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​

What was I doing here? Not for the first time I wondered that as I faced the man who had changed my life in so many ways. He had cheated on me and I was now pretty sure that he had been responsible for the death of my oldest friend. For what? The usual of course, money! Oh, and to try and save his own miserable neck.

The gun was pointed at me, this was it, where was my backup? I was in urgent need of a knight on a white charger; Mayner and his merry men should have turned up by now. Failing that, Cy would do, just as long as he got me out of here pronto! And where the hell had he got to?

In case you hadn’t guessed it by now, bloody Trevor had come back into my life in the worst possible way and I hadn’t felt able to refuse his sob story. And now here I was back on Mars, a place that I thought I’d left behind. I was only here because Trevor had made me think that I had to help, that to refuse would leave me feeling guilty forever. But as I made sense of things, I realised that I had been deceived. Now it looked like I was going to pay for that misplaced loyalty.

[image: ]

LIFE IN THE OORT CLOUD Café had settled into a pattern once all the excitement had died down and I had exorcised the past. Maz had the book, although she didn’t know it, and I had no intention of looking at it. The café was doing well and the atmosphere on the station had improved now that the book had never existed as far as everyone was concerned. 

I had done my extra hours training and was now a fully qualified Scooper pilot; I went out every now and again and did a shift to keep my hand in and cover the miners’ leave. Cy had even come out with me for a spot of sightseeing. I had started my suit training as well. Tina had talked me into it and after the initial fear it felt very liberating to bob around. I had learned to do a few maintenance tasks on the shuttles and the exterior of the station.

Even better than any of my other achievements, I had finally got off with Derek! We were officially an item, we were happy together and my life was good. I spent a lot of time at his house on the lower farm level and just used the café as a place to work. It was great to wake up to the sound of birds and the smells of the country. There weren’t that many people in the solar system who could say that these days.

And then it happened. I might have guessed it, things were all working out, a sure sign that a big boot would come and kick me on the arse.

It was Cy who spotted him; I was in the kitchen chatting with Clarissa. It was pie-making day and I was engaged in a little quality control when he came in looking worried. 

“Andi,” he said, “don’t react but there’s someone out there you might not want to see.”

I crammed the last of the fruit tart into my mouth and chewed. Then I went to the serving hatch and peered through; my stomach lurched and my head spun. Oh, bloody hell. That was all I needed. Just when I was getting on so well with Derek; a big slice of my past had turned up. The worst thing was that just the sight of him still made me come over all unnecessary. I felt a tingle and my face must have gone red.

“Tell him I’m not here,” I said to Cy, “and for goodness’ sake get rid of him.” 

Too late. He walked in; Maz must have told him where I was. Thanks for that!

“Looks like you can tell him yourself,” Cy said dryly.

“Hi, Andi.” He shuffled about, keeping his distance; wise move. I tried to look him straight in the eye but he was looking anywhere but at me.

“I’m glad to see you,” he said, he sounded tired.

“I’ll be off then,” said Clarissa, sensing the tension that had come into the room with him. She left her stuff on the counter in her haste to leave. Trevor cast an approving eye at her rear as she departed. He hadn’t changed that much since I had seen him last then.

It was always either love or hate with me and Trevor; for a long time, it had been hate. 

“Go away,” I said. “I’m over you, just like you were all over Maisie.”

“Ouch! Fair enough. But honestly, I’ve only come here because I have nowhere else to turn.” He had switched on the charm, big eyes and sad face, like a puppy caught next to a puddle.

I didn’t believe him, not for a moment. “Why? Has she thrown you out?” I asked as sarcastically as I could. “Caught you at it like I did?”

“It’s not that,” he whined. “I need your help.”

That still didn’t cut any ice with me, I was just getting started. “Why should I help you? What about madam fluff doing a bit? Surely she’s been very accommodating so far.”

“Listen, Andi. I understand I shouldn’t be here. I’m a shit and I treated you badly.” 

That could win a prize for understatement. I was just about to give him some more when I stopped. 

His shoulders were shaking and he had started to cry. “Maisie’s dead, nearly a fortnight ago,” he gasped.

