
  
    Chapter 8


    “Trust me. A woman knows these things.”


    “Can we just do this, please?”


    Janet moderated her grin as I pressed the buzzer on the door to Oksana Lenova’s apartment. Our IDs had got us past the concierge downstairs, but access to her home would need to be voluntary in the absence of a warrant. She lived in the Cormorant Apartments penthouse suite, a place that I calculated would have cost about a thousand times my annual salary. She answered the door promptly enough, presumably forewarned by the concierge. I knew Athena had been spot on the moment I saw her face, pretty much a feminine version of Mr Mac with slightly higher cheekbones. She was dressed casually in a loose shirt and slacks, cool gaze switching from my ID to Janet’s without much of a reaction, though I noticed how pale her knuckles were as she held the door open.


    “Ms Lenova?”


    She gave a slow nod.


    “My name is Chief Inspector Alex McLeod, Lorenzo City PD. This is my colleague, Dr Janet Vaughn. May we speak to you, please?”


    I saw her knuckles whiten further at the mention of my name before she released the door and stepped back, voice faint as she said, “Sure.”


    The penthouse was all open plan, three tiers of comfort and luxury surrounded by a glass wall affording views of the parks and lakes that characterised the mid Yins. She led us to a couch and gestured for us to sit, though she remained standing with her arms crossed and her back to the view.


    “You have a beautiful home,” Janet told her.


    Oksana Lenova inclined her head at the compliment before turning to me. She started to speak, stopped to clear her throat then tried again. “Is he dead?”


    I didn’t bother asking who she meant, realising this was a moment she’d been expecting for a long time. “Why would you ask that?” I asked instead.


    “He said if you ever appeared on my doorstep it would probably be to tell me he was dead.”


    “It seems he was wrong. As far as I know he’s still very much alive. Though I would like to talk to him.”


    “Arrest him, you mean.”


    “He has done some terrible things, ma’am. Or didn’t you know that?”


    She crossed her arms tighter and turned to face the view, raising her gaze to the faux-sky above. Yin Twelve featured a holo array in its ceiling programmed to render blue skies and clouds throughout daylight hours. At night it would gradually fade to a starlit sky. Like a lot of things about life this side of the Axis, I found the sheer pointless expense of the thing disgusting.


    “I know he has lived outside the law for many years,” she said. “He hasn’t provided details and I have never asked.”


    “But you are aware of his fugitive status?”


    She didn’t turn. “Do I need a lawyer?”


    “You worry for your brother, don’t you, Ms Lenova?” Janet interjected, all kindly sincerity, voice pitched to a soothing tone. “The constant dangers of his life. It wears on you, I see that.”


    Oxana’s mouth curled a little in amused dismissal as she glanced over her shoulder at Janet. “I already have a therapist, thank you.”


    “We haven’t advised you of your rights,” I told her. “Anything you tell us is inadmissible as evidence.”


    “And I assume that’ll change if I refuse to talk to you.” I didn’t say anything and watched her head sag a little. “He said when you eventually turned up to tell you everything I knew. I could trust you, he said.”


    “He was right about that.”


    She turned and moved to an armchair, settling into as relaxed a posture as she could, arms on the rests and legs crossed. “What do you want to know?”


    “When was your last contact with your brother?”


    “Six months ago. He sent me a birthday gift, something he’s done every year since our father died.”


    “What was it, this gift?”


    She nodded to something behind me and I turned to regard a row of framed paintings on the wall. Janet rose from the couch and went to take a look, issuing small gasps of surprised delight as she checked each one in turn. “Charles Rennie Mackintosh,” she said, glancing back at Oksana. “Original watercolour designs, if I’m not mistaken.”


    “I’m a student of design,” the woman replied. “John is always very thoughtful in his gifts.”


    “These are exquisite,” Janet said, returning her gaze to the pictures.


    “And stolen?” I asked.


    “Certainly not,” Oksana snapped. “Each one was legally bought at auction. I have bills of sale and provenance for each picture.”


    “I’m guessing dear old John didn’t deliver these by hand,” I said.


    “They always arrive by special courier. I haven’t seen him in person for nearly three years.”


    “I’ll need an exact date and location for the meeting. And details of how it was arranged.”


    “It wasn’t. Whenever I see him he just turns up unannounced. I was having a cappuccino at a cafe in Yasmin Park and there he was.” A fond smile played over her lips. “‘Sorry it’s been a while, sis,’ he said. We spoke about… nothing that would interest you, I’m sure. It was shortly after my divorce, I think he was worried about me.”


