
    “So, I meet this Facilitator.  And he is a moron.  But a goddamn scary moron.  He opens this container up for me and it was full of missiles.” 
 
    Alya’s nails dug into her palms. “Did you say missiles?” 
 
    “Yep.  They look just like they do in films.  Pointy at one end, grey metal, about the size of my arm.  Scary as hell.  I couldn’t believe it.  I said to the guy, what are these.  And he said, air to surface missiles.  Just like that.  And he checked my supplier’s email and there it was.  Exactly the same part number.  This was what they had asked me to smuggle.” Luke sighed. “And then I did something really dumb.” 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    “I told him I wouldn’t do it.  That I didn’t want to smuggle weapons.  That I hadn’t signed up for any of it.  I started rambling, said I would give the customers the money back, all sorts of stuff and the Facilitator just looked at me.  Then he reached over and took my arm in two hands.  Then he snapped it like a twig.” 
 
    “Shit,” Alya said softly. 
 
    “Yeah.  I fell onto the floor.  I was screaming in agony.  And the guy just looked at me.  Then he said that he expected the shipment to be sent first thing tomorrow, as promised.” 
 
    “I couldn’t go to the hospital.  They would ask too many questions.  I found a first aid kit in the cargo bay, patched up my arm and came here.  I didn’t know what else to do.  Please Alya, I know I’m an idiot, but this guy will kill me if I don’t deliver the shipment.” 
 
    Alya looked at him for a long moment. “All right.  I’ll help.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Something stupid.  You stay here and keep out of sight.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 47 
 
      
 
    The cargo bay wasn’t exactly the scene of happy memories for Alya.  It was here that she had almost placed a bomb – would have in fact, if it hadn’t been for Arty intervening, and probably saving her life in the process.  Now she was here to stop missiles being sold.  Was that a sort of karma?  Possibly, but it gave her a sore head trying to work it out. 
 
    Alya was looking for the Facilitator.  She didn’t think he would be hard to find.  Luke’s description of a ‘big asshole with shades on’ couldn’t be very common. 
 
    Thankfully it was late enough that most people had gone home.  She didn’t exactly fit in with the burly men in work overalls. 
 
    “Can I help you?” An efficient looking Chinese woman came over to her wearing Continuum black.  Damn.  The woman was already looking puzzled at Alya’s casual clothes.  She was in trouble. 
 
    “I’m here to see someone.  Big guy.  Wears sunglasses.” 
 
    “Why do you want to see him?” 
 
    “It’s kind of… personal.” 
 
    The woman raised a single eyebrow. “I’m sorry, I can’t just let you in here.” 
 
    Alya tried a different idea. “It’s kind of embarrassing.  You see I went on a date with him.  And then I realized that I left something at his house, and I… well, I didn’t actually get his name.” 
 
    “Or his number?” 
 
    “No.  He gave me one, but it doesn’t seem to work.  I know he works here though, he told me that in the bar.” 
 
    The conversation was so awkward that Alya didn’t have to fake her embarrassment.  The Chinese woman gave her a sympathetic look.  Tragic case got given a wrong number.  Alya was going to kill Luke next she saw him. 
 
    “Listen, I know the guy you’re talking about.  He’s kind of an asshole.  You really don’t want to speak to him.” 
 
    “But it was my mother’s necklace!” Alya wailed.  The Chinese woman looked horrified. 
 
    “Well… all right.  Listen, see the third door on the right?  That’s the workshop.  You go in there.  He’s the only one still here.  But I don’t think you’re going to like what he has to say.” 
 
    Neither do I, Alya thought as she simpered gratefully at the woman.  She hurried off to the workshop. 
 
    The woman had been right.  There was only one guy there and it must have been him.  He was wearing sunglasses. 
 
    “Hey, Facilitator!” Alya yelled.  She had decided against a subtle approach. 
 
    The guy put down some sort of complicated-looking tool. 
 
    “Who the hell are you?” 
 
    “I’m a friend of Luke’s.” 
 
    Now his eyes narrowed.  He sauntered over towards her, but his face was anything but relaxed. 
 
    “You’re a friend of Luke’s?  The kid didn’t seem like the type to have many friends.” 
 
    “We introverts have to stick together.” 
 
    “Right.  And just what exactly did you come down here for?” 
 
    “You broke my friend’s arm.  I’m here to give you two options.” 
 
    “All right missy, let’s hear them.” 
 
    The smirk on his face made her want to give him a taste of the power right that second, but she held off.  Call-me-Ray would be proud. “Option number one.  You play nicely.  You get in touch with Luke’s business partners back on earth – which I’m guessing are also your business partners – and you tell them it’s all over.  No more weapons from the moon.  You turn over a new leaf and find a better nickname.  And you apologize to Luke for breaking his arm.  Option number two.  You don’t play nicely.  I haul your ass over to the Continuum security squad and let them deal with you.” 
 
    “And the missiles?” 
 
    “Get reported to the authorities here.  I’ve a feeling that the official security force knows nothing about them.” 
 
    “You’re smarter than that asshole Luke.” 
 
    “But the question is: are you?” 
 
    The Facilitator put his hands in his pockets and laughed. “Little girl, you are hilarious.  How about we do option three.  I kick your ass out of here, you tell your buddy Luke to get my shipment cleared for travel and I don’t kill anyone.” 
 
    Alya sighed. “You don’t know who you’re messing with.” 
 
    The Facilitator folded his arms. “Is that right.  Now why don’t you just come here and take your medicine.  If you’re good, I’ll leave your pretty face intact.” The man grabbed a heavy metal chain from a nearby workbench and flung it out towards her. 
 
    Alya dodged out of the way and used her mind to change the course of the chain, sending it spinning away in the opposite direction.  The Facilitator cursed and pulled it back to try again.  Alya looked around for something she could use.  She had to be careful with the power.  If he saw her use it then she would have a whole other problem to deal with. 
 
    She grabbed a drill type tool from a workbench and flung it towards the man.  She used the power to give it extra force and it flew through the air like a bullet.  But the power made it wild and it flew out of the way past the man’s shoulder. 
 
    “You’re stronger than you look,” the Facilitator said with a frown. 
 
    No shit, Alya thought.  She scrambled backward, looking for another weapon.   
 
    The Facilitator threw another chain at her and she was slow to bring the power up.  It whacked into her shoulder and she cried out in pain. 
 
