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Survival of the Fittest
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Dark shadows cascaded across the dimly lit walls inside the bunker. Eighteen men and women wrapped in makeshift tattered ponchos were huddled on the floor under blankets to keep warm. The temperature in the bunker dropped to fifty degrees for six hours every day. Too short for night and happened at random times. One of the men adjusted the thermal blanket covering himself and the person on either side of him. They were strangers at the start. Each one an expert in their respective science field.

The only one in the room standing, head bowed down over a metal table was Professor Heines. Still clinging to some symbol of professionalism, he wore a white lab coat that had seen better days over a pair of green scrubs. The others had adopted the same attire when conducting tests in the lab. His short hair was cut crudely, and his beard was trimmed to a decent length. There would be no rescue but just in case, he wanted to appear sane.

When the last transport to evacuate Earth landed for loading during the battle, an urge to see it through came over him. At the last moment, he backed away and headed to the nearest bunker along with the other sadists. He had taken the reins as lead scientist of the small group due to his level head when everyone else went into a panic, scared of their chances for survival even this far underground.

It all went south after they felt the impact of an enemy blast. He could tell by the way the bunker seemed to tilt nearly ninety degrees before settling back down, not quite level, that the ground had lifted all around them. Anything above on the outside would not have survived, he was sure of that. The bunker maintaining its integrity was a miracle. Over time, it shifted. Not quite flat; though close enough.

On the other side of the bunker was a small lab to do their research. When all the work was done, there was nothing left to do except wait for the next round of specimens. Heines kept morale up with his optimism. He would constantly talk about how Earth would bounce back and flourish. History had already shown the planet could sustain major damage and still thrive. Of course, that depended on humans having learned their lesson and not repeat their mistakes.

Every three months a group of scouts were sent out with equipment to gauge the air quality and test the soil. They would return within five to eight days depending on how the weather topside was acting. It was the only thing keeping the small group from killing each other. Moments of hostility followed by mental breakdowns were common events, yet they forced themselves through it. Their faces were weary from being on endless watch rotation while they waited for the last crew of explorers to come back. To revert to caveman mentality in the face of adversity was not an option.

After five years, Earth appeared to have gotten better. Two years earlier it was still not up to livable conditions. The rain that started two months prior brought more despair, turning what soil remained black like soot. Early test samples showed nothing could grow in it.

One of the specimen cubes sitting beside him on the metal table lit up alerting to a test finishing. A female scientist wiggled herself out of the huddle and crossed the room to check on it, passing Heines. She adjusted her glasses then pulled down on her wrinkled scrubs top.

“Is that the soil specimen you modified last month?” Heines asked.

She squinted into the clear containment searching for some signs of success before answering. Her prescription had long expired and her eyesight had certainly deteriorated.

“Yes. I figured we had nothing to lose by trying out a new strain.”

“What’s the verdict?”

Some of the other scientists seemed to perk up, bracing for it.

“Change in consistency. It looks like crumbled tar now. I guess that’s as close to dirt as we’re going to get.”

“Any growth?”

The female scientist pursed her lips and shook her head. The others deflated back into their huddles. Heines felt the same. The moment anything started to grow, they could focus on farming edible food. With the drastic change of the surface, he wasn’t sure what would start coming out of the ground first.

A click from above echoed and they all looked up to see the hatch creak open. In the beginning it would silently slide, its hydraulics working as designed, the sleek metal glinting from the slightest amount of light. Now, it was corroded from the elements. Some days the hatch wouldn’t open, having been partially buried as a result from a storm. Dents, scratches, and discoloration covered the outside. The harsh squeal and popping from worn out parts grated on the group’s senses. Muted light shone into the bunker revealing swirls of fine dust.

“We made it!” The first person to climb down the metal ring stairs exclaimed. “It’s crazy looking out there.”

Professor Heines stepped away from the table and met them halfway. The crewman brushed off his battered flak suit and lifted the crusty goggles from his face to set them atop his head.

“What’s it like now?” Heines asked.

The second person coming down leapt from the third to the last rung and answered.

“The sky is shades of pink, orange, and grey. Kind of beautiful. The ground is shit though. That black stuff is still everywhere. Not a hint of plant life to be found.”

“That rain is nothing nice either,” the last in the group said as they climbed down.

“Did you get a new sample?” Heines held out a hand in anticipation.