    “The circumstances of the divorce,” I said. “Would you say it was ugly?”


    “What divorce isn’t? My husband and I had been distant from each other for years. The separation was amicable enough, though it didn’t feel that way at the time.”


    “Was your husband ever abusive?”


    “No.” She angled her head at me, eyes narrowing. “You seem to be asking me the same questions he did, Inspector. And to anticipate your line of enquiry, to the best of my knowledge my ex-husband is alive and well. He remarried and took up an executive position with a Downside bank a year ago.”


    I glanced around at the penthouse. “The settlement pay for all this?”


    “There was no financial settlement. At my late father’s insistence, my husband signed a very binding pre-nup.”


    “You inherited your father’s wealth?”


    “Half of it, yes. The remainder, the half that would have been John’s, went to various charities.”


    “I hate to be indelicate, ma’am, but the circumstances of your birth…”


    “My mother met my father whilst working as a maid in his home,” she said in a tone that was equal parts defiant and defensive. “They loved each other very much. He was unable to extricate himself from his marriage to John’s mother for various reasons, both business and personal. Her family were very well connected politically.”


    “When did John find out about you?”


    “I don’t recall a time when he didn’t know. We were practically raised together. Mama loved him like a son, you see. Mrs McAllister wasn’t around much, her career always came first. On the surface it may appear sordid and tawdry, a rich man keeping his mistress and child a secret for so long, whilst they live under his roof no less. But I grew up in a happy home, Inspector. I wanted for nothing, had a family that loved me and ensured I had an excellent education. John went off to university then took an executive position in McAllister Industries, and Papa fully expected me to follow him. The future was bright for both of us. Then the war started.”


    She fell silent, her face clouding with sadness. “He told me you were comrades, you fought side by side.”


    “We did, for a time.”


    “Did he ever tell you why? What made him run off to join the resistance?”


    Because he enjoyed killing, I didn’t say. A slumming rich kid with a license to slaughter. It was apparent that the Mr Mac I knew was not the rarely seen brother she loved. “No,” I said instead. “He hardly spoke about his past.”


    “You remember how it all started? The event that led to the formation of the UN Orbital Intervention Force and allowed Federal Security to declare martial law.”


    “The Seven Hells.”


    “Yes. Aptly named, weren’t they?”


    She had that right. Seven simultaneous atrocities committed on the most populous habs in orbit. For once the Yin levels had gotten the worst of it, a Sarin gas cloud pumped into the ventilation systems of Yin Nineteen to Twenty-Two. Four hundred people died and two thousand more suffered permanent impairment. By any rational metric, the war started that day.


    “Mama and Papa were holidaying at his lodge in the Yin Nineteen forest park,” Oksana went on. “Mama… died instantly. Papa spent the better part of a year in intensive care. John…” She gave a helpless shrug. “John went crazy. UNOIF were quick to blame separatist terrorists, of course, but everyone knew that was a lie. John told me to take care of papa and disappeared. I didn’t see him again for four years.”


    “Did he tell you he deserted? Just before the Langley Raid. He was supposed to be running overwatch for my team. The operative who replaced him was cut in half by a tactical laser.”


    “He told me his flirtation with ideology was over. He had… other interests these days. I know he felt regret, especially about your wife. But he also said his many brushes with death had cured him of any suicidal impulses.” She met my gaze squarely. “He also said you were most likely going to kill him one day. He protected you because he wanted a friend to be the one who pulled the trigger.”


    “I am not his friend.” I glanced over at Janet, now scanning the McIntosh watercolours with her smart. “Got it all?”


    “Oh yes.”


    I rose from the couch. I could have kept at it for hours, pushing until she spilt something useful, but somehow knew it would be a fruitless exercise. I’d put a surveillance team on her in the unlikely event Mr Mac turned up again. Also probably pointless; he’d know I’d been here and darling sis was now off limits.


    “You won’t be seeing him again,” I said. “Unless it’s via a visiting room window.”


    She stared up at me, eyes moist now. “You know he won’t let that happen.”


    “I do.”


    “He’s a bad man. I know he has done awful and unforgivable things. But I’ve never been able to hate him.” She blinked and a tear traced down her familiar cheekbone. “I guess we have that in common, Inspector.”

  


  
    Chapter 9


    “She wasn’t lying,” Janet said, reading her smart. “About the Mackintoshes. All purchased at public auction in the last decade. Anonymous bidder in every case, as you might expect.”