My world stopped turning. I might have fallen out with Maisie when Trevor left me for her but I’d grown up with her, we had history, we’d been friends since our first day in primary school. We’d faced life together and, rather prophetically as it turned out, we had always shared everything. Underneath it all, you couldn’t change the memories of the good times. She couldn’t be gone. I felt numb and sick at the same time. Beside me, Cy looked like he had been hit by something heavy, his shoulders were slumped and he was welling up. She had been his friend too.

This wasn’t happening. “She can’t be dead! What’s going on, Trevor?” I grabbed him and shook him, then I just held him, burying my head in his shirt front and making it very wet with my tears.

“That’s why I need your help,” Trevor mumbled into my shoulder. “The police say that it was suicide but I know, I just know that it wasn’t.”

Bastard! He’d got me in the one place that could still override my desire to rip his bits off, my caring nature. I knew that Maisie would have done it for me. But underneath the grief, I was still on hate. Maisie had been the least likely person to have killed herself, what had changed, apart from the obvious? I pulled away and stood back.

“You’d better tell me all about it then.”

“Have you got a spare room, can I stop here?” That was pushing it a bit. The trouble was, despite everything that had happened to extinguish it, the spark was still there. Now that I had seen him, I wondered if I didn’t still love him a bit. I dismissed the thought. I was just being stupid. He had betrayed me, now he expected me to forget all that, just cos he wanted something. I had to get a grip! He and I were over; I was happy with Derek. Would I swap? Never.

Looking at him, I realised that he knew exactly what he was doing, his expression and the way he had fed me the story gave it away. Our relationship was all part of my past; I would have to be strong, show him that I didn’t need or want him any more. 

“No you can’t, there’s a hostel for visitors, see the admin office.” We had a spare room but I wasn’t having him too close, I would have to keep him away from Derek until I could explain. How could my life get more complicated?

Cy rolled his eyes and gave a despairing sigh, he could see where this was going, the same as I could, I was getting sucked into Trevor’s drama because, in the end, I owed it to my friend more than I did to him. 

He was just the bringer of bad tidings. There was always a chance that he might have been responsible, if I found that he had I would take great pleasure in hanging him out to dry. Never mind shoot the messenger, I would do worse than that. ​And suicide was just so out of character, what had happened in Maisie’s life?

“You could have called me before you turned up! I’m not going all the way back to Earth,” I said. “I’ve got a café to run and I’m making a life here.” 

By leaving it a fortnight he had done me out of going to a funeral and grieving properly. I would have gone too, despite everything.

“Listen, Andi, I know I was stupid and it kills me every day but I really would appreciate your help.” 

Good, he was grovelling! I thought about it for a while as he squirmed.

“Alright. But never forget, I’m doing it because of her, not for you.”

“Thank you,” he said, “and you won’t have to go back to Earth, this all happened on Mars.”

Mars; at least it was neutral territory. “Tell me what happened.”

“Maisie went to work like usual. Nobody knows why but she took a vehicle and went outside.” 

I knew Mars had a city underground in the mountains around Tharsis; a honeycomb of tunnels had been sealed and turned into a city. There were also a few small scientific and prospecting settlements under plastic domes on the outside. I had been to Tharsis with Cy on the way to here. I couldn’t say I’d enjoyed it that much, it felt artificial being underground all the time. But that was so close to leaving Earth, now being closed in didn’t bother me at all.

“So what were you doing on Mars?”

“We had jobs, I worked in software and she got a job looking after the old people that had settled.” That sounded a bit improbable, surely all that money hadn’t been spent exploring and colonising the red planet just to turn it into a home for pensioners?

“Mars is an old folks’ home?” Cy said what I’d been thinking.

“Oh yeah, they love it, the lower gravity and the sealed environment make them feel ten years younger.”

I hadn’t thought of that but I guess it made sense.

“Anyhow, I went off to work like usual, then I got a call asking why she hadn’t turned up for her shift. I called the police and the next thing I know her vehicle has been found outside, empty; her body was found nearby.”

“How did she get outside, did nobody spot her at the airlock?”

“She went out through an old one, unmanned, that’s why they reckoned it was suicide, she was found with her suit oxygen tanks empty. She had overdosed on some sort of drug, they said, just driven out, taken the tablets and gone to sleep.”