“Right here,” the third replied, handing him a vial. “Also got a few pictures.” They turned to the rest of the scientists, waving a battered tablet. “You know how we like our proof of life photos.”

The rest of the bunker group stirred from under their blankets and began to rise. Professor Heines inserted the vial into the water tester and hit the process button. Everyone hovered around it, waiting for the result while looking through the new round of images on the tablet. Drinkable water had become scarce on the planet. Most of the oceans were half their size while rivers, lakes and streams had evaporated. What body of water they did find came from the torrential rain and needed to go through a ten step filtration system. Even then, the water had an odd taste and some people broke out in hives.

As luck would have it, they encountered an aqua pit some weeks ago and had to haul out portable drilling equipment to access it. The process took longer due to the drill’s size and limited depth. Which proved deep enough to pierce the crust so they could extract the liquid gold inside. If the water was at least ten percent better in quality, they could drop down to a five step process and eliminate most of the impurities.

The machine beeped twenty minutes later. Previous and new data flashed side by side on the digital screen showing a seventy two percent improvement. They all burst out with joy, some hugging each other. Professor Heines slowly raised his head and stared at the ceiling.

They would have decent water within the next few weeks.

The third crewman in the exploration crew cleared his throat to get their attention. Heines stepped away from the group and turned to him.

“What is it?”

“Well,” they side eyed his partners who seemed to stiffen. “We found something else.”

The other scientists stopped their celebration, hearing the ominous tone in his voice. Heines’ eyes narrowed.

“There was another group of explorers roaming around.”

“Yeah,” the first scout said. “They had a weird insignia on their suits”

“Like they were super organized,” the second scout added.

That made Heines frown. Other survivors going out to check on the lay of the land was one thing. He expected no less. There were hints of small towns erected farther out but he made sure to stress not going for a peek. Now, he wondered if it was time to explore deeper.

“What style would you say?” Heines finally asked.

The first scout tapped the bottom of his lips then snapped his fingers.

“They reminded me of a Hazmat team from the CDC. Here.” He grabbed the tablet and scrolled through the images to one showing the men in suits.

Government? Heines yelled inside his head.

“You thinking what we’re all thinking?” The female scientist asked.

Heines nodded. He went to the far wall and pushed on the corner side panel. A digital keypad appeared, and he typed in a code. Thin lines formed in the shape of a door and recessed before sliding to the right, leaving a dark entrance. He hit the console on the other side and lights flooded the area. Four advanced terrain vehicles sat lined up in the sparse hub. The walls were covered with inactive gauges.

“Oh my god!” The first scout exclaimed. “This has been here the whole time?”

“Well that’s just shitty,” one of the other scientists said. “We could have covered way more ground over the years.”

“Really?” Heines snapped. “And when we lost them due to the unexpected, what then? The ground was not stable until only a couple of years ago. I was biding time. If things got well enough for us to venture out, this was an option.”

“You still could have told us,” another scientist muttered.

“No! He couldn’t.” One of the scouts answered. “The way we were going, having meltdowns and shit, one of us would have taken these and caused more chaos.”

The man’s mouth turned downward, and he gave Heines a dirty look. It was short lived as he noticed his colleagues nodding in agreement.

“We take one out and see how it goes. I still want us to avoid any of those pop up territories.” Heines tapped an icon on the touch pad and the gauges on the wall lit up.

“Yeah, for all we know, they could be something out of those post apocalypse movies from the twentieth century. No thank you,” another scientist interjected.

“And watch for those other explorers. It doesn’t sit well.” Everyone nodded. “Now, who’s next on rotation? We need you to go out in the next eight days to get more water and find out our true location. For all we know, we could have been carried out hundreds of miles.”

****
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In an underground unit the size of a small town the exiled elite had procured before the war, the masses mulled around. A scouting unit had been established and sent out every quarter to determine if it was safe to go topside. Each sector exchanged their findings to different groups. Dirty rainfall had stopped its continuous daily assault three years ago and a new dawn had surfaced. With the ability to make clean water now widespread with the finding of deep reservoirs known as aquafers, survivors began to make bigger communities on the surface. Except them. Going above ground to create a society without a clear plan was suicide.

