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Colonists caught such entertaining diseases,
whole new spectra of infection developed on the long journey back
to civilised medical care. The preserved corpses of those who
failed to survive the trip were the most outlandish, but the still
living were interesting enough for Missra. This particular sickness
had symptoms of a luminescent green skin tone accompanied by the
unmistakable stench of decay. The affected could see, smell and
feel their own flesh rotting from their bones, and since they now
produced their own light they couldn’t even hide in the dark.

Missra could have hidden her glee had she
wished too but she made no attempt. Every bursting sore which laid
a new layer of pus onto the normally clean white hospital wall,
every machine whose hastening beeping presaged heart failure, every
sobbing relative brought her grim satisfaction since her death.
Nothing had cheered her as much as the sight of her enemies
suffering, and the colonists were certainly her enemy. It was a
good thing that her ghostly existence was tied to an inanimate
object with limited expressiveness, leaving her pleasure noticeable
only to experts who saw peculiar light reflections deep within the
jewels of her crown prison. Those experts were focussed on the
suffering patients, so Missra was left to feel however she
pleased.

Before her execution her cages had bars,
heavy stone walls and drugs to limit her powers. This new one was
more attractive but also more difficult to escape from, she had
been trying for a decade to no avail. Neither the freedom of her
father’s star-dwelling people, nor the ultimate rest of her
mother’s mortal folk was obtainable. Her only remaining hopes were
that a true death would follow naturally in the course of time, or
that she would out-exist her jailors and be freed by default.

It was a shame that, unlike her own
suffering, the pain of the hated colonists would be brief. As a
reward for their bravery in volunteering for placements on off
world colonies in the first place they were guaranteed the very
best of care if the worst happened. Which it did frequently, this
was the third colony destroying disaster this year. The very best
care still meant Missra, over a decade dead or not no purely human
medical treatment could compare with her power.

Sheania moved through the ward with studied
poise, carrying Missra along with her, tied to the crown which the
priestess wore in her golden hair. Those who could genuflected
manically as she passed, those who could not cowered as much as
they were able. In the twenty years since she had seized control of
the church Sheania had grown her influence to unstoppable heights.
Missra had been her last opponent of any vigour and was now reduced
to a vague bitter spirit haunting a piece of jewellery. She had
heard talk lately of declaring Sheania a goddess in her own right
rather than a mere half human sorceress, and even that might not
curb the woman’s ambition.

“Do you see what it is?” the high priestess’
voice was soft, she did not want to be overheard admitting
ignorance. She also did not want to be ignored and the question was
layered with magic compelling a response.

“Don’t you?” Missra’s reply was sarcastic,
and not particularly quiet. “I thought you were all knowing.” It
was petty, and Sheania only rolled her eyes. They both knew that
healing was not within her power. The patients were not aware of
this shortcoming in their idol, and those within earshot seemed
confused.

“We come to offer holy healing.” Sheania
announced to the room. “We shall lay hands on each of you, and you
will be made whole again.”

“Oh you and your royal we’s.” Missra grunted
to feel Sheania’s power spin her insubstantial form in a
whirlwind.

“Don’t make me make you.” The priestess
warned. “You know how it will end, so you might as well obey in the
first instance.”

“I enjoy their suffering.” More for spite
than feeling Missra refused to act. “They may as well die, being
dead turns out to not be so bad.”

The battle was short, even in life Missra
had little affinity towards imposing her will on others. Sheania
was the best there had ever been at getting her own way.

Healing had once brought Missra such
satisfaction that she had worked the longest hours possible in the
worst districts of the city with no reward but to know lives were
spared. She had been born with skills ensuring her wealth and
luxury even if she did nothing with them, so her actions had been
for pleasure alone. This was different, these were not the
suffering and grateful poor but hard people, fanatical in their
devotion to her hated murderer and jailor, willing to leave home
and family to take Sheania’s message to the stars. As the two women
worked their way down one side of the long thin room, then up the
other methodically healing each bed they passed Missra felt the
hardness of these patients sink into her, even as she pushed the
sickness out of them.

There seemed an endless supply of sickbeds,
by the time Missra had healed the last bed on her round the first
had been refilled with a new arrival. Sheania shot a questioning
look at the priest attending him.

“How many more?”