    I nodded, saying nothing and watching the cartoon playing out on the tunnel wall beyond the pipe carriage window. The Yin-side pipe network had hand-drawn animation cells every ten yards so that as the carriage streaked by the passengers were treated to a comic vignette or two. This one was vaguely recognisable, a recreation of some ancient 2D in which a cat and a mouse were locked in endless slapstick conflict, some of it insanely violent. Is that how he sees us? I wondered as the cat took yet another mallet to the head. Me chasing around after him forever. The cunning mouse always out-thinking the dumb but relentless cat.


    “She wasn’t entirely honest though,” Janet went on. “About the amicable divorce, I mean.”


    “Hubby turned up dead after all?”


    “No, but court records show he contested the pre-nup, on grounds of mental cruelty inflicted by his wife’s continual and flagrant adultery. Seems Oksana wasn’t shy about pursuing her recreational activities. Rich people get bored, I guess. Weird thing is, hubby drops his suit only two days after filing it and quickly finds himself a job down the well.”


    “Big bro looking out for little sis. I doubt she asked him to.”


    “For a psychopathic personality he seems to have a bit of a sentimental streak.”


    “Yeah, and I once arrested a multiple rapist who was very nice to his pet parakeet. Sentimentality doesn’t mean shit.”


    My smart buzzed out the urgent chirp of a Department call, Leyla’s ID flashing on the screen. “Yeah?” I said, ignoring Janet’s grin.


    “Struck lucky with the goon hunt, boss,” Leyla said. “Found Ignacio Fuentes holed up in a laundry on Yang Six. The owner snitched him out, think he’s tired of the pizza boxes piling up.”


    “Good. I’ll have a covert surveillance team there in an hour. Get Timor to put it out, his snitch network’s better than mine. Besides, if it comes from me Mr Mac will know it’s a set-up.”


    “OK. One other thing. The Rybak case, that phrase you wanted me to research.”


    “You got something?”


    “No firm point of origin but it did flag up on a Downside homicide this AM. Mass shooting on one of those aquatic habs. Looks pretty nasty, over a dozen killed. The local Demons took the perp down. I’m linking to a vid that captured the whole thing. He’s shouting the same thing Rybak said just before Corvin did his wolfman act.”


    From light we are born to light we return.


    “I’m thinking some kind of murder cult,” Leyla was saying. “Buncha loons get together on the net and plan the ultimate killing spree. If so, we’ll see more of these.”


    “It’s a possibility,” I said. “Leave it with me. Concentrate on Fuentes.”


    “Sure. But promise me I’ll be lead when we work this other thing.”


    I heard Janet suppress a giggle and said, “Not in the promises game, Inspector. Get to work.”


    I placed a Pol-net contact request to the lead investigator on the Downside killing spree and glanced up to see Janet’s reflection in the carriage window, still giggling.


    


    Riviera had named her the Aguila, a title that didn’t quite match her appearance. She was a converted military surplus Samson Class freighter, bulked out with enlarged plasma nacelles and an expanded cargo bay that did little to enhance her brutally functional looks. Riviera had cashed in his entire savings portfolio to buy her, even then he only managed to meet the asking price thanks to a loan from yours truly. It wasn’t an entirely altruistic gesture; I had a favour to ask at the time.


    “Still can’t get used to it,” Lucy said, greeting me at the cargo bay ramp with a warm hug before drawing back, frowning as she scanned my face. “Admit it, you were way hotter as a scumbag.”


    “This is Janet,” I said, stepping back. “Janet, meet Lucy, pilot and first mate of the Aguila.”


    “So I finally get to meet the missus, huh?” Lucy ignored Janet’s hand to give her a hug of her own.


    “Not quite,” Janet told her, offering a sympathetic smile as Lucy released her. “Sorry for your loss. Ceres must have been a terrible experience for all involved.”


    “It’s OK,” I told Lucy as she frowned, unsure of how to respond. She had been left in absolutely no doubt about the consequences of ever speaking about Ceres. “She does that.” I nodded at the open cargo bay. “He in?”


    “’Course.” She turned and started up the ramp, gesturing for us to follow. “He hardly ever leaves the ship when we’re in dock.”