Three former world leaders had taken control of the underground town two years after the battle between Earth and the Relliants and were close to devising a plan to get all those already topside in line. They were derived from each faction of the former governments so everyone in the town had a voice in the decision making. The first was a former military commander named Reinhart. His two associates were Professor Omar, a renowned scientist, and Ambassador Jankowski; a former diplomat. Together they ruled with an iron fist in the guise of compassion. All to keep the masses in check and not think too much about getting out. Images taken by the scouts of the nearby settlements made them cringe.

A new world order was needed.

Handfuls of military and world leaders along with a group of scientists had rejected the call to evacuate. The worst offenders of the previous regime in the underground sector banded together for a unified agenda. Even with the planet in shambles, barely recovering, the only thing on their minds was to seize power. The three men had appointed themselves as in charge then went through ruthless methods to make sure accurate data from the surface was collected.

By any means necessary. That was the order of the day.

They took their daily stroll around the sector and took in the situation. The confined space was becoming hostile as the inhabitants grew tired of being in close quarters with each other. The new leaders went around encouraging them to press on, citing a remedy was near. Safe rooms had been built in anticipation of people going insane, giving them a place to calm down and reset. Until they could seize more territory, the town was their main base.

The three men came upon the commons area and crossed over into an isolated white cube with frosted walls on the front they used for their meetings to minimize prying eyes. A high table sat in the center with four chairs, along with a counter along the wall accompanied by bolted down bar stools. There was also a chaise lounge sitting further in behind the table. All pure white, like the inside. Reinhart sat down in the chaise and stretched out.

“Once the environment cooperates, we will have to find out how many survivors are out there. A true census is key to our success.”

Omar walked to the far end of the room and leaned against the wall. He nodded before speaking.

“I’m sure there will be some resistance to change. We need to give them an incentive.”

“For what?” Jankowski huffed. “We are all lucky to be alive. That said, there has to be some organization in place.”

“Get society back on track. Establish community and trade,” Reinhart said.

“I’m sure that’s what every human wants,” Omar added.

“And what about the aliens and the hybrids?” Reinhart asked

There was a long silence as the three men contemplated individually.

“I don’t think it matters, at this point. We’re all in the same boat,” Omar finally said.

“I think we need to prepare for the worst,” Reinhart stated.

“What do you mean?” Jankowski asked.

“You’ve seen those horrid post apocalyptic movies from the late twentieth and early twenty first century. That could be what’s out there. A lot of the information brought back confirms there are a few territories like that.”

“We can deal with that,” Reinhart spat. “We have a damn arsenal with us and the locations for more if necessary.”

“Unless they found them first.”

Omar traced circles on the white table as he stared at the wall before him. He had set a small chip on the table and an updated map of the area glowed on its surface.

“Let’s tackle that when the time comes. One of our scouts detected a strong energy signature during his investigation. For now, we need to find out where it came from.”

“Yes,” Jankowski sneered. “That signature could only be one thing.”

“A facility.” Reinhart finished the thought.

Brows furrowed; their expressions grew dark. During the last stages of the evacuation all the world leaders were informed of the facilities locking down, some plunging into the deep depths of the ocean, refusing to engage in the fight. Facilities had advanced technology not known to the public, and the New World Order needed a communications network. If whoever was running that facility didn’t offer it up willingly, they would take it by force.

“Spread the word,” Reinhart ordered. “We seek out the facilities and any other sections that may have advance capabilities.” He tapped the image on the table. It zoomed in on a spot marked with a red symbol indicating the energy source. “Which one are you?”
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The scout crawled up to the edge of the hillside, view goggles attached to his face, and zoomed in on the small patch of single story buildings with string lights around them. People roamed along the narrow pathways. Each shelter was made of metal scraps salvaged from fallen battle ships. The insignias were still visible on a few with scorch marks covering them. Taut lines filled with pieces of clothing ran across the tops connecting the corners of the shelters.

A trio consisting of two men and one female moved with purpose down the alley, shoving women and children on the verge of starvation out of the way. They wore a range of bone necklaces, leather attire and war paint on their faces. It was just as Omar had predicted. Straight out of one of those films from the previous era. There were other small groups like them scattered throughout the region and the scout assumed they were patrols.

He zoomed in a bit more and saw they also had weapons. Makeshift, from what looked like damaged and discarded weapons, but no less dangerous. As proof, one of the men shot a crate of goods for fun. The crate exploded, sending mush flying everywhere. A waste of food. The three laughed and continued their stroll. When he turned to the left, he saw a lookout tower sitting low on the edge of the town and cursed. A man with similar goggles was staring right at him. As the man gave a rotten tooth grin, he raised a small cylinder to his lips and blew into it. A loud shrill permeated the air and all the leather clad hordes within the town stopped what they were doing. 