“A new vessel has returned, holiness.” He
was middle aged but Missra did not recognise him. He could be from
a different city, though his accent was local. Sheania had been
moving priests around a lot lately, Missra hardly ever saw the same
attendants twice.

“And they are sick as well?” Frustration
coloured Sheania’s tone. She needed the colonies to work, since
under her own restrictions her new empire did not produce enough
food to feed itself. If the colonies failed then her people would
starve, and she would be powerless to stop it. Yet they did fail,
and she knew her own policies made it less likely each would
succeed. To counter act this statistic she had seeded dozens at
once, waiting for the one which would take root.

“Yes, holiness, all are sick.” The priest
hesitated, “those who were not dead. The return journey is
particularly long from this site.”

“Bring all those who survive to us
here.”

“I’m not an endless supply!” Missra
protested loudly. The priest jumped but ran to give the instruction
anyway.

“You will heal until you cannot do more.”
Sheania moved to lay her hands on the new arrival, and the
methodical circuit of the room began again, and again, and
again.

Finally weariness conquered political
necessity and Sheania allowed herself to be persuaded to rest.
Missra feigned equal exhaustion until the priestess was sleeping.
Perhaps she was, after all, an endless supply of power now, without
her body to weigh her down.

It was pointless to heal these people. They
were being marched directly from the hospital to the ships which
would take them to the next identified planet, and they would be
moved on each time until they either died or found a new home they
could survive in. Once you volunteered there was no coming back
home. Maybe next time they’d catch something blue, or bloody, or
swift. Maybe they’d be the ones who died on the way back, or maybe
she’d see them cross her hands again before the year was out.

The healing was just another of Sheania’s
political stunts, a bribe to round up more volunteers and a symbol
of her ideology and intent. We reward adventurers now, as long as
they are pious in their voyages. We love nature and don’t use
farming or terra-forming techniques. We respect the purity of
species so we exile aliens and half breeds, or burn them. The
memory of flames lit before Missra’s eyes at this bitter thought,
the smell of her own flesh cooking, fat melting, smoking, Sheania
watching through the haze of heat. Hypocrite, the priestess was
just as alien as Missra was.

The door opened, allowing a thin ray of
light across the room, glinting on Sheania’s hair, on the jewels of
the crown. Missra blinked away the memory, surprised to find
herself looking down at the other woman, farther from the crown
than she had thought possible. A teenage boy carried a tray into
the dim chamber and set it down beside his mistress. As he released
it Missra noted that his hands were marked with what they now
called “Demon Sign”, each of his unusually long fingers carried an
extra knuckle. He bore no other signs of his alien heritage, the
pollution was probably two, even three generations back now. In her
lifetime such heritage would have led to expert schooling and
generous benefits. Now it marked him as a slave and meant he needed
to be careful to avoid the flames.

“My fingers were like that. I had more of my
father in me than you have mind, much more.” She hardly realised
she had spoken aloud until the boy started.

“Who are you?” he whispered, then frowned,
eyes darting nervously around the small dim room. “Where are
you?”

“To the first, my name is Almissrani Korba,
but most people call me Missra because that’s a mouthful.” Missra
grinned, or at least, imagines herself grinning. “To the second,
I’m here, obviously. I presume that I inhabit some sort of spirit
box which is tied to that crown over there. I haunt it, if you
will. I’m no expert on exactly how that was achieved.”

“I saw your execution.” The boy seemed
unnerved by her comments, and he did not offer his own name in
response. “My father made us all watch on the television. It looked
awful, I’d never seen someone die before.” He hesitated briefly.
“He said it would be quicker than you deserved, but it wasn’t quick
at all and he couldn’t watch the end. He turned the sound off and
picked up his book. I watched until the end.”

“Thank you.” It seemed the only response. He
can only have been five or six years old then, Missra thought. What
kind of man makes his pre-school son watch a woman be burned to
death? Did he imagine he could cure the boy of his own biology? Did
the boy inherit these signs from the mother then? Most likely she
would never see the boy again, and never know. “You should obey
her, and her followers,” her warning was likely unnecessary, but it
was all she could offer, “or you’ll end the same way.”

“Yes. That was father’s point.” The boy
bowed in the direction of her voice and let himself out, leaving
her to her thoughts.