    


    “It’s all over.” Riviera had taken on a few additional mods since Janet last met him, sturdier prosthetics to cope with life outside the forgiving micro-grav of the Axis and a miniature lidar array grafted onto his sonar eye-implants so he could see in vacuum. It was all second-hand tech, a couple of years behind the state-of-the-art, making him resemble a human personification of his ship; a patched up old warhorse refusing to retire. He sat at the flight-engineer’s station in the Aguila’s cramped bridge, miniature soldering iron in hand and one of his legs in his lap as he tinkered with a servo on the knee joint.


    “Over and done, years ago,” he went on, barely glancing up. “What good will raking it up do?”


    “History is the greatest teacher,” Janet replied. “If people truly understand what happened perhaps they can avoid the same mistakes. Future generations…”


    “Future generations will wonder why a bunch of primativas went to war over a collection of floating scrap iron. People are already forgetting. Ask her.” He jerked his head at Lucy. “Doesn’t know shit about the war and doesn’t want to.”


    “I know enough,” Lucy muttered, turning back to the hatchway. “Gonna check the plasma relays.”


    “I did that this morning,” Riviera snapped.


    “Then I really do need to check them.” She swung herself onto the ladder and climbed out of view.


    “Colonel,” Janet said. “You have a unique perspective on the major events of the war. Some accounts credit you with ensuring a CAOS victory…”


    “Victory?” He rasped out a laugh, smoke rising from a small patch of solder. “That what it was?”


    Janet started to speak again, falling silent as I touched her shoulder with a slight shake of the head. “Lucy working out OK?” I asked him, drawing a suspicious scowl.


    “Well enough.”


    “Bullshit. She’s the best pilot on the Slab and you know it, earning less than half the salary she could be if she had any idea how valuable her skill-set is. How is business, anyway? Whilst I’m here I should really get a detailed report on my investment.”


    He stared up at me, the lidar on his sonar array blinking on and off, presumably as the targeting system responded to an increased adrenaline level. Securing Lucy a berth had been part of the reason for my loan, the other was knowing how much being in my debt would piss him off.


    After a few seconds his lidar stopped blinking and he turned to Janet, growling his assent.


    “I’ll leave you to it,” I said, making for the hatch.


    


    “She seems nice.”


    “She is.”


    I watched Lucy tap a code into a readout on the main plasma reservoir, issuing a soft tut of disapproval at the results. “He still thinks point 92 efficiency is good enough,” she said. “Wouldn’t last long in the Belt with an attitude like that.”


    “How’s school?” I asked. She’d been taking online courses recently, trying to get a General Education Certificate, the precursor to obtaining a full pilot’s license rather than the provisional one she held just now. The immunity deal I’d negotiated for her included a proviso that she remain on the grid and free of any criminal activity.


    “Boring as shit, for the most part.” She moved on to the CO2 tank that powered the secondary thrusters. “Like the sciencey and engineering stuff though. Got an A on my last physics exam. Guess there’s something to be said for growing up around fusion reactors.”


    “That’s good. Once you get your GEC you can start looking for a proper job.”


    “I like it here. He’s a mean old doofus, but he lets me get on with piloting this tub around. Plus I haven’t killed anyone in well over a year.”


    “I met Othin Vargold yesterday, case I’m working on. Says they’ve finally got a name for the big kahuna.”


    “Yeah?” She looked up from the CO2 readout, eyes suddenly bright with interest. Like many in her line of work she had a keen interest in Astravista’s grand design.


    “The Jason Alpha. It’s from Greek myth.”


    She snorted. “That’s all kinds of dull.”


    “Yeah, I thought so too.”


    “You buddy buddies with Vargold now?”


    “Hardly.”


    “So no chance of wangling me a job with Astravista?”


    “Thought you liked it here.”


    “For now. But a girl’s gotta think of her future.”


    “Get your GEC and I’ll see what I can do.”


    Lucy pouted and turned back to the readout. “She’ll be on her way to Proxima Centauri by then.”


    “At relativistic speeds. We’ll all be dead and gone by the time she gets back.”


    “No offence, Alex, but it’s a price worth paying. First ship to travel to another star. I mean, come on.”


    “It’s just a star. No Earth-like planets in orbit. No second eden.”


    “Who needs Earth? We’re a space-faring species now. As long as there’s a load of asteroids to bust up into habs and fuel, we can live anywhere.”


    My smart buzzed with a Pol-net ID and I climbed back down to the cargo bay to answer it. “DCI McLeod, right?” the female voice on the other end asked.


    “That’s me.”


    “Phaedra Diallo, Salacia Security.” Salacia was the aquatic hab where the mass killing went down.