The scout hurried the fifty yards back to his transport. He climbed in, engaged the engine and hit the thrusters at full. From the rearview camera, he could see a line of vehicles already giving chase.

Shit that was fast.

The only way they could have mobilized so quickly was if they were already locked and loaded. There were obviously a few areas he couldn’t see from his scouting position. He took a good look at their gear. Modified transporters with weapons mounted on the hoods. The glowing amber of the lead vehicle’s cannon made him swerve to evade the shot. It hit the ground close to the transport, sending it careening sideways. Not willing to give up yet, he switched the controls to manual and corrected the vehicle’s trajectory.

Up ahead was the portable command center fully equipped with land to air combat weapons. Pristine and white, it stood out like a sore thumb. Technicians scattered around working on equipment turned to the sound of his approach. The scout hit the thrusters for more output and widened the distance between himself and his pursuers. As he sped into the command center’s open hangar, the attackers unleash a barrage of fire power. The unit’s shield came up, blocking the assault. His pursuers made sharp one hundred and eighty degree turns to retreat right before the unit returned fire.

Too late.

An arc of blue energy shot out and engulfed the enemy. The mid-section of their vehicles disappeared with searing particles floating in the air while the screams were cut off by a second blast of fire. Some of the enemy flailed about, their bodies resembling torches, before falling to the ground. The scout smirked then got out of his transport.

“What the hell were those?” The maintenance tech coming towards him asked.

“Survivors,” he replied.

“Fuck me. I’m staying inside.”

“Good idea.” The scout walked through the secondary doors that led to the communications room. He needed to report to the leaders.

****
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Jankowski read the scout’s report and slammed his fist down on the glowing table before him. His two colleagues sat still on opposite sides of him waiting for his anger to subside. They had convened to their usual spot in the meeting room and went over all the reports for the day.

“Goddamnit, they got weapons!”

“Of course they do,” Omar said. “We expected as much.”

“Or did you think they were going to go primitive and have pistols?” Reinhart snorted.

“This is not amusing!” Jankowski snapped.

“Are you done?” Omar asked calmly. When there was no answer, he continued. “We have a new lead on the facility the other team found.” He tapped on the map displayed on the table and zoomed in on a live feed.

Well, aren’t they bold? Reinhart said silently.

“They’re not hiding at all,” he said.

“No. I think we should establish some dialogue and let them know our agenda.”

“And if they refuse? I hate to be the one beating a dead horse here,” Omar said.

“We’ll have to think of some kind of failsafe strategy,” Jankowski replied.

“Because if the rogue survivors have advanced weapons, that facility has a way bigger arsenal than we have on hand,” Reinhart added.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Mecca
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Professor Veronica Headland stood with both hands planted firmly on her sleek white desk as she leaned forward, staring out the curtain windows of her office. She let her hair fall over one shoulder while her gaze perused the flow of traffic outside. Her facility was one of the few that remained occupied above ground, her decision, while others went down in the ocean. The new shield system created before the war had held against the onslaught and allowed her to build up a stronghold.

A rainbow sheen glimmered across the dome barrier as muted sunlight cast down creating a stark contrast to the desolate terrain surrounding its perimeter. Within its confines stood a cluster of white buildings, pristine, state of the art. Monorails crisscrossed connecting each one as they carried people in uniform to their destinations. None of the inhabitants looked towards the outside. After ten years, the sky was clearing up. The sun finally penetrated the red clouds and revealed the aftermath of the war. It was not an appealing sight. The charred ground barely held together. Dirty rain had created black mud that clung to any surface it encountered. It was even harder to get off skin and clothes.

Displayed on her desk’s surface was a report from one of her own investigators. Scouts were being sent out from every sector, making sure not to step on each other’s toes. It was too early in this stage to start a fight without first knowing your opponents. She had read the file numerous times and still could not believe it. On the other hand, she wasn’t entirely surprised.

That didn’t take long, she thought.

When the rain came and cleared away some of the red clouds allowing inevitable sunshine, she knew a faction of world leaders would come crawling out of the ashes in search of dominance. They saw the potential for a new world do over. She found them to be arrogant and greedy. A request to turn over her systems to the new order was attached to the file and she had hit the decline icon without a thought. Her swift response would bring an even quicker one from the sender.