“Did she have any enemies, anyone who might want to hurt her?”

“The police asked me all this, I can’t think of anyone but she wasn’t unhappy, we were having a great time.” 

Alright, there was no need to rub it in and tell me how wonderful his life was without me. If it were true, it certainly made the verdict strange; I could sort of understand where Trevor was coming from. But I still didn’t want to go, it was too late, I had needed to be there for the funeral.

“Please, Andi; come with me and just have a look around, you’ll spot things that I’d miss. And you’ve got a reputation now. You were all over the news when you caught that murderer.”

Now he was appealing to my vanity, I had been rather clever though, it was good to know it had been spotted. Perhaps I could make some outrageous demands that would put him off.

“I’m not coming without Cy and you’re paying for the shuttle for us, both ways.”

He looked annoyed. “No, just you, I don’t want him hanging around.” Cy kept his face impassive but I could tell by the way his ears had gone red that old antagonism had been stirred up. It was time to up the ante, see what cards Trevor was holding. 

“We both come or you can forget the whole thing,” I said, Cy looked at me and shook his head. 

It turned out that Trevor wasn’t holding any cards; he really must have been desperate. 

“OK that’s fine, I’ll set it all up.” This wasn’t working, try harder! I turned the knife. “And I want a hotel, a decent one, full board.”

“I thought you could stay at mine,” he said innocently. 

Cy saved my wavering. “Well you thought wrong. If I’m coming I don’t want to doss in your place, I want a hotel.” Bless him; at least he was still looking out for me, saving me from myself.

Trevor threw his hands up in despair. “Alright, whatever. The shuttle will be leaving tomorrow.” 

Hang on a minute! That was a bit quick, I hadn’t thought he would go for the expense of taking both of us. It wasn’t like Trevor to have money to throw around. He must be serious.

“Tomorrow?” I panicked. “I can’t just get on a shuttle tomorrow. I have responsibilities, there’s one every week, what’s the rush?”

“Please, Andi, it’s taken me a week to get here, it’ll be another one to get back. I had to wait for the investigation to get a verdict, you said you’d come and there’s no time to waste.”

Put like that it was reasonable but why did I get the feeling that I was being rushed? Surely he could have called me from Mars, or even while he was on the way and we could have talked it over. Trevor had some other agenda; he hadn’t mentioned any urgency until I’d agreed to help.

“Pack your bags, I’ll go and sort the tickets out. I’ll see you at the departure gate in the morning.” He rushed out; clearly he had forgotten all about staying in the café. I felt exhausted and numbed by his company and his news. Cy went off muttering. It wasn’t just me and Derek, we both had reasons to stay. I finished up the day’s work in a bit of a daze.

“Who was that?” asked Maz while we were closing up. “I hope I did right letting him in, he said he knew you and that it was important.”

Maz, she was my rock in the café; she had lived on Mars for years, taught school there and knew more about it than I did, I’d only been there a few months, hardly long enough to notice anything about how the place worked. Whatever she could have told me would have been worth it, if only I’d have had the time to ask her.

“That,” Cy said grandly, “was Trevor, Andi’s ex and the reason we ended up here. And now he’s talked her into going off to Mars!” He shook his head. “And I’ll have to go and hold her bloody hand, or who knows what’ll happen.”

Six months ago, he would have been a lot less charitable. Initially he hadn’t wanted to be here, never mind want to stay long-term. Events and Greg had persuaded him otherwise.

“He seemed upset.” She had spotted that straight off. “Did you say that you’re going to Mars?”

“I’m sorry about the short notice, Maz. I need to ask you if you’ll manage the café for us. Like Cy says, Trevor needs us to go to Mars for a while. I don’t know how long I’ll be gone but he needs our help.” I wasn’t more specific than that. If I tried to explain we would be here all night and I had things to do.

She took it all in her stride, just like the teacher she had been. “Of course I will, I’ll tell everyone. Don’t you worry about the café; you go and help your friend.”
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The shuttle departure lounge wasn’t the ideal place to say goodbye. At least Derek and I had managed to do that privately, away from the bright lights and company. I was glad in a way that he hadn’t come down here. He said that he had work to do on the farm, but I knew that he really hated public goodbyes. That was OK with me, I hated them too. 

