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Prologue






Closing her
eyes Kusan let the rays of the sun wash over her, warming the skin
of her face and arms. Taking a deep breath her green eyes opened
slightly, shielding her sight from the glare off the tall buildings
and ocean. With a sigh she absently started picking at her nails as
she rested on the bonnet of her car. A salty breeze brushed against
her face, pushing back her straight black hair and taking the heat
of the sun light.

Continuing to
pick the dirt out from under her nails she looked about the dead
end street and the walkway along the beach front. Quite a few
people walked along the sidewalks towards the beach to surf the
waves or just relax in an area where there was less smog in the
air.

Looking over
her shoulder she glanced towards the sprawling city section of
Southside and the darkening cloud of smog that became thicker the
closer you got to the middle of the city.

With a sigh
she looked away and to her phone to check the time. Sighing again
she slipped the device into the pocket of her tight pants and
looked towards the building on her left.

“He gets up
late,” Kusan mumbled.

Even as she
spoke a dark haired man pushed his way out the door and down the
short steps. Immediately his black eyes fell upon Kusan and he
paused on the sidewalk, his brow furrowing curiously.

“You’re a hard
one to track down Vhindr Varrintine,” Kusan called out as she
straightened up from the bonnet.

“How’d you
find me?” Vhindr asked, glancing down the street before moving
closer.

“Tarna here
used the security cameras of the city to follow your movements.”
Kusan said as she slapped the side of the car.

Vhindr nodded
slightly and did not reply as he looked at Kusan curiously.

“This where
you live?” Kusan asked awkwardly, pointing to the building, “Nicer
than I expected.”

“Did you need
something?” Vhindr asked in reply, crossing his arms across the
front of his faded black and gold vest and leather coat.

“You applied
to join the police force ten months ago,” Kusan replied seriously,
“Are you still interested?”

Vhindr raised
an eyebrow, “Why do you ask?”

“I need a
partner, according to the Chief,” Kusan stated.

“You want to
be partners?”

Kusan shrugged
and looked towards the beach, “You are a good detective. I wouldn’t
have solved that last case if not for you. And a detective’s pay
has got to be better than whatever you are currently earning.”

She looked
back to Vhindr who was scratching his chin thoughtfully.

“You’ll just
need to pass a few tests and complete a history check, and then
you’re in,” Kusan continued, “As a third class detective of
course.”

“I think I’ll
pass,” Vhindr decided and turned to leave.

“What?” Kusan
exclaimed, “Are you serious? Look, Vhindr, no one cares you’re an
immigrant.”

Her remark
made him stop and regard her seriously.

“Do you really
enjoy being a private investigator that much?” Kusan wondered,
throwing her hands up. “I mean you’ve got a personal recommendation
from the boss of the Wynar detective division, it won’t matter if
you were originally from Syn’is. Even if you came here illegally,
it’ll be smoothed over no problem. Why would you turn it down?”

Vhindr took a
deep breath, “I’ll think about it.”

“You’ll think
about it?” Kusan exclaimed and shook her head.

“I can’t just
throw in all my current cases,” Vhindr replied seriously, “People
have paid me to see them resolved, and I will do so. During which I
will consider your proposition, alright?”

Kusan sighed
heavily, “Alright, but don’t take too long, else I’ll be forced to
take on a rookie fresh from the academy and you’ll be stuck
tracking down missing persons for the rest of your life.”

Vhindr smiled
slightly and turned away, heading down the street away from the
beach, offering only a wave over his shoulder in farewell.

“Have fun with
your missing persons case,” Kusan called after him.

“Missing
android this time,” Vhindr called back without turning.

“What?” Kusan
laughed slightly and shook her head.

Kusan sighed
heavily again and ran a hand over her face before getting into her
car and slumping into the seat.

“Mister
Varrintine did not want the position?” Tarna asked sadly.

“He said he’ll
think about it,” Kusan replied.

“That always
means no,” the computer wailed.

“Maybe not
this time,” Kusan said quietly before she started up the
engine.

With a brief
look down to street and to Vhindr was just departing around a
corner, Kusan steered the car from is parking space and off into
the sprawling roads of Southside.