    “Strike one to me!” The sadistic bastard was actually enjoying himself. 
 
    Alya forced herself to keep moving.  She didn’t take her eyes off the asshole in the shades, moving sideways when she could.  If she could only get back to the door…  
 
    She tripped over a chair and fell onto her back.  The Facilitator surged forwards.  Alya scrambled backward like a crab, her hands searching for something she could use.  Her left hand curled around something hard. 
 
    The Facilitator roared in anger and she brought up her hand, hitting him on the side of the head.  It knocked him backward and he clattered into a table, finally ending up face down on the floor.  
 
    She looked at her hand.  She was holding a heavy steel wrench.  Nice. 
 
    The Facilitator wasn’t making any sound, but she couldn’t see his face, so she wasn’t sure how badly he was hurt.  Maybe she should hit him again, just to be sure. 
 
    “What the hell are you doing?” a voice shouted. 
 
    “Umn…” Alya put down the wrench.  She kind of had to.  Vasiliev had his stunner pointed directly at her. 
 
    “I get this call about a bit of trouble in the cargo hold.  And I check the video feed and there is your skinny ass.  I nearly had a heart attack running over here before some other Continuum guard spotted you.” Alya noticed that Vasiliev was panting from the exertion.  He could do with a bit more time in the symgym. 
 
    “Well, thanks I guess.  Don’t suppose there’s any chance that you could just pretend you didn’t see me and let me get back to work?” 
 
    His face turned an odd shade of purple. “I’m about five seconds away from arresting you myself!  Now tell me exactly what’s going on.” 
 
    There was a dull thunk sound and Vasiliev topped face forward onto the ground.  Alya screamed. 
 
    The Facilitator stood up, the chain wrapped around his fist.  Against all odds he still had his sunglasses on, even though the right-hand lens had shattered. 
 
    “He better not be dead,” Alya yelled. “Or you’ve just killed an Intel Officer.” 
 
    “I don’t give a shit.  Now stay right where you are or I’m going to pound your head in too.” The Facilitator pulled out his datapad to make a call. 
 
    No time for subterfuge.  Alya flung out her right hand.  The power formed around her fist and shot off towards the man in a whirling blue fireball. 
 
    It caught him in the back, flinging him into the air and crashing him back down again in a fraction of a second.  Alya walked over.  This time he had to be out cold.  But probably best to check, just in case.  She poked him with her foot. 
 
    In a second the guy slammed himself upwards, knocking Alya to the floor.  She landed on her back with a crack and felt her chest compress as the guy climbed on top of her. 
 
    “Oh, come on!” She yelled as the guy pinned her to the floor.  Blood was smeared across his teeth and the sunglasses had finally gone, leaving angry little grey eyes glaring at her.  Alya reached for the power but she was running out of oxygen.  No oxygen, no glowing blue energy.  Those were the rules.  And also, pretty soon, no oxygen, no Alya. 
 
    “I don’t know what the hell that was, but I’m going to make sure you never do it again.” He picked up the metal wrench, still pinning her down with one hand.  He raised it up above her face and prepared to smash it downwards.  Alya shut her eyes. 
 
    Whack.  Alya felt the pressure lift as the man toppled off her. 
 
    Vasiliev stood up and dropped the metal sheet he had used to hit the Facilitator.  The man was definitely out cold now.  In fact, he was snoring. 
 
    “Thanks,” Alya croaked, still short on oxygen. 
 
    “You’re welcome.  Now you’re definitely under arrest.” 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    Vasiliev looked at the blood spattered on his uniform. 
 
    “Pissing me off.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 48 
 
      
 
    Alya bought Vasiliev a coffee this time.  She kind of felt it was her turn. 
 
    “How’s your head?” 
 
    “How do you think?” He glared at her from under an ice pack. 
 
    “Okay, I screwed up.  But I was trying to help my friend.” 
 
    “And putting yourself right in the middle of a shit-storm while you’re at it.” 
 
    “But I did help you break a lunar arms smuggling ring?” 
 
    “Your friend Luke has done that, now that he’s agreed to give evidence against his buddies in return for a place on the next shuttle back to earth.  I still think he should be rotting in a prison cell somewhere.”  
 
    Alya sipped a mint tea.  She just hoped that Luke remembered that she had asked him to keep the Professor’s involvement to himself. 
 
    “Ah, but as you told me, the Continuum is not the police.” 
 
    “True.  The pay’s better at least.” 
 
    Alya thought he was looking slightly more cheery. 
 
    “Tell me how you’re doing on the search for whoever tried to kill Mahmood.” Alya thought it was better to change the subject away from the battle with the Facilitator.  Especially as Vasiliev had not yet asked her how she had held her own with a maniac twice her size. 
 
    “I’m not telling you anything ever again.” 
 
    “Oh, come on.  I bought you a coffee.” 
 
    “Well, it’s not like there’s much to tell anyway.  Every Continuum guard in the place is looking for him, but there’s no sign.” 
 
    “You have no idea who he is?” God help anyone they arrested by mistake.  They would be dead before you could say quasi-police brutality. 
 
    “We got the footage back.  It’s definitely the same guy that attacked Lotte.  Big guy, dark colored hoodie.  Just like before he keeps his face away from the cameras.” 
 
    “And no DNA or fingerprints or anything?” Alya still hadn’t mentioned her suspicion that the man might be a Geep. 
 
    “Nope.  The guy’s smart.” 
 
    Alya sighed.  Smart and a killer.  Just great. 
 
    “So why would he go after Noor?  Did he think she was on to him?” 
 
    Vasiliev frowned. “I’ll check her message logs and anything else on her datapad.  But if she had discovered something she hadn’t told me about it.” 
 
    “Or me.” 
 
    Alya rubbed her temples.  She wasn’t sure if the power was getting restless or if she was just getting a tension headache.  She hadn’t been getting much sleep recently.  And her battle with the Facilitator had left her with a few new bruises. 
 
    “I keep thinking that we’re missing something crucial.  None of it makes any sense.  Why attack Lotte?” 
 
    “She was a Geep.” Vasiliev shrugged. 
 
    “Yeah, but there has to be more to it than that.  I mean, if he just wanted to kill Geeps why choose those two?  There are plenty of other Geeps up here.” 
 
    “There are?” 
 
    Shit. “Well, of course there are.  Left over from the Geep war.  There’s Arty, he’s a DJ, and there are a few others.  They keep low profiles, of course.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t be able to provide me with a list?” 
 