We’d spent the evening and night together. I’d come back to the café early to pack and open up. So had Cy, he’d been doing the same with Greg. So when we got to the lounge there were only the two of us, together with the staff and two other passengers. We checked in and then we just stood there, not really believing that we were going. Where was Trevor?

Lou and Terri appeared; they had made the effort to come down from the observatory to see us off and it was sad to be leaving them as well. They were the first people I’d met when we had got here. Together with Tina they had helped me get the café going. They had introduced us to Maz and what a find she had been. 

And if it hadn’t been for them, I’d never have done half the things I had; no Scooping, no spacewalks and no crime-fighting. I wasn’t really sure which bit of my new life I’d enjoyed the most.

Maz had run the café for Mike, the previous owner, and now she was running it for us. Between us we had opened up this morning, then when it was time to go she had seen us off the premises.

“Don’t either of you worry, I’ll take good care of the place,” she had said and I for one knew that she would. “You don’t need to rush back, we’ll still be here.” 

Meggie and Claire, my other staff members, were onside with my trip. “You have to go,” they both agreed after I’d told them. “Or you’ll never rest.”

Lou and Terri both shuffled about and looked sombre. I could have done with them coming with me, they would have been a great help in unravelling Trevor’s story. I was convinced that there was more to it than he was letting on. 

“We’re so sorry about your friend,” Lou said as we hugged. They were the only people on the station that knew the full story of Maisie, Trevor and me. As far as everyone else was concerned we had just been a bunch of friends. “It shows real character that you still want to go, after all they put you through.” 

“It must be horrible, having all those memories stirred up,” said Terri. She was right about that. Maisie and I had been besties until the Trevor thing. I wasn’t doing this for him though, no matter what he thought. Once I had heard it was suicide, I would have gone even if he had told me not to. It would have made me more determined to find out the truth. 

I had had plenty of time to think about what had happened since I had left Earth and I was pretty sure that he had spun her some story to get into her pants. But her dying was different; if someone was responsible then it was important that they were found.

Over time, I had gone through the whole range of emotions. There was the initial feeling of inadequacy that betrayal brought. I hadn’t been enough for Trevor and he had needed more. Sort of survivor guilt, it was easier to blame yourself than accept that some men were just shit. Then came the self-preservation and justifying it by trying to believe that she had been duped by him. But never, ever had I thought that she had led him on, that was loyalty. Besides, she had never pinched a fella from me before. In my eyes, it was one of those taboo things that mates, real mates, just didn’t do. 

Whatever, there was no way of finding out now. Any hopes that I might have had of reconciliation were buried on Mars. So now I could choose to blame Trevor without fear of contradiction. And if I chose to blame him, then revenge had to figure in my mind.

“Are we all ready then,” said the man himself, he had graced us with his presence, large as life and twice as sickening. Seeing him coming towards me, all brash and full of himself made me even surer that he was manipulating me into doing what he wanted. I still hated his guts, over it all was the numbing grief that the reason I was going was to see someone who wasn’t there. I had to get myself organised or I’d be no blooming use to anyone.

In a final attempt to stop going round in circles I tried to put it all together; was my real reason for coming on this little jaunt an attempt to make sure that I could pin it all on Trevor? He had been with her and she had died. Surely he was at least partly responsible, whatever he said; maybe it was wishful thinking but it kept me going. 

But as Cy pointed out, Trevor was paying and we could do with a holiday. “I hear the food on the shuttle is really expensive,” he said, “and I’m pigging out, on his bill, just to teach him a lesson.” 

The two of them had never got on, even when the four of us were working together. Trevor had always sneered at Cy, he was not subtle in his homophobia. Personally, I reckoned that Cy was more of a man because he had the guts to be what he wanted and say ‘sod off’ to everyone else. Trevor never put his money where his mouth was, so to speak; he kept it at low-level antagonism, niggling comments and behaviour, never enough on its own to be too much but the cumulative effect was corrosive.

“How do you put up with it?” I once asked him. His reply surprised me, I’d never thought of him as that sort of person.