How many of her people had fallen into line
behind Sheania? This boy was the first Missra had seen since her
death. She had assumed that friends, family and colleagues had
followed her to the flames, but maybe not. Maybe some had
surrendered to the indentured servitude Sheania had offered as an
alternative, partially forgiven because they were too valuable to
be killed if they were prepared to co-operate. Some may even have
been too valuable to be destroyed even if they wouldn’t co-operate,
perhaps they had shared her fate and now moved around as spirits
tied to various religious icons.

The food which the boy had delivered had
turned cold by the time Sheania awoke. Missra spent the intervening
time brooding in the darkness, wondering if she had endangered the
boy by speaking to him, whether she had been selfish to allow her
own need for some companion other than Sheania to overwhelm her
caution. The boy didn’t need to be attractive, clever, witty or
even nice, all he needed to be was not Sheania.

“Are you rested?” Sleep had restored
Sheania’s self-confidence, together with her arrogant tone.

“Yes.” No need to let her know just how
little rest Missra had needed.

“Then we begin again.”

The new round of patients was little
different from the first, except that the delay in application of
healing had left them time to develop even more bursting sores and
sickly light. The third in line was so far progressed as to be
glowing on the inside, causing a laser like explosion of light
whenever she opened her mouth, a green shine which only highlighted
that her teeth were clinging precariously to her rotting gums.

“This is the best natural light source I’ve
ever seen.” Missra commented dryly as Sheania cupped the woman’s
contorted face in her hands. “If you could control it you would
never need to pollute the atmosphere making artificial light
again.” It was a pet hate of Sheania’s that even in her revolution
she could not enforce darkness on the population, but nor could she
provide doctrinally acceptable light sources.

“Be healed.” Sheania blessed, only an angry
tightness to her eyes betraying that she had heard the ghost.

Missra obediently pushed her power out into
the woman but withdrew it again hastily. “Too late.” She warned, a
split second before the woman’s face split from temple to chin,
spattering Sheania and all her paraphernalia with small globules of
glowing fluid. The heart monitor alongside beat a final rapid tango
before stilling, the woman’s body falling back with an awkward thud
as Sheania recoiled.

“That’s new.” Missra sensed Sheania’s anger
at her flippancy and hastily cringed. How fickle she was that a few
days demonstration of her powers being stronger, and her cage less
confining, than she had thought could make her so bold. “I mean, I
think this one had a second different infection, one which is
resistant to my healing.”

“Either that or you are not as rested as you
claimed.” Sheania crossly wiped her face clear of gunk before
explaining to the distraught priests that she had been just too
late this time. Missra decided not to tell her that the pus was
surely infectious. She would figure it out soon enough and it would
be amusing to see.

The remaining patients were not as
troublesome, allowing Missra time to notice that several family
members, visitors and hospital staff were showing early signs of
the same infection. Now she looked she could see it clearly, but
they seemed oblivious themselves. Outwardly healthy, they walked
out through the unguarded doors into the city. A new shift of
nurses was arriving with the infection already causing them some
discomfort, they must have been infected yesterday, or was it the
day before?

Missra realised with a start that with this
degree of infectiousness some of those she had healed already would
have been re-infected before they got out of the building, from
associating with the staff or visitors. Unless her healing gave
them some temporary immunity they would have carried themselves off
onto their new ships towards new colonies, taking their sickness
with them. At least they wouldn’t have such a long journey back
once it was noticed.

“I wonder if anyone survives without my
healing.”

“Few,” Sheania acknowledged grumpily, “but I
think we’re on top of it now.” Missra held her peace, the worst was
barely started. One healer was never going to get on top of this.
She pushed her healing power into one patient after another
regardless, drops in the ocean by now. By the time they had circled
the room again the priestess was sure they had healed all the
afflicted and announced her intention to return to her chambers
across the city to rest.

“This is ruined.” Sheania’s voice was weary
as she scrubbed pointlessly at the drying stains which spoiled her
rich silk robes.

“Just think how many innocent worms lost
their lives creating your glorious outfit, only for you to destroy
it on its first outing.” Missra couldn’t help but jump in,
Sheania’s hypocrisy was never displayed as clearly as in her
fondness for fine fabric.

“It’s linen.” Sheania lied, waving off the
criticism. Though tired, she did not appear sickened, it would be
typical of Missra’s luck if the woman’s alien heritage gave her,
and her alone, immunity. They might then be left spending all
eternity with only each other to talk to.