    “Provide the Continuum Intelligence Core with a list of Geeps?  Now why doesn’t that sound like a good idea?” 
 
    “Look, Alya, I’m not a fool.  Lotte wasn’t infected twenty years ago, was she?  So clearly there are more Geeps around than the Continuum has been telling us.  But what if they’re now all being targeted?  Shouldn’t we warn them?” 
 
    “You know, people keep telling me the Geeps need to be warned.  But Geeps are survivors.  They’ve had to be.  They can look after themselves.  Besides, if he can get Mahmood in the Continuum building, what the hell good are warnings going to do anyone.” 
 
    Vasiliev sucked in his cheeks. “I guess you have a point.  But if this guy kills another Geep, are you willing to live with the possibility that you could have saved them?” 
 
    “I’ve lived with worse.” 
 
    “You’ll tell me about that another time, right?” 
 
    “Sure.  Now tell me how you’re going to catch this guy.” 
 
    Vasiliev sighed. “I have no idea.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 49 
 
      
 
    The Director was angry.  Alya could tell because she wasn’t looking at her datapad.  Instead, the woman was giving Alya the full force of her stare. 
 
    “I’m sorry.  I should have told you earlier about Luke.” 
 
    “Have you any idea what an idiot I looked like in front of the Continuum’s lunar council this morning when they told me about what had happened?” 
 
    “He told me he was going to quit.  I didn’t know it had gone so far.” 
 
    “And you decided to take this guy on all by yourself?” 
 
    “I didn’t know it was going to go so badly.” 
 
    The Director drummed her gloved fingers on the desk. “What I can’t work out is if you’re merely reckless or actually suicidal.” 
 
    “Look, you know that I can take care of myself.  The power –” 
 
    “Your power is not infallible, as we have already seen!  Plus, it only creates you more problems in the long term.  Have you any idea how long it took me to erase all the footage of you attacking this guy.  What if that had got out?  You’d have been hauled into a Continuum research lab and sliced open before you can say glowing blue hands.” 
 
    “I thought you said the Continuum was being nice to Geeps now?” 
 
    “Don’t you get smart with me.  I am not in the mood.” 
 
    “Sorry.”  
 
    “And I hope you haven’t forgotten about my blood samples, with all the trouble you’ve been getting yourself into.” 
 
    Alya really wished she had good news for the Director right now.  But she didn’t. “I’ve run all the samples you’ve sent so far.  I don’t have a single positive identification of Geep traits for you.” 
 
    “That’s not possible.” 
 
    “I’m taking another look at the program.  It might be that I’m reading the data wrong.” 
 
    “If not, what conclusions can you draw?” 
 
    “Well, it means that we only have the evidence of two Geeps created since the Geep war ended.  Lotte, who was murdered.  And you.” 
 
    The Director pinched the bridge of her nose. “I was so sure the samples would show something.  Will you have Lotte’s results sent directly to my private computer?” 
 
    “Of course.  I’m… I’m sorry that it’s not the answer you wanted.” 
 
    The Director gave her a plastic smile. “We just have to keep looking, that’s all.  The answer is out there somewhere.  Have the Continuum got any more theories on Lotte’s killer.” 
 
    “Oh, they’ve got plenty of theories.  What they don’t have is any actual suspects.” 
 
    “Incompetence.” 
 
    “Not entirely.” Alya swallowed. “I didn’t want to say to Mahmood and Vasiliev, but I have a feeling that the killer might be a Geep.” 
 
    The Director blinked. “Didn’t you just tell me that you hadn’t found any evidence of new Geeps on the station?” 
 
    “As I said before, easy enough to fake a blood sample.  This guy knows he’s a Geep.  He’ll make sure he doesn’t get caught that easily.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell the Intel officers?” 
 
    “Are you kidding?  Tell them there’s a killer Geep on the loose, before you know it we’ve got a second war.” 
 
    The Director considered for a moment. “All right.  I think you did the right thing.  Preservation of the many is worth the sacrifice of the few.” 
 
    “Well, I wouldn’t have put it quite like that.” 
 
    “It’s true though, isn’t it?  There’s no sense in being naïve about it.” 
 
    Alya decided to steer the conversation in a different direction. “There’s something that bugs me about Lotte.  Why is she the only one we’ve found with Geep traits in the new samples?  She’s the only new Geep – present company excepted – and she gets killed?  It’s got to be more than a coincidence.  I feel like if I can work that out I might even get some idea of who killed her.” 
 
    “Sounds like an excellent research project,” the Director said, turning back to her datapad.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 50 
 
      
 
    Alya had barely sat down at her desk the next morning when a black-clad Continuum officer walked in. 
 
    “Unless you’re here to tell me you’ve caught the guy I am not in the mood.” 
 
    Vasiliev’s cheeks were gaunt and his eyes had bags that you could have packed for your holidays in. 
 
    “You don’t look so good.  Do you need a sandwich or something?” Alya asked. 
 
    “I need more than that.  I need to get off this rock and get back to the real world.” 
 
    “Hey, I happen to be rather fond of this rock.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Well, maybe fond isn’t the right word.” 
 
    “What do you like about it?” 
 
    “I’m a scientist.  An engineer by trade.  Up here you are literally living on the cutting edge of scientific discovery.  I find it fascinating.” 
 
    “But you’re only here for a short period, is that right?” 
 
    “Research positions are generally six months.  There’s a chance they’ll keep me on longer but… Well, put it this way, the people that get extra funding are not the ones that beat up their colleagues or get arrested for setting fire to Continuum buildings.” 
 
    “What fire?” 
 
    “Just a misunderstanding.  The other problem is that I’ve been kind of busy trying to find out who killed my friend to properly focus on my academic work.” 
 
    “I’m sorry about that.  For what it’s worth, if you show one-tenth of the dedication to research that you’ve shown on this case, I bet you’ll do just fine with your work.” 
 
    “Thanks.” This conversation was veering dangerously close to sincerity. “What was it you wanted to talk about anyway?” 
 
    Vasiliev groaned. “Do you want bad news or worse news?” 
 
    “Just tell me.” 
 
    “Mahmood is in a coma.” 
 
    “Oh my god.” Alya put her head in her hands.  Somehow she had been telling herself that because she had found Mahmood alive that she would be fine. “What are the doctors saying?” 
 