They’ve learned nothing!

Her commlink chimed and a second screen appeared on the desk. She hit the connect icon and one of her former colleagues, a scientist now siding with the elite leaders’ agenda, came into view.

“Veronica,” he said coyly. “Beautiful as ever.”

“What do you want?” She asked bluntly.

He frowned then seemed to brush it off.

“How combative. No need for that. I wanted to offer you a chance to join our cause.”

“I’ve already sent a reply telling you no.”

“Yes, but you see,” he leaned forward, “you are not taking in consideration the perks.” His eyes narrowed then. “Or, the consequences if you continue to refuse.”

“Is that so?” She straightened her posture. “There are no perks, in my opinion. And, what do you think your group can do to me?”

“We will tear that little slice of paradise you call a facility apart. You will have no choice but to turn your communications network and all resources over to the new regime.”

“You’re forgetting something.”

“Oh?” His eyebrows lifted playfully.

“The Litigator.”

This time her former colleague’s face turned red and his brow furrowed.

“We will take care of him. Then there will be no issue.”

“No one is taking my facility. End of story.”

“Don’t be naïve. You’re nothing but a bunch of lab techs with no combat training. There’s no other option for you.”

“If you come here, I guarantee you will lose.”

“I was trying to be nice, us having worked together back before all this. You’ve been warned, Veronica.”

The screen went blank and Veronica let out a heavy sigh. She looked back out at the sky.

The Litigator.

A being capable of negotiating with the planet itself and causing harm to every living thing while resurfacing Earth. The initial goal was to have him fix the ecosystem but as the war went on, it became clear he had a different idea in mind; the complete eradication of humans. He was out there somewhere contemplating humanity’s fate in favor of saving only the planet. His argument was that Earth would thrive much better without humans. She also had a plan to stop him but hers didn’t include murder. He could be reasoned with; she was sure of it. The only problem was time.  The new faction of leaders would not wait to move and attack her facility along the way. She needed to get to him first. She needed someone she could trust to make the journey to his last coordinates.

The office doors slid open and her personal assistant, Dr. Alicia Stern came in. The woman was a smaller version of Veronica with similar convictions. She walked over briskly, her white lab coat swaying with the motion. The strike of her military style black boots was muffled by the floor’s sound absorbing material. She pushed her black rimmed glasses back on the bridge of her nose and stopped a few feet from Veronica. The woman didn’t need them anymore following mandatory vision correction when she was in combat training but wore them for nostalgia sake. Her five-foot six frame was nearly dwarfed by her boss’ five eleven height.

“I have gone over the personnel data you asked for,” she began.

“And?” Veronica asked as she turned around to face her.

“I think those self-appointed world leaders are in for a rude awakening. What made them think we were all just useless civilians?” She smirked. “I’ve been known to cut a throat or two back in the day.”

“I am well aware.” Veronica rested her butt on the edge of her desk. “I need someone to find the Litigator. They plan to kill him.”

Alicia scoffed.

“As if they could.”

“They must have found a way.”

That made her assistant purse her lips.

“If that’s the case, then we should hurry.”

“But who? Who can I trust with such a task?” Her fingers gripped the edge, making her knuckles go white.

“Someone unattached but willing to do your bidding,” Alicia answered, shrugging.

Veronica gave her an exasperated look and bobbed her head, shrugging herself.

“I’m sure you’ll figure it out. Do you want a copy of the data?” Alicia held up the tiny microchip.

“No. Keep it. You’re better at assigning those kinds of things.”

Her assistant smiled and turned back to leave. When she was in the corridor, the doors slid shut. Veronica walked around to the other side of her desk and stood at the window. Her assistant’s words replayed in her head.

Unattached and willing to do my bidding.

Countless residents were beholden to her for letting them stay in the facility. None of them could be categorized as loyal. Everyone had their own agendas. She had nothing to offer in the form of compensation other than what they already acquired.

A thought ran through her head, shocking her. With eyes wide, she mulled it over and felt a bit ill. Over the decades she had birthed and engineered multiple children with her seed and top candidates of compatible DNA. Of the four who were incubated in her private lab all despised her; except one. Xander. He seemed to not dwell on his beginnings, taking advanced courses and using the combat training simulator. A beautiful boy in her eyes, even though she had only seen him on a few occasions.