Missra had travelled this route from the
hospital to the temple many times in her lifetime, it had been a
daily journey in the early days of her career. It had taken less
than an hour then, but under Sheania’s pollution restriction
policies the road was hopelessly congested and the journey took
three times as long. New vehicles were pegged to slower speeds,
which paradoxically had led to their being cheaper to produce.
There were so many more vehicles around that Missra doubted the
overall effectiveness of the policy.

She was startled at how few buildings she
recognised along the way, everywhere there were building sites or
towering apartment blocks where familiar landmarks had once stood.
The city was made over anew in Sheania’s image.

“If we cannot colonise then we shall have to
introduce breeding restrictions.” Sheania admitted softly, gazing
unhappily out at the gridlocked traffic and overbuilt surroundings.
“It is the only other way to match our needs to what the planet can
safely supply.”

The big cull coming up in the next few
months will ease the overpopulation substantially, Missra thought
sourly, but she said “You could always kill off anyone who is
particularly resource indulgent.”

“I already have, as you well know.”

“Only the ones who disagreed with you.”

“And then the ones who refused to give up
their lands. And then the ones who broke the law. And then the ones
who needed more than the state could provide. And then, and then,
and then.” Sheania sighed deeply as they pulled in to the temple in
gathering darkness. She alighted the vehicle and crossed the small
courtyard to enter her home by a small side door. “Had I known in
my youth the amount of blood which would be needed to wash away our
sins and leave us here, so close to a new beginning, I might have
baulked at the task.”

“You fool yourself,” Missra snorted, “it was
perfectly clear at the start how much blood would flow and many
people, myself included, told you so. You swore then to bleed and
burn your way through the human population until they learned to
live in harmony. Then you did it, for more than twenty years
now.”

Sheania lifted the crown from her head and
placed it in its resting place. “More than twenty years.” She
repeated, looking her age for the first time in Missra’s memory.
“Oh yes, much more than twenty. Sleep well old friend.” She closed
the doors to the cabinet, cutting off Missra’s offended shriek
denying any friendship between them.

At the best of times it was boring to sit in
the dark inside the cabinet, and now Missra chafed to know what was
going on outside it was even worse. She listened for any little
noise outside, but there was none, few had cause to pass by here.
She found it impossible to judge time without ever being weary,
hungry or thirsty, without seeing her nails or hair growing, or her
ribs beginning to show from starvation. All signs she had used to
count the days of her imprisonment while still alive, but useless
now. Alone with her thoughts it could be weeks that passed before
Sheania came back. Or years.

“I am missing time.” The soft sound of her
whisper echoed in the confined space. “It has been much more than
twenty years since Sheania rose to power, much more than ten since
my death. She does not take me out as often as I had thought.” When
said aloud it seemed just common sense, how else could she be so
constantly amazed at the speed of the changes Sheania wrought? The
population had exploded to the point of desperation. Not only were
there spaceships, but real projects to site colonies on other
worlds. The whole city had been rebuilt.

“Yet I am still here.” No normal haunting
would last more than a decade, Missra had been holding onto the
hope still that this natural deadline could free her, but clearly
it could not. “I’m getting stronger with time, not weaker.” The
thought was little comfort.

It was the boy from the hospital who opened
the cabinet. He looked unchanged, the same expression of practiced
indifference, the same poorly concealed pimples.

“How long has it been?” In future this will
be the first question I always ask, Missra promised herself.

“Eight days. You are needed again.” The boy
reached gingerly to pick the crown up in his slender fingers and
carried it deeper into the house.

“Why didn’t Sheania come to get me herself?”
Missra saw him wince as she said the name. “It’s not done to use
her name anymore is it?”

“Addressing the living goddess by her name
can lead you to uncomfortably warm places.” He confirmed.

“Ah. How long has that been going on?”

“The burnings? Yours was the first, just
over a century ago.” Missra winced but the boy just shrugged, this
was a fact of life to him. “It’s just population control nowadays,
they do a dozen a day in the central square.”

“It must be hard not to fall foul of one
rule or another.”

“Volunteer to go off world. They never burn
colonists, or the families they leave behind.” The boy lowered his
voice as they approached the main apartments. “I shouldn’t talk to
you, you make me careless.”

“Not intentionally.” Missra’s reply was a
white lie, she didn’t force him to speak but she would if she
needed to. Nearly a century ago? That would make Sheania nearly a
hundred and fifty years old, and still looking thirty. No wonder
they called her a living goddess.