    “Touch and go.  She’ll either wake up by herself.  Or she won’t.” 
 
    It was hard to imagine the woman dying.  She had so much presence, so much life. 
 
    “Can’t they do anything?” 
 
    “Even if there was a chance, the medical facilities here are not exactly cutting edge.  Minor ailments, that’s what they normally deal with.  Anything more serious and they send them back to earth.” 
 
    “Well, can’t they put her on a shuttle?” 
 
    “They’re worried they won’t survive the flight.  Besides, there might not be any shuttles for her to travel on.  That was what I meant by the worse news.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, I don’t understand.” 
 
    Vasiliev sighed. “Look out for an announcement this afternoon.  Things are getting bad up here, Alya, and the Continuum are not going to take it lying down.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means that you’re going to have to be careful.  Don’t draw attention to yourself.  Keep your head down.” 
 
    Alya banged her fist against the table. “Why do people keep telling me that?  It’s not like I try to attract attention.” 
 
    “But it follows you anyway, doesn’t it?  Look, Mahmood respected you, so I’m giving you the warning she would have given you.  Stay out of trouble.  Leave the investigation to me.” 
 
    “Is that a threat?” 
 
    “No, it’s me pleading with you not to be a reckless fool for once.” 
 
    “Understood.” 
 
      
 
    After Vasiliev left it was almost impossible for Alya to concentrate on her work.  At one point Professor Blake arrived, and she did her best to look like she was working her way through some archival blueprints, but really her eyes were fixed on a point six inches beyond the screen.  Noor Mahmood might die.  She was in a coma.  Alya tried to process the information.  But when she did she could feel the power spark up inside her, just waiting for her to let it out. 
 
    It’s hard to write a conference paper when your eyeballs feel like they were about to explode.  Alya was just about to give up and head home when she heard a shout from the Professor’s office. 
 
    She hurried in only to find him standing in front of the viewscreen. 
 
    “Those bastards.” 
 
    “Professor, what is it?” 
 
    Blake looked like he’d seen a ghost.  Actually, he looked like he’d seen about a dozen. 
 
    “It’s the Continuum.” 
 
    “What the hell have they done now?” 
 
    “They’ve declared martial law on the moon.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 51 
 
      
 
    The message was playing on every one of the lunar channels: 
 
    Calling all current inhabitants of the lunar colony.  The Continuum would like to inform you that we have an active situation on the moon. 
 
    There is a murderer at large who has already killed two people.  This, combined with repeated incidents of civil unrest, has led us to take an unprecedented step for the security of our people.  We have hereby rescinded the previous lunar agreement in favor a new charter.  The agreement may be viewed in full on the Continuum cloud page.  But to summarize: 
 
    a) For the duration of the crisis the security arm of the Continuum will be in sole charge of enforcing behavioral standards 
 
    b) All visitors and staff must carry identification at all times and be prepared to present this to any Continuum operative. 
 
    c) All space travel to and from the moon is suspended (with the exception of Continuum staff transports) with immediate effect. 
 
    d) The Continuum kindly requests that no citizen should be on the streets after 22:00. 
 
    This will ensure that you continue to have the safe, secure existence under the dome that we have provided for the last two decades.  Thank you for your patience during this difficult time. 
 
    Professor Blake reached for the drawer under his desk.  Alya decided it was best to leave him to it.  She went back to her desk and dialed Vasiliev’s number.  
 
    “Did you have anything to do with this?” 
 
    “Are you kidding me?” Vasiliev was whispered.  He must have been in the Continuum building. “They’ve been planning this since the protests.” 
 
    “They said it was due to the killer.” 
 
    “That’s just an excuse.” 
 
    “How can they get away with it?  I mean, this bit: ‘The Continuum kindly requests that no citizen should be on the streets after 22:00.’ They’re actually trying to enforce a curfew?” 
 
    “This is not a joke, Alya.  The Continuum will arrest anyone out past curfew.  They’re going to announce it over the speakers tonight.” 
 
    “How the hell are they going to do that?  I mean, there’s not enough Continuum staff to control the population of the moon.  Not like that anyway.” 
 
    “They’ve already sent up a hundred more guards.  They’re sending three hundred more tomorrow.” 
 
    “Shit.  That’s not a security force.  That’s an army.” 
 
    “It’s only temporary.” 
 
    “Bullshit!  And you’re just going to let that happen, right?” 
 
    “I am a Continuum agent, in case you had forgotten.” 
 
    “And wouldn’t it make life easier for you if all the civilians are safely locked up in their little boxes overnight.” 
 
    “This isn’t about an easy life.” 
 
    “No, it’s about the end of the goddamn world.” Alya felt her voice begin to waver. “You need to read a bit of lunar history, Vasiliev.  This is exactly what happened with the Geep war.  First the curfew.  Then the water cannons.  Then boom, the annihilation of everyone who stood in their way.” 
 
    “It won’t come to that.” 
 
    “That’s what the Geeps said.  They were wrong.” 
 
    She slammed down the datapad.  The power was roaring in her mind.  Time to go. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 52 
 
      
 
    Alya’s head was thumping as she ran out of the office.  No time to get to any of her usual hiding places.  She spotted a ladies toilet.  She hurried inside and shut the door. 
 
    She had a feeling of déjà vu.  She had hidden in here on her first day, when her nerves had made the power difficult to control.  Well, it would be a hell of a lot more difficult now.  She could already see veins of blue light dancing under her skin.  She raced over to the mirror. 
 
    Breathe in, breathe out. 
 
    The Continuum had instituted a curfew.  Well, that didn’t mean they were going to kill everyone, did it?  Perhaps it was just a temporary thing. 
 
    Breathe in, breathe out. 
 
    Alya saw the protesters, the ones on the moon that had seemed more scared than angry, the ones on earth who only wanted to protect their homes.  What would the Continuum do to them? 
 
    Breathe in, breathe out. 
 
    And what would they do to her?  Just one girl, completely expendable.  They didn’t even need a reason to arrest her now, not with martial law in place.  They could just cruise on over, pick her up and stick her in some laboratory for the rest of her life. 
 
    “Aargh!” The power was so strong it felt like she was on fire.  She couldn’t control it.  She either had to let it out, or let it consume her until there was nothing left. 
 
    She let it out. 
 
    The noise was like falling over a waterfall.  Without a boat.  The rushing sound was so loud that Alya pressed her hands over her ears, shaking with the force of it. 
 