    “Thanks for the call,” I said. “I guess you must be pretty busy right now.”


    “Forensic just started. We don’t have our own team so they had to be airlifted in from Bermuda. You got something for me?”


    “Possibly. It may seem tenuous but there could be a link between your perp and one we took down yesterday.”


    “He a mass-shooting maniac like our guy?” The words might be flippant but I could hear the tension in her voice, an octave or two short of outright shock. Massacres have a tendency to do that to people.


    “No, he was a splice, a shifter actually.”


    “Thought they were a myth.”


    “This Jed was all too real. We lost five of our people taking him down. He was wanted for the murder of Craig Rybak. That mean anything to you?”


    “Sounds familiar. Some Upside rich guy, right?”


    “He was the co-founder of Astravista.”


    “No shit. Can’t see any immediate link here. I mean our guy wasn’t a splice. We’re still working up a full ID. He was a recent arrival, so we don’t have a complete picture yet, but it’s clear he’s no one special. Just a loon who got up this morning and decided to wander around the main Salacia concourse killing people with a speargun.”


    “Your SWAT take him down?”


    “We don’t have SWAT. We have me and three other full time officers. I took him down.”


    First kill, I deduced, noting the shrill note she did well to moderate before it transformed into a sob. “He was shouting something on the vid I saw,” I said. “‘From light we are born…’”


    “‘To light we return.’ Yeah. What about it?”


    “Rybak said exactly the same thing just before he was killed.”


    A short pause. “Shit.”


    “Yeah. Do you have any idea what it means?”


    “Right now, I’m not sure I could remember my own smart ID.”


    She’s no Demon, I decided. Just an unlucky rent-a-cop. “I’m sending you our case file. I’d be grateful if you could look it over when you get the chance, cross ref with whatever your forensic team comes up with.”


    “Will do. Guess you expect me to reciprocate, huh?”


    “As long as it doesn’t conflict with local law. I know the aquatic habs have some pretty strict disclosure statutes.”


    “Screw that. You can have it all. It’ll take a few hours though.” She paused, a heavy sigh coming over the smart. “Two separate murders linked by the same phrase. Some sort of Pol-net alert seems appropriate.”


    “I’ll take care of it. You’ve got enough on your plate.”


    “Appreciated. And if you wanna come down here and run this thing, you’re more than welcome.”


    “Been down the well only once in my entire life. It was more than enough.”

  


  
    Chapter 10


    I left Janet with Riviera. They’d been talking for nearly three hours without pause and the interview showed no signs of ending soon. I couldn’t remember him speaking so much at one time, but it seemed once she’d tapped the vein of his experience he couldn’t shut up. I took the pipe to Yang Six, spending the time putting together a Pol-net alert about the two potentially linked homicides and warning of possible copy-cats. I knew it would probably earn a sharp rebuke from Sherry once it flashed on her terminal, I was stepping pretty heavily on the toes of CAOS Defence after all, but my Demon instinct told me this case was far from over. Amongst many flaws, an inability to tolerate unfinished business had always been my biggest.


    Leyla and Timor were holed up in the upstairs store room of a defunct Immersion arcade. The recently launched MEC Immersion headband had, after some unfortunate initial publicity, finally made affordable, wearable immersion gear a reality, meaning all the hardcore gamers and porn-addicts could now safely waste their lives in the privacy of their own homes. A growing number of boarded up arcades was the most visible consequence, along with increased rates of obesity and sedentary lifestyle-related illnesses.


    “All quiet, Boss,” Timor said as I peered at his camera screen, the lens trained on the laundry opposite. It was titled the Santa Isabella Cleaning Emporium, Vintage Clothing a Speciality. Modern fabrics don’t need a great deal of cleaning, but a lot of the splice groups tended to favour more archaic garments. Vampirism in particular had seen an upsurge in the lace and leather trade.


    “Word went out just over four hours ago,” Timor went on.


    “How many informants?” I asked.


    “Just one. My best, and most discreet.”


    “Wonder who he’ll send,” Leyla said, sitting with her back to the wall as she checked her carbine.


    Would’ve been Nina Laredo in the old days, I knew. If he really wanted to make sure. But Nina was dead thanks to me, and if she was still around I doubted even Janet could have gotten anything out of her. I just had to hope her replacement was of a more flexible mindset.


    “Got anything to eat?” I asked.