There was a smell in the air here, familiar,
a mix of disinfectant and stale sweat. The smell of sickness.
Sheania was lying in state on a couch in her main audience chamber.
She was alone and looked irritable. It was a bit difficult to tell
through the green glow and lumpen pustules which overlaid her
expression. “You’re very slow,” she snapped at the boy, who simply
bowed and put the crown down within her reach.

“You look dreadful.” Missra made no attempt
to conceal her pleasure, in fact she added extra smugness for good
measure.

“You knew,” Sheania accused, “you knew it
was infectious, you had to have known.” Her angry words broke off
into hoarse coughing, the phlegm she spat sparkled in mixed green
and red droplets which she stared at in horror. The disease was in
her lungs.

Missra didn’t deny her knowledge, speaking
to the boy instead, “You should stay well back, you haven’t got it
yet and you don’t want it.” He scampered swiftly backwards and
stood as far away as he could without leaving the room. Sheania
glared at him malevolently and he looked everywhere but at her.

“Get on with it then.” She snapped.

“No, I don’t think so.”

“Don’t make me...” the threat was
interrupted by another fit of coughing.

“You can’t make me.” Missra pointed out the
obvious. “And it’s about time you let go anyway. How did you keep
me here a century?”

“Talkative, is he?” Sheania deflected the
question.

“Only to charming ghosts I’m sure. Answer
the question.”

“You will stay as long as I wish it.”

“Good. We’ll both be at peace soon then.”
Sheania just laughed spitefully, her cunning eyes narrowed, and
Missra sighed. “Don’t tell me, “death is only the beginning.’”

“The old spells are the best.” Sheania
surrendered enough to gurgle lengthily as the pustules in her lungs
burst to flood them with fluid, but otherwise her death was
anticlimactic. She returned almost immediately as a perfect, if
slightly translucent, copy of her young self, standing just to the
side of her own corpse and looking down at it disinterestedly.
Behind Missra the boy dropped to his knees in helpless awe, but his
goddess ignored him.

“I have centuries of work ahead of me to
keep these people in line. Those of them that survive the plague
you nicely failed to warn me of. And you, oldest friend, will
continue to do exactly what I need of you for as long as I need
you.”

There was no escape.












Date Movie


Jenna swung her second leg over the
windowsill and shuffled over so Kyle could join her. He spilled
some of the popcorn. “Careful.” She watched the puffs drift seven
storeys down onto the crowded sidewalk. “You salted that guy’s
hair.”

Kyle shrugged. “It was grey anyway.” He
stole the large soda and took a slurp through both straws. “Urgh.
This is diet.”

“You can get fat on your own time. Did you
bring your 3-d specs?”

He put the drink and popcorn down between
them and fished out compact binoculars. “You?”

She patted the sniper rifle resting on her
far side. “I have a scope if I need it. When does the feature
start?”

“Who knows? Depends how many adverts there
are.” He pointed to a crazed young man occupying a soapbox in the
park square below. “He might be a while.”

“That can’t be our guy. He’s not together
enough.”

“And this is why we get to wait and watch.
Not enough evidence to arrest for intent.”

“We’re being unprofessional. Our guy’s going
to spot us up here and bolt.”

“You say that like preventing the zombie
apocalypse is a bad thing.”

“I won’t get to shoot the undead.” She knew
she was pouting and exaggerated it until he laughed. “Really, how
many chances do you get to do that?”

“I’m a bit surprised we got this one. Is
Glinda the Good on holiday?”

Jenna frowned. “No.”

“Does that seem strange to you, that the
boss passed over his go to girl in favour of us?”

“I’m as good a shot as she is.”

“I’m just saying. Maybe they think it’ll get
hairier than they told us, or the cure doesn’t work.”

Jenna glanced at the rack of darts. She had
no idea what the clear, colourless liquid actually was. “Dammit. I
had confidence in my tools until you showed up.”

Kyle was ignoring her. “I think our
protagonist has arrived.” She snatched her rifle scope and followed
his direction. A resolute mid-thirties career woman was looking for
a target. She was familiar from the case briefing but not the prime
suspect. Jenna tried to recall her name and failed. One of the
cell’s doctors, she thought. “She’s brown bagging it.”

“Or those really are her groceries.” Jenna
took a long draw of the soda. “Soccer mom?”