“I’ll get my chance one day to shaft him properly, pardon the expression. When I do I want him to see it coming and I want him to know, deep down, that there is absolutely nothing he can do, nowhere to run and hide. If I went for him he’s the type to scream for his mummy to help him, failing that the law would probably do. So I’ll do it differently, not give him a way out, he’ll have to face it, and me.” 

Maybe he thought that this was his chance; maybe that was why he hadn’t put up much of a fight about coming with me.

God, it was all so complicated; what should have been a straightforward expression of grief and sadness was in danger of turning into a vendetta.

They called us for the shuttle and after hugs all around we walked down the ramp. Ahead of me, through the panoramic view offered by the observation windows, I could see the shuttle, sitting moored to the magnetic clamps at the end of the tubular walkway. It looked like a green caterpillar with the row of lights shining along its length. There were a couple of suited figures working on the engine’s assemblies around the tail. I had done that, seeing them there I could hardly believe it myself, it was a long way from dressmaking. I was proud of what I had achieved and contemplated telling Trevor. He thought that I was just a café owner; sod it, I’d tell him!

“I do that,” I said, pointing. 

“She does,” added Cy. I thought Trevor might be impressed. 

“What, you?” he sneered. “In a space suit, out there, yeah right, Andi. What do you do, take the tea and biscuits out?” 

Clearly, I was wasting my time. I watched for a moment. The guys were manipulating hoses, either refuelling or charging the atmosphere. It was a weird job, when you tried to move something in Zero Gee, unless you were anchored it just sat there and you moved in the opposite direction. It took a bit of getting used to. Like the fact that there was gravity here, but fifty feet away there wasn’t. I still hadn’t grasped how that one worked.

Compared to the mining Scoopers I had been driving the shuttle was enormous, big enough for twenty passengers and a crew of six or seven. There was a spare in the hangar where the Scoopers lived. Tina, my instructor and friend, had told me that it was as simple to fly as a Scooper but it looked so daunting that I had never even considered it.

Had it really been just six months since I had pulled my suitcase in the other direction? I couldn’t say that I was thrilled to be going back to Mars. I’d hated it the first time and that was without Trevor or the knowledge that my best friend was a victim of something unknown on that inhospitable red rock.

​
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I’d forgotten just how far it was from the station around Saturn to Tharsis on Mars. The shuttles arrived and left every week and that was all the thought I ever gave it. At least it was quicker than the first colonists, who had taken months to reach Mars from Earth. Coming up from Mars had been about four days, as far as I could remember.

And I was having a problem working out why our route included a stop above Earth. I was pretty sure that Mars and Saturn were both further away from the sun than the Earth was so why were we going from Saturn to Mars via Earth? I remembered a picture of the solar system from school with the planets in a line and I was sure that it was Earth, Mars, the asteroid belt, Jupiter and then Saturn. 

The whole thing had started to make my brain hurt when the in-flight announcement before departure had said that it was four days to Earth and then three more after that before we got to Mars.

Just in case I was completely stupid and up to my usual trick of proving it to everyone with a dozy question, I waited until after the briefing. Trevor had gone to the loo and me and Cy were alone. I told him about my confusion and he laughed so much I thought he would never stop. 

“What, Cy?” I pleaded. “Why can’t I get it?”

“Listen,” he said, “you’re right about the order of the planets but they don’t stay in a line like that as they orbit the sun. And the distances between them are not like in the picture either. If it was to scale the page would need to be about a mile long to get them all in. Because of the distances they are from the sun, Mars takes just under two years to go around once but Saturn takes twenty-nine years for an orbit.”

Ahh, it was starting to sink in. It wasn’t me that was wrong but the picture. So I wasn’t mad after all. But Cy was in full flow, he sounded like Lou or Terri in the observatory, bent over a screen full of science. I got the meaning of the odd word here and there and nodded, like one of those toy dogs you used to see years ago.

“Because of that, the planets all end up in different relative positions; Mars is on the opposite side of the sun to Saturn at the moment. So, as we have to fly past the sun to get to it and as it’s not that far out of the way, so to speak, we can stop at Earth. In about eight months, Mars and Saturn will be much closer and you won’t go via Earth, in fact, the Earth will be on the opposite side of the sun then and it would be a major detour.”