She thought about how little she interacted with her children and that hurt. The advancement of science to win the war had taken precedence. She wanted to leave a legacy in case she was taken out by her enemies. That meant her children would be in the care of others who were under no obligation to love them. With the war over, she had switched to survival mode. Now she had to deal with delusional power-hungry men. Time to change her views. Tapping the desk to put the screen in sleep mode, she headed out of her office and down the corridor to her private common area.

The area was designated only for personnel under her direct command and those with blood ties. She allowed her children and the workers to have friends visit so at times, the common area was brimming with people. Still, they made up less than one percent of the facility’s population.

On a window seat near the far end is where she caught sight of him. With one leg bent on the ledge and the other hanging off, Xander was in a relaxed position at his usual spot. He held a tablet a few inches from his face and she could see he was reading a digital book. His body was long with lean muscle like that of a runner. Jet black hair fell in slight waves across his shoulders. She watched his golden colored eyes rapidly scan the screen, his lips pressed together in earnest.

Two of her other children walked past him. A taller brother and sister with dark brown hair and bulkier frames. The brother, Caleb was the one closest to him carrying a drink. Without warning, the drink was tossed on Xander, its contents landing on his bodysuit and streaking the window. To her surprise, he merely sat up, wiped the excess from microscales of the black bodysuit and tablet before leaning back against the ledge. The two siblings snorted and continued walking. Her daughter, Christine, caught her stare and frowned, tugging Caleb. They both gave her a nasty look as they left the area.

They won’t forgive me.

Her mind made up, Veronica turned and went back to her office. There was so much she needed to prepare before sending him on such a dangerous mission. Only her assistant would know the details of the mission. He had to make it back alive, no matter what. She felt the need to fix their relationship.

After two days of haggling with Alicia about logistics and threat assessments, Veronica was finally satisfied with the plan. She plopped down in her office chair and exhaled loudly, letting her head fall back. She stayed like that for a while before sitting up straight and tapping the commlink icon on her desk.

A woman appeared on the screen.

“Good afternoon, Professor Headland. What can I do for you?”

“Send Xander to my office. Please make sure he is not followed.”

“Will he not need an escort?” Her expression became dubious.

Her children were not permitted to roam her area without armed guards. There had been many incidents where they attacked her unprovoked. That said, the one she was requesting never did such a thing. He was always quiet, never moving from where he stood like a soldier at ease.

“No. Send him alone. You will tell no one, understand?”

“Of course, Professor.”

“Thank you.”

She disconnected the feed and settled back in her chair to wait. There was a knock on the door before it slid open and her son walked in. He was indeed beautiful. She nearly caught her breath at the sight of him. The same features as his father, tall and slender, with her face. A few feet from the desk, he stopped, appearing uncomfortable.

“Please, sit. I’m not going to hurt you.”

“I know. I’m just nervous.” His voice was a soft alto that made her heart skip.

“Why?”

“You never really talk to me, or the others. I’m never sure how to react.”

Veronica gave him a pained smile.

“And, I regret that. I want to get to know you better.”

“But right now, you need me to do something for you.” He said it nonchalantly.

She motioned for him to come closer and reached over her desk to remove his arms from behind his back then grabbed both his hands.

“Please know, I do not want to do this. I would rather have one of the combat soldiers do it. But...”

“You can’t trust them.”

Veronica let go of his hands and stood, walking around the desk to his side. She cupped his face in her hands.

“I will tell you why this task is important.” Veronica let go and sat on the edge of her desk. “The Litigator is willing to manipulate the planet for its survival at our expense. Any more global seismic shifts  would be catastrophic since we have barely recovered.  I want to negotiate with him to come up with a better solution. I may not get the chance if a faction of world leaders have their way.” Her fingers came up to form quotation marks as she said it.

“World leaders?” He asked. “According to who?”

“Themselves. They want to dominate the world. Restore order. And, kill the Litigator.”

“But, why? He can just as easily fix parts of the planet.”

“Because like me, they don’t trust many people, least of all aliens.”

“You want me to find the Litigator. How am I supposed to convince him?”

“However you see fit. Come.”

Veronica slid off the desk and walked towards the door. She stopped and waited for him to follow. Together they walked into the corridor and down to the end where a lift sat opened
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