“I will see that and raise you a roadwork
gang.” The doctor bypassed both of their candidates. She was
looking increasingly nervous. “She’s going to bail on us.”

“What happens then?”

“Nothing.” Kyle shrugged. “No crime, no
time. Oh, we’ve been spotted. Wave for the camera.” They both
offered cheery waves to the doctor’s upturned face, which was more
panicked than comforted. “You have to hand it to Glinda sometimes.
She’d have had her handing over the virus and signing tearful
confessions in no time. We’ve just spooked her.”

“You could just shoot her now.”

“But then she’ll drop the jar and it will be
turn out to be airborne and everyone will die.” He crunched another
handful of popcorn. “And I’d be the bad guy. We don’t want that, do
we?”

“I guess not. Best wait till she’s guilty of
something. Oh, we’re up.” The doctor turned sharply and stabbed the
man behind her.

They both slid back into the hotel room to
sight their rifles. Jenna spilled soda on her pants and missed a
bit of the action. When she finished swearing and got her gear in
order there was commotion by the duck pond. At least one bystander
was down. The doctor was fleeing the scene, chased by socially
conscious joggers.

Jenna focussed her sights on the victim. The
crowd was giving him plenty of space as he convulsed on the ground.
There was blue spittle foaming out of his mouth. “Definitely a
pathogen.”

“Cool.” She felt Kyle’s shoulder recoil but
even from right beside her the shot was silent. She concentrated on
her target as screams drifted up from below. “Got her,” he said
smugly. “Brains splattered over the pavement.”

“Same here, no bullet required. Can you
convert to darts? The first one’s not undead yet and it’s already
spreading.”

“Is it messy?”

“Incredibly.” The first victim finally
stopped drumming his heels against the pavement, his back arched in
a terrible rictus. “The boss had better have the square
quarantined.” There were people running for every exit. Most of
them were probably clean, but it would only take one.

“I’ve given him the heads up. He’s being a
bit blasé. Texts he’ll get round to it.”

“Asshole.”

“Truly. Are you going to shoot him?”

“Orders were to wait for him to get up. The
cure needs to work on a fully converted patient.” The zombie’s back
relaxed and he rose to his feet, moving surprisingly smoothly under
the circumstances. He seemed blind or confused, though, walking
straight into a park bench. Repeatedly. “That ought to do it.” She
pulled the trigger.

It was a good shot, landing in his lower
back. He didn’t notice and kept on walking into the bench. Around
the dart his shirt started to turn green. His flesh swelled up, the
visible parts purpling. He stopped walking and looked down at
himself. He turned round and sat down. He might by crying for help
– they wouldn’t hear at this distance and everyone close by was
busy convulsing. He pulled out his phone with sponge fingers and
promptly dropped it. Then his straining, bulging abdomen burst,
spraying guts and puss over a six foot radius. The body toppled
sideways and continued its rapid decomposition.

Kyle swallowed. “I think the boss might need
to look up the dictionary definition of “cure”.”

“I really hope Glinda saw that. She’d freak
out.” They took a respectful moment to admire the carnage. “Next
one.”

They took turns shooting, working round the
park to every hint of movement. It was harder with time as the
later victims were further apart but the grass was gradually
covered in rotting flesh. “Did we get them all?”

Kyle picked his binoculars back up, taking a
slurp of soda while he was at it. “Um, nope. The doc is back up.
Heading for the north corner.”

“Well that’s ironic. If she’d wanted to
infect herself she could have done it at home.” Jenna searched for
the be-suited corpse and pulled the trigger. She missed and had to
re-load. Kyle tried to get his rifle up but his hands were full of
popcorn. The doctor tripped over the metal rail and tumbled down
the subway steps out of shot. “That’s not good, is it?”

They listened for the sound of screams. They
were faint, but only because they were far away. “Someone didn’t
evacuate the station. Was that our job?”

“I hope not. Someone’s going to get
fired.”

“Blame the boss,” she agreed. She did a
quick check of her ammo but it was clearly inadequate for the scale
of the problem. They packed up, binned the empty cartons and made
an orderly retreat. Corpses were already wandering back up the
stairs into the park. The support team were moving to intercept,
riot armour and truncheons at the ready. Supposedly, it was company
policy to join them. “Out the back way?”

“Definitely. Do it again
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