    It wasn’t until a few seconds later that she realized that the noise was what it sounded like when half a dozen toilets and matching sinks exploded at exactly the same time. 
 
    Alya opened her eyes.  The mirror in front of her had cracked, but remarkably the glass had stayed in the frame.  She looked at her bewildered expression.  Then she picked a piece of ceramic out of her hair.  She was utterly soaking, with what she really hoped was just water. 
 
    By the time she picked her way through the rubble and walked out the door quite a crowd had gathered outside.  The academics and students all stared at her in total confusion. 
 
    “I’m okay,” she said, although no one had asked. 
 
    As she pushed her way through the crowd she bumped into Jenny.  The woman smiled then caught sight of Alya’s soaked clothes. 
 
    “Plumbing malfunction,” Alya said vaguely as she hurried past. 
 
    As she walked along her datapad started beeping.  She pulled it out and was annoyed to see a crack in the screen.  What was it with glass?  At least it was still working. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Alya, it’s Vasiliev.  I’ve got good news.” 
 
    “That makes a change.  What is it?” 
 
    “We’ve arrested someone for the murders.  I believe you know him.  Doctor Ryan.” 
 
    “Ryan?” Alya cried out in surprise.  People started to stare, noticed her dripping wet clothes, then stared some more. 
 
    “It turns out Doctor Ryan has a bit of a thing about Geeps.  We found some research on it when we confiscated his computer.” 
 
    “Well, I asked him to look at some blood work.” 
 
    “It’s not just that, Alya.  There’s tons of data on there.  Restricted files and everything.” 
 
    Alya frowned.  That didn’t make sense. 
 
    “There must be some explanation.  Ryan isn’t a killer.” 
 
    “Come on, Alya.  He knew Lotte.” 
 
    “He barely met her.” 
 
    “So he says.  Nothing to say that he didn’t start dating her after the experiment ended.  We know he likes young, pretty women.  Apparently, he’s hit on half the people in his department.” 
 
    “Well, it doesn’t surprise me that he’s a creep.  But I don’t think he’s a murderer.” 
 
    “Why don’t you take a look at the picture we took of him at the station?” 
 
    A file flashed up on her datapad and Alya clicked on it.  She looked into a pair of anxious blue eyes.  Ryan looked older and haggard under the institutional lighting.  But what drew her attention was the dressing taped onto his cheek. 
 
    “Damn,” she said softly. 
 
    “He said it was a squash injury.  Said his colleague could confirm it, but of course the colleague had no idea.  Now do you believe he did it?” 
 
    Alya was about to say that maybe Ryan just wanted to break into her room for some other reason.  But she knew when she was beaten.  The guy who she had chased down the stairs and sliced his cheek open had been the same one to kill Lotte and Old George.  She knew that in her heart.  And that man was Doctor Ryan.   
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 53 
 
      
 
    Alya thought she would feel better when the killer had been captured.  But instead she felt worse.  She had trusted Doctor Ryan.  Even let him help her with her research.  And he’d been the killer after all. 
 
    Or was he?  Despite Vasiliev’s confidence, Alya wasn’t convinced that the Continuum had got the right man.  It all came back to Old George.  Sure, she could just about buy Vasiliev’s explanation that Ryan had been in a relationship with Lotte that went sour and then killed her.  But why would he kill Old George?  An interest in the Geeps didn’t translate to a motive for murder, at least not in any way that Alya could work out. 
 
    Maybe she was just fed up in general.  Despite the capture of the killer the Continuum had not announced any intention to drop their new security protocols.  There was a nervous tension in the air.  It was as if the whole station was holding its breath, waiting to see what happened next. 
 
    Alya couldn’t help the feeling that she knew exactly what would happen next.  She’d known about it since she was in the womb.  Next, someone starts shooting. 
 
    Her hands were shaking again.  Ever since the toilet incident, the power was getting more and more erratic.  Alya knew what the problem was.  Her anxiety was getting out of control, and one fed off the other.  The stronger the power got the more anxious she got.  It was a vicious cycle with one feeding off the other. 
 
    She bit her lip.  She hadn’t left her room all day, and she could recognize the signs.  This was the worst the power had been for a long time.  She needed some help. 
 
    Call-me-Ray picked up on the first ring. “Alya, did we have a session booked for today?” 
 
    “No.  But I’m… kind of having a rough day.  Do you think you could squeeze me in?” 
 
    “Of course.  I can see you in an hour.” 
 
    Alya let out a sigh of relief. “That’s perfect.” 
 
    “All right.  You hang in there.” 
 
    “Will do.” 
 
      
 
    Alya decided to stop by the cake shop on her way to meet Ray.  After all, she felt she owed him.  He didn’t have to meet her like this.  Even talking to him on the datapad had calmed the power down to little more than a background murmur. 
 
    Alya looked at the display of cakes and kept her mouth shut in case she actually started drooling.  The owner came over to her. 
 
    “Alya, back again so soon?” 
 
    “It’s been a hard week.” 
 
    “Ah, then you need sugar to ease your soul,” she said, rather poetically. 
 
    Something like that.  Would Ray like eclairs or doughnuts?  Maybe a shortbread?  It was too hard to choose. “Could you just give me a selection please?  Maybe a half dozen?” 
 
    “Let me guess.  These are for a boyfriend?” 
 
    Alya was horrified to find that she was blushing. 
 
    “Not exactly.  A friend.” 
 
    The woman beamed. “I’ll put in an extra cream cake.  Men love cream cakes.” 
 
    Alya laughed in spite of herself.  By the time she arrived at the psychiatrist’s office clutching her box of cakes she was almost feeling perky. 
 
    “Alya, you’re late.” Did call-me-Ray actually look a little flustered for once?  Alya immediately felt bad for making him see her. “You had me worried for a minute.” 
 
    “Sorry, I went to pick up some cakes.  Kind of a thank you for letting me come see you,” she held out the box feeling kind of silly. 
 
    “I see.” He put them down on the table without even looking at them.  Alya tried her best not to be offended.  Maybe he was one of those my body is a temple guys.  He sat down in his usual chair and indicated she should do the same. 
 
    “You didn’t sound too good when you called.” 
 
    “I’m finding that the new restrictions that the Continuum have put in place are making me more anxious.  That and about a million other things I have going on.” 
 
    “I’ve made some mint tea if you would like some?” 
 