Chapter One


Lights
flickered spasmodically and a dull hum echoed all around her as she
rode the elevator down to the basement carpark. Kusan was not the
only one in the lift and she gazed absently at the others from the
back of the metal box. Although they were all detectives and all
knew each other, none spoke and all stood quietly until the
elevator had stopped.

Leaning
against the back corner of the lift Kusan hid a wide yawn with her
hand and rubbed her eye. The humming of the elevator soon stopped
and the doors opened with a chime allowing her to follow the others
out and into the garage where many more detectives had
gathered.

“Alright,
listen up kids,” the Chief spoke to the crowd from atop a small
stand. “I’ve got exciting news to tell the lot of you. The Wynar
have sent some new weapons over to our precinct for detective use
only. With the increasing number of suspects with prosthetics they
are concerned about the wellbeing of the people keeping the streets
safe. This is it.”

As the Chief
spoke he took out a familiar looking device from inside his jacket
and raised it high for everyone to see.

“Call it a
pistol or firearm,” the Chief said loudly, “Made from the weapons
used by the rebels during the Mol’tev rebellion last century. But
as you can see the Wynar labs have done some upgrading. Now watch
closely, these are the metal projectiles the weapon fires. You
insert them like so to load, you then point the barrel in the
direction you want to fire and squeeze the trigger. The canister on
the underside of the barrel here uses high pressure gas to shoot
the small metal rods great distances with dead force and
accuracy.”

An excited
mummer washed over the detectives and another yawn came to Kusan as
she stood at the back of the audience.

“This garage
has been converted into a firing and training range for you all to
use these pistols,” the Chief continued, “All of you will be called
one by one to register for a firearm and complete a safety and
competency test before you can issued one. We’ll start with first
class detectives and work own way down the ladder. So, all who are
not first class you may head off now and you will be notified when
you can come down and collect your new pistols. Right, let’s get to
it than.”

Those who were
not first class seemed disappointed by the Chief’s decision as they
made their way past Kusan and back to the elevators as she slowly
moved to the front. Several other detectives were already there,
including her friend Elyrin.

“Kusan, you
should know about these pistols,” Jenth laughed, “You’ve already
been shot with one.”

His joke
brought a laugh to the small group, but Kusan ignored the man.

“Which means
Kusan is probably the best at using them,” Elyrin was quick to say,
“If you’re not careful Jenth you’ll likely shoot yourself before
anyone else.”

“Wouldn’t be
the first time he’s done something stupid,” laughed another
detective.

“Settle down
you lot,” the Chief spoke up seriously, “These are deadly weapons,
and they can kill you, especially at short range.”

“Question,”
another detective raised her hand, “How are these going to be any
good against prosthetics? Kusan was hardly injured when she got
shot in the arm.”

“You’re right
Esdin,” the Chief agreed, “But these rods you fire create a burst
of electricity, much like your issued spark grenades, that will
incapacitate anyone. Even if they are heavily prosthetic. Alright,
if there are no more questions we proceed with the tests and
registration. We’ll go by rank, so you’re up first Esdin.”

The detective
was quick follow the instructor to the where they could fire the
pistols safely along down rang and at a target twenty meters away.
Kusan watched curiously as Esdin tired back her died white hair and
aimed the pistol at the target. Squeezing the trigger a popping
noise echoed around the garage and a metal projectile whistled
through the air before piecing through the target paper and into
the concrete wall several meters behind that. As the rod connected
with the wall a burst of red lightning shot out from the impact,
lighting up the dimness for a split second before vanishing.

Esdin
continued to fire the pistol until the clip was empty and she
placed the weapon upon the table beside her.

“Looks
dangerous,” Elyrin remarked to Kusan quietly.

“Maybe,” Kusan
half nodded as she watch the instructor show Esdin how to reload
and maintain the pistol. “Seems unnecessarily complicated to
me.”

It was Kusan’s
turn then and she calmly walked over to the instructor who went
through the same things as he had done with Esdin. Only half
listening to the man Kusan followed the guide and fired the pistol
at the target, easily hitting the bullseye.

“You’re
cheating,” one of the detectives called out, “Do it with your
natural arm, not the one with prosthetics.”

“Why?” Esdin
asked as Kusan ignored the remarked, “If you have the advantage,
use it.”

“Well if we’re
going to be starting a competition we need to do it naturally,”
Jenth replied, “I know you transferred recently Esdin, but that’s
how we do it at Central, you need to learn.”