    I sat in the corner eating boil-in-the-box noodles and going through the responses to my Pol-net alert, which consisted of the usual ads from private security firms and a lengthy message from a sheriff’s deputy in Idaho Territory insisting the two attacks were the work of ‘The International Jew-Nazi Cabal.’ Nice to know some things don’t change. Phaedra Diallo had also sent through the preliminary forensic report on the massacre along with a list of victims. The perp had been named as one Randall Schiffler, age twenty-two. No registered employment but initial checks showed a healthy balance in his financial accounts. He’d arrived on Salacia Hab only three days before, let out a mid-range apartment at what I would have considered an exorbitant rent and purchased a top of the range Nike speargun from a sporting goods store. The speargun had an innovative magnetically driven firing mechanism and a magazine capacity of twenty darts. Schiffler had managed to kill thirteen people before Phaedra put a bullet through his forehead from fifty yards. For a first kill made under extreme pressure it was an impressive shot. Preliminary research showed no link between Schiffler and any of the victims and he had no criminal record. The only tangible link to Rybak’s murder was the phrase.


    Lacking other leads I mentally reviewed Janet’s story and began a search for ex-employees of Haunai Genetics, coming up empty which was weird. Also, the company’s registration details appeared to have been purged of personnel data. A quick open source check was similarly fruitless, which was even weirder. I thought for a moment before uttering a soft curse, pulling Vargold’s smart from my pocket and calling the only number in the ID file. He answered within ten seconds.


    “Inspector. Good to hear from you.”


    “Your offer still good?”


    “Of course.”


    “Haunai Genetics, registered in Korea over three decades ago. I need to find any former employees, particularly the research staff. All my checks are negative. I thought, given your links to the Downside corporate sector…”


    “Leave it with me. You’ll have details on every employee within twenty-four hours.”


    “Thank you.”


    “I suppose asking how this links to Craig is pointless.”


    “To be honest, I’m not sure it does, yet anyway. There was something else, a mass shooting on Salacia Hab this morning. Maybe you saw it on the feeds.”


    “I did. You think there may be a connection?”


    “I think what happened to your friend could be part of something way bigger. Or we’re looking at the mother of all coincidences.”


    I noticed Timor shift, eyes snapping to the camera screen and head cocked as he listened to something in his ear-piece.


    “Gotta go, Mr Vargold,” I said. “Thanks for the help.”


    I shut down the smart and moved to Timor’s side. “Surveillance team has someone approaching the premises,” he said, then grunted a disappointed sigh. “Pizza guy, again.”


    I called up the feed from the surveillance team’s main camera, seeing a skinny figure slouching along the neighbouring street with two pizza boxes. “Same guy as the last time,” Timor said. “Bet it’s the same toppings too. Fuentes really needs to reconsider his life choices.”


    “He showed up twice in less than seven hours?” I asked.


    “Laundry owner says Fuentes is kind’ve a compulsive eater, ‘specially when he’s nervous.”


    “Gold One to Gold Three,” I said, addressing the surveillance team leader. “Intercept. Check those boxes. Extreme caution advised.”


    “Acknowledged.”


    I watched as the pizza guy came to a startled halt on the smart screen, eyes widening in shock at the sudden appearance of four Demons with weapons drawn. He dropped to his knees in response to a barked command and set the boxes down. One of the surveillance team moved closer and ran a pheromone sensor over the boxes. “No traces,” came the report, quickly supplemented by, “Anchovies and salami. Yum yum.”


    “X-ray,” I ordered. “And shit-can the humour.”


    The same Demon carefully set both boxes side by side then scanned them with a pen-sized x-ray unit. “Negative. No mechanicals or metals.”


    “Let him through,” I said. “All he has to do is make the delivery. Five hundred in green if keeps his nerve. Don’t want Fuentes getting antsy.”


    “Roger that.”


    There was a short delay before the pizza guy appeared, making for the laundry at a faster pace than I’d have liked, though his slouch was still in place. He rang the buzzer and managed not to fidget during the thirty seconds it took a somewhat agitated older man to answer the door. “That’s the owner,” Leyla told me. “Wanted to bolt, but we threatened to get the commerce board to pull his shop-licence for harbouring a known criminal.”


    The door closed and the pizza guy began to slouch away. I was about to return to my corner for more research when I noticed the pizza guy’s step was even faster than it had been on approaching the door. I reached for the camera, zooming in on a pale and sweaty face, eyes wide and plainly terrified.


    “Shit!”


    I ran for the door, barking
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