Ah, now that he put it like that I understood, sort of. I was relieved that I had asked him and not Trevor, or shouted out a question during the safety briefing. He gave me a hug. “Don’t worry, a lot of people just can’t take in the size of the place.”

The fact that we could go zipping around the solar system in a matter of days was due to the development of the Centi-drive, so called because it could propel ships at up to around one per cent of the speed of light. Don’t ask me how it worked; I might be a Scooper pilot but anything more technical than knowing which button to press was well above my capacity. But I was trained to shove corks into holes in the hull if the Scooper sprung a leak!

I had grasped the fact that we would be moving faster than a speeding whatever but it still took ages to get anywhere. After Cy had explained the position thing to me, I took an interest in the information we had been given when we boarded the shuttle. I found out that light took about eighty minutes to get from Saturn to Mars on average, at one per cent that was eight thousand minutes by Centi-drive or just under six days once you allowed for speeding up and slowing down. It made me realise that space was seriously big. And that was just our backyard, so to speak, how about if we wanted to go to another star?

Trevor returned. “I’m back,” he announced, as if he needed congratulating for finding his way from the loo to the lounge on a shuttle; even I could do that on a good day. We both ignored him. His return had stopped us from discussing our tactics for the journey and how we intended to pass the trip in such close proximity. 

The safety briefing had finished; we would be departing shortly and there was no reason for us to be confined together in the lounge. A buffet was laid out in the restaurant and we helped ourselves. I was surprised at the quality, considering the size of the galley it was a masterpiece of organisation. The three of us ate in a sort of strained silence, punctuated by monosyllabic exchanges.

I was trying to think how I could avoid Trevor without being too rude and it looked to me like Cy was trying to control his animosity.

My preferred method was by staying in my cabin as much as possible, although this would be difficult. True to his word he had bought return tickets in single cabins for me and Cy, but he had a double for himself and somehow I doubted his claim that “it was all they had.” Ulterior motive could have been his middle name.

“If you were a gentleman,” Cy said, “you would let Andi have the double and take her single cabin.”

“I’d love to but I can’t,” Trevor replied. “Safety regulations, it’s registered to me. We could always share it though.”

“I can’t,” I answered, “safety regulations.” He looked puzzled. “Avoiding hazardous situations; I might murder you!”

“The same goes for me,” muttered Cy. Trevor squirmed, he was uncomfortable with Cy’s sexuality and Cy had always loved to embarrass him with it. Just another way of getting his own back.

Trevor tried again. “Well you could just pop in after we’ve eaten. I need to fill you in on the background.” 

I was saved from answering as the tannoy system burst into life. “This is Captain Janes,” said a deep voice. “While you enjoy your meal we are departing on our way to Mars, via Bravo Station above Earth. Our estimated journey time to Earth orbit is just under four days. Enjoy your trip and if there is anything we can do, please don’t hesitate to ask.”

Looking out of the ports, I saw the station move rapidly away, yet felt no acceleration.

“Well,” said Trevor, “are you coming over?”

“No need to be pushy,” I said. “We’ve got six days to decide what we’re going to do. I’ve got a headache. I’ll leave you two to it and see you in the morning.” I went to my cabin and locked myself in. 

As I sat there on the cramped bed in my tiny box, I thought about Derek and our parting. I was missing him already. I had gone up to the farm to see him just as soon as I could get away. When I blurted out my news, that I was leaving for an unspecified time, over the death of someone he had never heard me mention, he was a bit surprised, to say the least. 

“So why did you never mention this Maisie, if she was your best friend?” he asked as we sat outside on his terrace, drinking the slightly illegal wine that he made. “You’re flying over eight hundred million miles to help her boyfriend after her suicide which you say might not have been and I’ve never heard you mention either of them before today.”

“It’s a long story,” was all I could think of to say. It must have seemed a bit weird. If I had told him everything he probably would have had me fitted for one of those nice white jackets with buttons all the way up the back! He looked at me, it wasn’t fair, I had to give him more than that.

“Trevor and Maisie were old friends of ours from London, we all worked together then we had a falling out. It was a big argument and I wanted to forget, to start over. That’s why we came here. I was shocked when Trevor turned up and when I heard the news I knew that although we could never make up, this was the least I could do to try and put things right.”