    “Yes please,” Alya said, taking the mug gratefully.  She liked having something to do with her hands. 
 
    “You were involved in the murder case, weren’t you?” 
 
    Alya was surprised he knew that. “A little.  Remember we talked about the Geeps before?” 
 
    Ray smiled his charming smile. “I remember.” 
 
    “Well, I was working with Officer Mahmood, trying to figure out who might have killed Old George.  We were just starting to get somewhere when someone attacked her.” 
 
    “That’s terrible.” 
 
    Alya took a sip of her tea.  It was a little sweet, but nice and strong. “Yeah.  What’s worse is that the person that attacked her, the killer, was someone I knew.  Doctor Ryan.  Hey, he was part of your department, do you know him?” 
 
    “I do.” Ray nodded his head gently. “We used to play squash together.  He had a dreadful forehand, but there are not many people up here to play against.” 
 
    “You were his squash partner?” Something nagged at the back of Alya’s mind but she couldn’t quite think what it was. 
 
    “Such a shame when someone turns out to disappoint you, isn’t it?” 
 
    “I’d say he was a bit more than a disappointment.  He was a homicidal maniac.” 
 
    “Yes, of course,” Ray said in his therapist’s monotone.  It was starting to irritate her. 
 
    “I just can’t think why he did it.” 
 
    “Sometimes we never really know why people act the way they do.” 
 
    “I guess.” Alya looked at her hands.  They were still trembling.  She wasn’t finding call-me-Ray’s session as soothing as she normally did.  And she could feel the start of a headache coming on.  She took another sip of the hot sweet tea. 
 
    “The only person we can ever truly know is ourselves.” 
 
    “Come on, Ray, isn’t that a bit of motivational poster rubbish?” 
 
    Ray’s back straightened. “Don’t you think you should treat your therapist with a little more respect?” 
 
    Alya felt her chest constrict. “I didn’t mean to offend you.  It was just a joke.” 
 
    “You like your little jokes don’t you.” His handsome mouth had worked its way into a sneer. 
 
    “Maybe I should… I think I should go,” Alya said.  She wanted to stand up, but she was suddenly really dizzy. 
 
    “I’m sorry but that’s not possible.” 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    “Alya, you are an intelligent girl.  One of the most intelligent I have ever met, in fact, despite your constant efforts to prove the opposite.  Let me explain it to you.  You cannot go because I will not let you leave.” 
 
    Her head was pounding. “What are you talking about?” She tried to get out of the chair, but she could barely move a muscle.  Her head lolled to one side, but she could still see Ray’s handsome face smiling at her. 
 
    “Your tea was laced with a little compound that I borrowed from the office of Doctor Ryan.  The sawbones was terribly careless with his chemicals.  He didn’t even notice they were missing.  It’s a newly developed type of organophosphate.  He told me once he used it on his poor fruit flies.  It has a paralytic effect as I’m sure you are already aware.” 
 
    She reached for the power, but it felt like it was behind a heavy curtain.  She might have just enough energy for one burst of force, but that would be it.  Bide your time, she told herself.  You only have one chance. 
 
    “Why?” she managed to croak. 
 
    “Oh, I have been just longing to tell you why.  All those tedious hours spent while you whined about your anxiety I have been dying to tell you exactly how wrong you were.  How you and the sexy little Mahmood were running around after a ghost.” 
 
    Just then she felt a vibration from her pocket.  She hoped that Ray hadn’t noticed, but he started to grin.  He rooted around in her pocket to fish it out, and she inwardly flinched at the rough hands so close to her skin. 
 
    He picked up her datapad.  She could see the name on it.  Vasiliev!  If only she could speak to him. 
 
    Ray kneeled down in front of her and held the screen up to her face. “Let me show you just why your stupid Continuum friend can’t help you, not now, not ever.” He put the datapad between his two hands and then he started to squeeze them together.  Alya could hear the screen cracking.  But he kept going.  And going. 
 
    Alya’s eyes widened.  No one could be that strong, could they? 
 
    Ray kept squeezing until the whole thing was nothing more than grey dust, then he dropped it onto the floor.  She could still make out tiny crystals of glass, like snowflakes. 
 
    Alya shut her eyes.  She didn’t need to see any more.  Call-me-Ray was a Geep 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 54 
 
      
 
    “You’re a Geep?” Alya had managed to find her voice again.  Did that mean the drug was wearing off?  She tried to move her hand.  Still nothing. 
 
    “Bingo!” Ray had gone into his office drawer and brought out some packing tape. 
 
    “How is that even possible?” Alya watched as he came over to her holding the tape.  He stared at her for a moment, his perfect features cold and detached.  Then he pushed her over onto the floor.  She landed heavily on her side, but she hardly felt it.  One good side effect of paralysis, at least. 
 
    “I deliberately infected myself.” 
 
    “You… what?” 
 
    He started winding the tape around her hands.  “It was the ultimate experiment.  I wouldn’t expect you to understand.  Your undergraduate degree is in engineering, for god’s sake, you’re as much a scientist as the man who mops the floors.” 
 
    “You killed the man who mopped the floors.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s right, the ridiculously named Old George.  That’s where I got the whole idea to turn myself into a Geep.  The third year of my undergraduate degree: brain abnormalities in the lunar population.  Even with Old George’s deficiencies I could see that there was unlimited potential, if only I could get the formula right.  Anyway, the man was hardly a great loss.  His experimental value was limited, especially after the Continuum lobotomized him.” 
 
    “You used him for experiments?” 
 
    “Of course.  I got the Continuum to assign me to his continuing counseling program.  He was so docile it was like treating a cow.  Each time he came I would take a few more samples.  I had already begun the research into how to create a Geep back on earth.  But I needed a real-life specimen, which is why I had to come to this miserable place.” 
 
    “Why did you kill him?” 
 
    “In the end he simply outlived his usefulness.  I was worried that he would tell someone about our somewhat unorthodox sessions.  So, I killed him.  Made it look like a gang had beaten him up for being a Geep.  It wasn’t hard.  Anyway, I had decided pretty early on that I needed a much more fitting test subject.  And who would be better than myself?” 
 
    “But… why would you want to be a Geep?” 
 
    Ray had finished with the tape.  He had wrapped her entire upper body in tape so that she looked like an insect in a cocoon. 
 
    “You really don’t get it, do you?  Power!  The Geep mutation is not a contamination, it is an evolution.  It is man as he was meant to be.  The pinnacle of human development.” 
 