“Both of my
arms a prosthetic,” Esdin remarked, “Does that mean I can’t join in
this competition?”

“I’m afraid
so,” Jenth said with a crooked grin, “But with that white hair you
could be the mascot.”

Jenth and many
of the other detectives laughed at that, but out of the corner of
her eye she could see that Esdin was not as amused.

“You need to
pay attention to this part,” the instructor said, grabbing her
attention.

“I saw and
heard you explain it to the other detective,” Kusan replied
flatly.

“Yes, but
their protocols,” the man was quick to say, “Now listen up. You
only have ten shots per clip and every one-hundred shots fired you
will need a new gas canister, otherwise the rods will lose range
and impact.”

Kusan let out
a slow breath as she listened to the man continue talk about the
pistol and how it worked until finally she was allowed to head over
to the Chief and collect her new weapon.

“What did
Varrintine say?” the Chief asked her quietly as he handed her a
shoulder harness with a holster positioned under the right arm.

“He’ll think
about it,” Kusan replied, “Can I get a different holster? One that
I can clip onto the back of my pants?”

“I can’t let
you back out in the field without a partner,” the Chief sighed
heavily, and he handed her another holster.

“I’m going to
sit at desk waiting for Vhindr to call me,” Kusan replied
irritably.

“I should hope
not,” the older man replied, “I’ll give you a rookie until he’s
made his call. And if he declines, you’ll be stuck with the
rookie.”

“What? Come on
Chief,” Kusan sighed heavily.

“If you don’t
want that find another candidate,” the Chief was quick to say, “But
until you do you’ll be working with whoever I assign to you, got
it.”

Kusan groaned,
but she gave a nod and headed for the elevator as she clipped the
holster on the back of her belt where it was concealed by her long
coat.

“Hey, Kusan
you want in on this competition?” Jenth called after her, “There’ll
be a big prize pool, you look like you need some extra
credits.”

Kusan ignored
the man and continued for the elevator where Esdin was waiting for
the lift. Kusan gave the young woman a brief glance before turning
her eyes back to the metal doors as she waited for them to
open.

“Are they
always like that?” Esdin asked, drawing Kusan’s eyes to her blue
orbs.

“Pretty much,”
replied Kusan and she looked back to the lift.

“I was hoping
it was just because I just came over from Bayside,” Esdin gave a
slight laugh which was interrupted by the sound of the lift doors
opening.

“I just ignore
them,” Kusan said as they moved into the elevator.

“I noticed,”
Esdin laughed awkwardly again.

The doors of
the lift closed and Kusan pressed a button that would make the lift
take them to a particular level. The ride was quiet, aside from the
hum of the elevator, and the lights flickered annoyingly. Taking an
easy breath Kusan glanced to the other detective, who was
unconsciously chewing on her bottom lip.

“I suppose you
don’t like me much,” Esdin remarked uncomfortably.

“What?” asked
Kusan as she gave the woman her full attention.

“You were the highest ranked detective before I transferred,”
Esdin explained, unable to hold eye contact with Kusan.

“That kind of
stuff doesn’t bother me,” Kusan shrugged, drawing a slight smile
from the other woman.

“That’s a
relief to hear,” Esdin’s smile widened. “I hate to think people
don’t like me before I know them. I hope we can be friends.”

Kusan gave the
detective a curious look but did no reply as she turned her
attention back to the floor numbers that were counting up above the
door. As the numbers reached five hundred the lift doors slide open
and Kusan led the way into the department.

“I’ll talk to
you later Kusan,” Esdin smiled at her before she moved off to do
her work.

Kusan
reflexively returned the smile before she frowned slightly and
headed to her desk. She had barely sat down before the glass
surface of her computer lit up, notifying her that she had been
assigned a murder investigation. With a sigh she synchronised her
phone with her computer and headed for the lifts again, this time
going to the mid-tower garage.

Riding the
lift down she absently flicked through the preliminary report that
stated where the crime happened and all the details on the
victim.

“No forensics
yet,” Kusan mumbled as she left the elevator and headed through the
dim carpark.

Closing her
phone Kusan let out a deep breath and moved to the driver’s side of
her car. With a slight click the door swung upwards
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