Derek got up and came to stand behind me; he put his arms around my shoulders, burying his head in my hair. I felt his hot breath on the back of my neck and lifted my hands to touch his arms. “Then she was lucky to have a friend like you,” he said. “Of course you should go.” I stood and kissed him. 

“Thank you,” I said as he led me off the terrace to walk around the fields of wheat and corn. 

We stopped strolling and embraced; I was starting to feel a bit weepy about leaving him, especially as I hadn’t been completely honest and he had been so understanding. I knew that he had his own reasons for not wanting me to go to Mars.

His wife had left him and gone to Mars before we had met. His daughter Davina was in prison on Mars, it had been me who had helped to put her there. That might have been enough to make him hate me; fortunately, he hadn’t seen it that way. 

The fact that I was going to the place where they both were can’t have been easy for him to take, he had already said that he wouldn’t go to visit Davina in case he saw Helen and I could understand his reluctance. At least he didn’t know the whole story of that as well. What he did know was enough for anyone to take.

He knew that Davina had killed two people and had tried to escape using me as a hostage. What he didn’t know and must never know, was that his wife had only left him because she had been pregnant with the child of some unknown man on the station. That was what had driven Davina to do what she had done. I hated keeping secrets, largely because I was no good at it, but so far I had managed to avoid giving the game away. Anyway, we didn’t know who the mystery man was and we weren’t intending to find out. 

We finished our walk and went back to his living quarters, the ones we shared, and had dinner; there was something he wanted to ask, I could feel it. I didn’t want to force him so I let it lie, it had to be one of two things, each would cost him, one of them could finish us. So I kept quiet and concentrated on making happy memories that would have to last both of us for a while. 

“Come back soon,” Derek said, in the early morning when the alarm told us that it was time for me to go. We held each other tight, just as we had all night. “And be safe.”

He was so trusting; I realised that I had fallen in love, not the sort of love that I had felt with Trevor, I knew now that was more lust than anything and it wasn’t really a surprise that it had burnt itself out. No, this was the real thing and it was much better. 

I slept, dreaming that we were together again as the shuttle accelerated away from the station.

Next morning I met up with Cy at breakfast, Trevor hadn’t shown yet. Neither of us could sleep after six, it came from getting up early to open the café. Cy told me that after I had gone to bed, to help keep me from being worried, or tempted, he had arranged with Trevor for the three of us to meet in his cabin to discuss tactics. 

“That’s sweet. Thanks, Cy,” I said as we tucked into a breakfast that we hadn’t had to cook ourselves for the first time in ages. “I appreciate it but I think I’m over him now.”

He looked unconvinced. “Maybe, but let’s make sure of it.” He chewed for a while. “Have you wondered where the money’s coming from to finance all this?”

It hadn’t crossed my mind up to then. I guess I’d been concentrating on other things but, thinking about it, he was right​. Trevor had agreed quickly, we hadn’t really had to fight that hard to get him to pay for both of us. “Perhaps it’s from some sort of insurance settlement, maybe he feels guilty.”

“Could be, but I bet he’s only paying cos he thinks he’ll get more back. I’m going for all the extras, room service, the works.” He poured more coffee and reached for the toast.

The flight wasn’t crowded for the leg from the station to Earth; there were only five passengers, us and an older couple who I knew vaguely from the café. They were off to see their grandchildren on Earth. Now that I could understand that Mars was on the opposite side of the sun at the moment I could see the logic in stopping in Earth orbit for passengers and mail. We were chatting about the changes they would see, both in the planet and in their family, before Trevor breezed in and proceeded to hijack the conversation.

“Right then, what are we doing today?” he practically shouted, the woman of the couple rolled her eyes and made ‘talk to you later’ noises.

“Trevor,” I said, “I’m talking to these people.”

“But we have things to discuss,” he said.

“How about we start with politeness?” suggested Cy. “We’re eating and chatting to our fellow travellers, so when we’ve finished that, we can talk to you.”

Trevor backed down; he turned to the couple. “I’m sorry,” he said. “My life is a bit of a mess at the moment, please excuse me.”

They smiled sympathetically but as Trevor turned to get some coffee, I saw the man make a rather uncomplimentary gesture. I
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