    For a moment Alya considered this.  Was she the pinnacle of human development?  Nah, if she was she would probably be able to control her hair.  She tried the power again.  It was still there, but weak, lying in the shadows and licking its wounds.  She would have to coax it out. 
 
    “So, what are your Geep traits then,” Alya said, stalling for time.  Surely someone would think to come looking for her? 
 
    “So far, mainly strength.” He lifted a chair up in the air with one hand.  And it was kind of impressive.  But not for someone like Alya. 
 
    “That’s ok.” 
 
    “What, not enough for you?” Ray hissed, his ego clearly wounded. 
 
    “Well, it’s just when you can do it with your mind, it’s not that amazing when someone just does it with super-powered biceps.” 
 
    “What do you mean, do it with your mind?” 
 
    “I’d show you but I’m a little under the weather right now.” 
 
    “Ha.  Do you know, I wasn’t sure the whole time if you were a Geep or not?  You’ve probably just got an extra toe or something.” Ray sighed. “I actually like you, do you know that?  Shame I’m going to have to make it look like you killed yourself.  Poor Alya.  She just couldn’t take the pressure in the end.  Mental illness is a terrible thing.” 
 
    Alya fought with the urge to scream at him, but she needed to keep him talking, just in case he would get sloppy and give her an opportunity to escape.  She felt oddly hollow with the rage building and no power rising up to answer it. 
 
    “Why did you kill Lotte?” 
 
    Ray grimaced. “That was all unplanned.  Amateurish really.  But I couldn’t help it.  She had come to see me about increased anxiety and paranoia.  Classic early Geep symptoms.  I recognized them immediately.  So, I put her on my advanced program.  Blood samples, brain scans, the works.  And she went along with it all.  But she’s not really dead, you know.  She will always be with me.  I used her blood to make the Geep infection that I used on myself.” 
 
    “You didn’t infect Lotte?” 
 
    “No.  She was already a Geep.  In the Continuum’s secret second outbreak.  You wouldn’t know anything about that, would you?  I assume that’s how you get infected too.” 
 
    You assume wrong, asshole, Alya thought. “But why kill her?” 
 
    “Turns out she was completely infatuated with me.  She thought we were going to get married.” Ray laughed. “I mean, imagine someone like me marrying a waitress!  The stupid girl was deluded.  But she kept hanging around.  When I told her to knock it off she threatened to report my little extra experiments to the department if I didn’t keep seeing her.  Oh, she was a devious little bitch.  So, I got rid of her.” 
 
    Ray was sitting on his desk now, legs crossed like he was having the most casual conversation in the world. 
 
    “And then I thought about how to make sure someone else took the blame.  It was beyond easy to set up Doctor Ryan.  I was particularly pleased with the squash injury.  A carefully placed net shot and my racket clipped him on the cheek.  So, everyone thought that it was him at your flat, not me.” 
 
    “But you can’t have been the one at my apartment.  Your face…” 
 
    “Oh, I forgot to mention my other little Geep ability.” 
 
    Ray grabbed the glass teapot and smashed it into the side of the desk.  Hot liquid spilled everywhere but he didn’t even seem to notice.  To Alya’s horror he picked up a shard of glass from the floor.  Without taking his eyes off her, Ray pulled the shard across his cheek, leaving a gash of red.  Alya gasped, then watched in disbelief as it started to close up again.  A few seconds later there was no sign of damage. 
 
    “You can heal yourself?” She had never heard of a Geep being able to do this. 
 
    “Better than that!  I am immortal!” 
 
    Alya took a deep breath. “Let’s just see.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 55 
 
      
 
    Each time before when she had needed the power it had been there waiting for her.  This time she had to force it out, persuade it to appear like dragging some lost thing out of the fog.  She willed it up from somewhere deep inside her chest, pulling strands of it from her veins and arteries.  Each tiny particle combined together into a ball of energy. 
 
    Her hands were tied so instead she opened her mouth and shouted out the power.  It was red this time, raw and angry.  It flew towards Ray and hit him square in the chest. 
 
    He didn’t even scream as he spun off the desk and landed on the floor.  Alya just lay panting.  She had to get the tape off and fast.  She tried to focus on the tape, but she hardly had any power left.  If Ray wasn’t dead… 
 
    He crawled around the side of the desk and she moaned.  He was clutching one arm, and one leg was clearly broken, but he was grinning.  His face was burned and blistered, but it was already starting to heal. 
 
    “Immortal, remember!” He laughed and jumped up onto his feet.  Alya was still tied up on the floor so there was nothing she could do when he aimed a kick right at her ribs. 
 
    That pain made it through the drugs.  She struggled to breathe and her vision went blotchy. 
 
    “I’m going to kill you.  Slowly.  And then I’m going to the hospital to take care of the beautiful agent Mahmood.  And Vasiliev too, if he tries making trouble.” 
 
    He kicked her again and she couldn’t stop a sob escaping from her lips.  She closed her eyes and let her mind search for the power.  It was there, but still building strength.  The drugs were definitely wearing off.  If she could just last a few more seconds… 
 
    Ray wheezed out a laugh while he staggered over to a cupboard on the wall.  He brought out a large tarpaulin.  Alya tried to coax the power back to its full strength while the psychologist staggered back towards her. 
 
    “This is going to messy, I’m afraid,” Ray said. “Such a pity.” 
 
    Just as he went to wrap the plastic around her Alya felt another surge of strength. 
 
    “Come on!” she screamed and then let out a shout of pure force.  She felt the power roar inside of her.  Ray staggered backward, but it wasn’t him that she had aimed at.  The power surged through the tape that bound her, blackening it until it turned to ash. 
 
    “What the hell?” Ray said, as Alya used to power to maneuver herself to her feet.  Her head was starting to clear, and she was starting to get really, really angry. 
 
    “Oh, remember you asked me what I can do.  How’s this?” 
 
    The power flew out from her hands and picked up every item of furniture in the room, letting it hover for a full five seconds before lowering them back to the ground.  Alya was glad to see that the glass of water on the table hadn’t spilled a drop.  Her exercises were clearly paying off.  
 
    “Wow.” For once Ray looked stunned. “I thought you might be a Geep.  In fact, I was pretty sure of it.  But I had no idea how powerful.” 
 
    “Want another demonstration?” 
 
    She shot out a stream of power from her hand.  It hit Ray on the shoulder, but she still wasn’t quite up to full strength as he only fell back a few feet. 
 
    “You are amazing!” Ray said as he got to his feet.  His right shoulder looked dislocated put he popped it back into place with only a tiny wince of pain. “Seriously, in all my research I’ve never seen anything like it.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Alya said, and she actually blushed.  She was never much good at compliments, and it was kind of hard to accept them from a homicidal maniac. 
 
    While she was considering what to do next, Ray leaped forward.  He put his hands around her neck.  She had let her guard down, or the power was simply spent.  Whatever it was, she didn’t have time to defend herself before he began to squeeze. 
 
    The worst of it was, his face was still handsome, even when it was filled with hate.  Alya wondered how many more people he would kill after she was dead.  He would just keep on getting away with it, forever. 
 
    “Sorry Alya, I’ll miss you,” Ray said.  Alya could feel her brain screaming for oxygen.  Little buds of pain at the base of her spine blossoms into full-on raging agony. 
 
    “Stop!” She wheezed, even though it was pointless.  Tears streamed down her cheeks. 
 
    Ray kept squeezing.  Alya knew that if she didn’t do something in the next few seconds she was dead.  But the power was gone and she was beginning to pass out. 
 
    The power was still hiding, but Alya was desperate and she just needed something so that she could take a breath.  Anything would do.  Without her even thinking about it her right leg slammed upwards into call-me-Ray’s groin. 
 
    He let out a small grunt of pain and loosened his fingers for just an instant.  Alya took a deep breath.  Oxygen flooded into her bloodstream.  The power screamed. 
 
    Ray’s eyebrows lowered and he leaned forward to tighten his grip.  Too late though.  Alya watched as the power reached out.  She could control it now, it was willing to be used.  The power found the broken teapot and raised a hundred shards of glass into the air. 
 
    “Stop this,” Alya whispered. 
 
    Ray just snorted a laugh and pushed her into the wall. 
 
    In a flash, half a dozen shards of glass impacted into the man’s back.  He screamed in pain and staggered backward.  Alya slid down the wall, unable to stand.  She knew that most of the shards had been sent directly into the man’s spinal column. 
 
    Ray yelled as he tried to see what had happened to his body.  He couldn’t heal himself with the glass still in the wounds. 
 
    “Don’t move,” Alya said, her voice rough and husky from the damage to her throat. “If you try and move the glass will sever your spine.” 
 
    “I.  Am.  Immortal!” Ray screamed.  He flung himself forward, hands clawing at her face.  The movement must have shifted the glass.  Instead of grabbing her, his hands clawed at empty space.  Then he fell to the floor, his eyes open and unseeing.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 56 
 
      
 
    “Is there any member of my University who is not a smuggler or a serial killer?” The Director asked. 
 
    Alya sipped her iced tea.  Even a day after call-me-Ray’s attempt at strangulation, her throat still felt like an elephant had stomped on it. 
 
    “There’s me,” Alya said finally. 
 
    “Hmph.” 
 
    Alya smiled.  The Director had actually come to visit her at home, so Alya knew that the woman must have actually been concerned about her.  Not that she would actually say so. 
 
    “When will you be returning to work?” 
 
    Clearly the concern was buried very deep. 
 
    “Soon.  The medics said it’s just bruising.” 
 
    “You were lucky.” 
 
    Alya shrugged.  She didn’t exactly feel lucky.  The Director shifted uncomfortably on the end of Alya’s plastic sofa.  She looked like she wished she was back in her own office, on her own territory.  Alya stared at the Director’s grey gloves, covering up her secret. 
 
    “Do you know I realized something today.  Doctor Ryan worked out that the Danish girl was a Geep by running her blood samples through my comparison program.” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “The program that I kept on my personal computer.  The reason I did that was because I didn’t want just anyone to be able to check another person’s blood for signs of Geep contamination.  But somehow Ryan got hold of the program.” 
 
    “You must have put it on the cloud.” 
 
    “No.  I used my personal datapad.  One that I use for my mother’s research.  It doesn’t even have a cloud connection.  I’m asking you again, Director, how did Ryan get the program?” 
 
    “Does it matter?  Without it we would never have been able to prove why she was killed.” 
 
    “But don’t you see how the program could be used against the Geeps?  You swore to me that we would keep this private.  Just how long have you been bugging my computer?” 
 
    Alya wasn’t even scared of the power this time.  She welcomed it as it started to flicker and writhe behind her eyes. 
 
    “Oh please.  You work for me now, or have you forgotten our agreement?  There is no such thing as private data where you are concerned.  Yes, I gave access to Ryan to your little program.  It wasn’t anything the Continuum wouldn’t have created eventually.” 
 
    “But you’re playing right into their hands!” 
 
    “No, I’m playing into mine.  If I control the data, then I control who uses it.  You need to trust me that your research will help the Geeps in the long term.” 
 
    “And what about the short term?  Can you guarantee that this information won’t be used to harm anyone?” 
 
    “Of course not.  We are at war, Alya, there are no guarantees.” 
 
    Alya’s head thumped. “Which war are we talking about, exactly?” 
 
    “I mean the war within the Continuum.  Look, I’ve almost convinced a faction of the Continuum that the Geeps might not be all bad.  That research into the Geep mutation might actually benefit us all.  But there’s another faction that wants any mention of the contamination erased from history.  And can you imagine what will happen if they win?  Once they find out about the new Geeps – and they will, it’s only a matter of time – it will be another genocide.  Is that what you want?” 
 
    Alya sighed.  She let the power subside, just a little. “I think I can safely say that I never want genocide.” 
 
    “That’s why the official record will make no mention of Doctor Ray Wilson’s Geep traits.  The last thing we want is for people to start worrying about psychotic Geeps.” 
 
    “I see your point.  And what about the research into the blood samples?  Do you want me to keep testing for Geep traits in the lunar population?” 
 
    “No.” The Director smiled.  It was an odd expression with a little too much gums. “I want you to find Doctor Wilson’s research.  I want you to tell me how he contaminated himself.” 
 
    “All right.  But can I ask why you want to know?” 
 
    “Because war is coming, Alya.  And we need to be prepared.”


 
   
  
 

 Afterword 
 
      
 
    Thanks for reading this book!  You can follow Alya’s adventures on the moon in the next novel in the series, The Lunar Escape. 
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